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A Call from His Mistress by

Kylie Cooper

 

Brad is on his way to a date when his phone rings. It's Monique, his Mistress-by-phone. She lives a thousand miles away, but her authority over him is nonetheless absolute. He knows he's in the middle of doing something he shouldn’t do...something he's not permitted to do. He knows he's about to get in very serious trouble.

He feels a sudden sense of overwhelming panic, followed by a powerful sense of arousal. It hits him like a sledgehammer.

He thinks briefly -- very briefly --about letting Monique ring through to voice mail, but his heart is already pounding; his cock is starting to stiffen in his pants; he can't possibly do something so rude to his Mistress.

He's driving down La Cienega, so he scrambles to put his headset in. By the time he gets it into his ears and the other end into the phone and hits the answer button, Monique is gone.

He knows better than to call her back. She'll call him back...or she won't. Either way, he's in trouble...but then, he was already. He waits for her, driving steadily through green light after green light, his heart pounding as panic rises inside him.

What will she do when she finds out what he's doing tonight?

Monique rings Brad again. This time, he answers on the first ring this time.

He says meekly, "Hello, Mistress."

Her voice is like melted chocolate. "Why didn't you answer the first time, slave?"

"I'm driving, Mistress, I'm sorry. I tried, but I was too late."

She laughs lightly, a wicked, sadistic sound. "That's unacceptable," she says, with succulent pleasure. Every syllable she utters is packed with menace and soft seduction. "That isn't how it's supposed to work, Brad. When I call, you answer. I don't care if you're giving your boss a blowjob at the time, when I call...you stop what you're doing and pick up the phone."

Brad's voice is meek, submissive. His cock aches and throbs.

"I know, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress."

"How do you think I should punish you?" she asks.

Brad's voice trembles as he answers:

"As it pleases you to punish me, Goddess."

"Goddess?" she laughs. "Don't try and flatter me, Brad. It's pathetic. Of course... that fits, doesn't it?"

Brad says: "Yes, Mistress. It does."

Brad reflects that she sounds in remarkably good spirits, despite his minor transgression. Even so, Brad is terrified of her...which is just the way she likes him. He's breathing hard already, knowing he's going to have to pay for not answering right away...but that's in the future, and it will probably be a minor torment. For now, what Brad really dreads is the question he knows is coming.

"You're driving," she says coldly. "Where are you going?" she asks.

"Um," he says. "I'm going on a date."

There's a long, hard, cold silence on the other end. Then a peal of happy laughter erupts into Brad's ear.

"A date? You?"

Brad breathes a little more easily. He knows every flavor of Monique's laughter. This kind isn't born out of anger; it's just contempt. The very idea of Brad going on a date is utterly hilarious to her, which seriously turns him on. He feels a rushing sensation in his head, a swirling in his belly. Bathed in her lush disdain, he feels his dick stiffening faster than ever. It's not easy to drive with a raging boner. Even worse, it's pointed downward -- which makes it as agonizing to get hard as when Monique makes him put clothespins on it at home. His stiffening cock is stuck in the right leg of his lacy pink panties. It pokes down uncomfortably. Monique's laughter only makes Brad's cock get harder, though. Every millimeter of growth and incremental increase in stiffness makes his discomfort more intense. He could it if he wanted to, just reach down and jiggle it. He's alone in the car. But he knows the rules.

He's not allowed to touch it, except when she tells him to. Not even in the shower. Not even in the john. That's one of the reasons he has to sit down to pee...the other reason being, as Monique likes to tease him, "bitches squat to piss."

Monique's laughter finally fades, but not before she's in tears; Brad can actually hear her sniffling. He knows that's not a good omen.

"You're going on a date," she sighs, almost helpless. "Whew! Whew! That's hilarious. Who's the lucky girl?"

He takes a deep breath, willing himself not to sound too nervous as he answers. Sometimes his Mistress is like a predator smelling blood. When she senses insecurity in him, she feeds on it. Those are times when she can be truly cruel.

"Her name is Tracy," he tells her.

"Last name?" asks Monique coldly.

"Tracy Bell," Brad says, his face reddening. "She's a friend of a friend."

"Did you ask her out?"

"No, Mistress! I would never, I promise." He waits through a moment of icy silence, then adds in a blurt: "Dave and Carla set me up."

He knows he would need Monique's permission before asking a girl out, just like he needs it before jerking off or putting clothespins on his balls or fucking himself in the ass with the dildo she sent him. Whether he needed Monique's permission before being set up like this,

"Ah, yes," muses Monique. "Carla and Dave Shapiro?"

"Yes, Mistress." Brad notes that Monique "corrected" his listing of Dave first; in Monique's world, the female always come first. Monique's already added Carla and Dave on several social networks, using an innocuous account with no hint of her kinky occupation or proclivities. As far as Carl and Dave know, Monique's just a "friend" of his. But if he knows his Mistress, she's even now typing Tracy Bell's name into search engines, just for shits and giggles. He knows won't exactly invade the girl's privacy; her respect for other women is sacrosanct. But he wouldn’t put it past her to friend her on social networks to see if she can find some way to torment Brad. He also doesn't doubt that she'll find some way to do exactly that, if only to punish him for not asking her first before accepting the invitation.

"Where are you taking her?"

"Garibaldi's," says Brad. "It's a very nice Italian restaurant in Marina Del Rey."

He hears her typing in the background. "Expensive," says Monique. "You're paying, of course?"

"Of course!" blurts Brad. "Mistress," he adds more softly. "As a gentleman should."

"Of course," says Monique. "Otherwise, how would a gentleman expect to get into her pants?"

Brad doesn't know how to answer that, so he murmurs, "No, Mistress. I..." His voice trails off as he searches for something to defend himself with. He finally says, "We're just friends, for now, and..." Again, he trails off awkwardly.

But Monique ignores him -- which is good, because he realizes as soon as it's out of his mouth that that was potentially the wrong thing to say. "For now" implies that he might "do something" with Tracy, which would violate both the spirit and the letter of his relationship with his Mistress...

Instead, "Is she cute?" asks Monique provocatively, her voice rich with flirty menace.

Brad isn't sure what to say. He finally stammers: "N-not as beautiful as you, Mistress."

Monique laughs contemptuously. "I know that," she says. "But stop kissing my ass. Is she cute?" This time her question has the sharp, clipped tones of a woman about to deliver a nutpunch.

Brad hears her typing in the background.

He gulps and whimpers, "She's all right."

"Yum," says Monique teasingly. "You're lying, Brad. She's adorable. My goodness, they set you up with her?"

Brad's face is hot. "Yes, Mistress," he says.

"Do they know about your penis

size?"

Brad's mouth tightens; his eyes narrow. He feels himself getting a little angry. Monique has often told him that anger, in boys like him, is just weakness leaving the body. He surrenders mentally and feels his anger dissolving into a pleasant heat that pulses through his body.

Then, suddenly, his stiffening dick gives a jab against the leg hole of his panties again. The touch of his panties on his cock reminds him that even when he had a date with another woman, he is still his Mistress's bitch. He thought about wearing jockey shorts or even boxers on his date...but he couldn’t bring himself to put them on. At first, he figured if things "went well," he would be disobeying his Mistress to do anything with Tracy, so what did it matter if he was already disobeying Monique by wearing the kind of underwear she expressly forbade him to wear? But when it came right down to it, he couldn't make himself step into the jockey shorts. He found himself unable to put his smooth, slender feet with their painted toenails through the leg holes...just like he'd been unable to stop shaving his legs a few days before the date. He kept right on shaving them, even shaving them earlier tonight. If Brad "gets lucky" tonight, then Tracy will find out that her date has pink-painted toenails under his oxfords and shaved legs under his slacks.

Brad grunts in pain, but the noise escapes Monique.

"No, Mistress," he answers.

"Holy shit! Look at that rack! This girl is stacked!" Monique's voice is a purring whisper of pleasure. "The things girls put on Facebook nowadays. Friend request accepted!" Monique laughs happily. "She's one of those girls."

"Yes, Mistress," Brad says nervously as he navigates a right-hand turn. "Um...that's what I hear."

"Brad!" hisses Monique. "That's a very rude thing to say about a girl you're going on a date with! You just called her a slut! Should I tell her you said that?"

Brad's cock throbs viciously. He has to bite his lip to keep himself from reaching down and touching it.

"No, Mistress," he whines. "Please, don't. I didn't mean it like that. I'm sorry."

She changes the subject. "Is this your first date?"

Brad's brain is fuzzy. "kinda," he says.

Monique pounces: "So you've been out with her before? Without telling me? Without asking permission?"

Brad stammers: "No, Mistress. I'd never go out with her  on a date without telling you. It's just that...I've run into her at the--"

She cuts him off: "But you were about to," she hisses. Then her voice gets soft and musical, flirty and invitational. "Isn't that right, slave? You were going to go out on a date and you didn't think to mention it to me. If I hadn't called, you might be staring at that amazing rack across a restaurant table and I wouldn't even know. What were you thinking?"

He doesn't have an answer for that. He toyed with the idea of texting Monique from the restaurant once he got there, once he was sure that Tracy was really going to show up....thinking on the off chance she cancelled, he wouldn't have to tell Monique. He wouldn’t have to take his medicine.

Monique's next answer is delivered in an even sexier purr:

"Would you have fucked her?"

Brad answers, "No, Mistress! Not without--"

"Did you think I would let you fuck her?"

"No Mistress! I wouldn't have--"

"Liar!" Monique is laughing, but her voice sounds tense and menacing. "You would have fucked her and never told me. I might have lost my slave to an unsuspecting girl with a massive rack and she wouldn’t even suspect what a sick little piggy you are."

"No, Mistress," says Brad weakly.

"Liar," sighs Monique. "We both know you're lying. Stiff dicks have no conscience. You're making a very powerful case for me overnighting you one of those things that we talked about, Brad."

Brad's heart races. A chastity tube. She's threatened before. He wonders, if she sends it, will he wear it? He feels the sinking sense that he wouldn’t say no to her.

He can't stand the pain in his cock. As he drives, he awkwardly shoves his hand down his pants and drags his cock into an upright position.

Guilty arousal pulses through him as he admits: "I'm sorry, Mistress, I just touched my cock. It got hard and it was stuck in a downward--"

"What's that? You want to touch your cock?" Monique laughs. "Yes, good idea, Brad. You do know that men should clean the pipes before they go on dates, don't they? I mean, it's been weeks since I gave you permission to cum, hasn't it?"

"Yes, Mistress," says Brad. "Um...clean the pipes?"

"Don't tell me you don't know about cleaning the pipes," says Mistress Monique with a sigh. "No wonder you never get laid! Every man with any sense jerks off an hour before he goes on a date. It's the only way you men can seem like normal people. Otherwise, all you can think about is sex. You can't possibly have a regular conversation because all you can think about is getting her legs spread and sticking it in. And women know it, too. We all know it! And that's a normal guy...someone who jerks off, say, two or three times a day. How long has it been since I gave you permission to jerk it, slave? I mean all the way, not those hour-long edging sessions you beg me for. How long has it been since I gave you permission to jizz?"

Brad whimpers, "Six weeks, Mistress."

Six...long...agonizing...weeks. Thinking about it, the desperate need rushes through him. His cock pulses with agonizing slowness.

"Then you're really fucked if you don't do it now. The second you walk in that restaurant, poor Tracy is going to have drool on her tits. You'll probably try to molest her right there in front of everyone. Am I going to have to bail you out of jail?"

Brad whimpers desperately, "No, Mistress..."

"That's right, because I want you to pull that car over and jerk it right now. Come on, Bradley. Pull your car over. What time are you meeting her?"

Brad glances at the clock in the dash of his car. "Eight o'clock," he says.

"It's...seven-fifty your time?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Excellent," says Monique. "You'll have an advantage! Most guys clean 'em an hour or more before each date. This is only ten minutes! You'll seem even more like a normal person than a regular guy does. Have you pulled over yet?"

His brain is spinning. He can't believe Monique is really saying this...but she is. He knows he should just hang up, and take his lumps later. Hell, she lives a thousand miles away. What could she really do?

Brad knows the answer to that. Monique could do anything. She owns him. Brad is her plaything. It's a psychological bond as sacrosanct as the taboo that keeps him from jerking off without Monique's permission. The devotion is almost religious.

So he knows he's going to do what she tells him to do, whether he likes it or not.

And he doesn't need to pull over to do it...because he's already pulled into the restaurant parking lot.

"Um," he says. "Yes, Mistress. I'm parking right now...at the restaurant."

"Naughty boy. Do you have a little privacy?"

"I can find some, Mistress," he says breathlessly. It's a big parking lot, shared with an office building next door. It's after hours, so most of the lot is empty, but there's a panel truck and a construction trailer parked at the furthest point from the restaurant. Between them is a narrow slip just big enough for Brad's Mini. He pulls in, his heart pounding.

"I'm parked," he tells her.

"What time do you have?" asks Monique with pleasant ferocity.

"Seven fifty-six," says Brad.

"Well," says Monique, "then there's no time to waste! Although...with how long I've made you wait... and you don't tend to last long, anyway..."

Brad clears his throat to cover a whimper of humiliated arousal. Monique loves to torment him about his skills as a lover. Cock size, premature ejaculation, sexual inexperience and lack of familiarity with female anatomy...they have all served in Mistress Monique's arsenal of cruelty. Then there are the equally cruel jibes about how a "real man" wouldn't let a Mistress boss him around, or order him to shove a big cock up his ass, or let her tell him when to touch his cock and how he should only sit to pee...

All of it makes Brad crazy with lust. He knows he's a kinky fucker...and he knows he has no business going out with a "normal" girl, much less a hottie like Tracy Bell. But even so, he's as helpless to change as any man in the grip of any illicit hunger. Monique has him wrapped around his finger. He does what she says.

Whatever she says.

And, now, "Take your dick out," says Monique.

Brad looks around furtively. The privacy in his front seat is just barely adequate, but he's still nervous. For an instant he thinks about lying and merely telling her he's jerking off. But there's no way he'll do that. Permission from Monique to rub one out is a precious commodity in Brad's life. An order from Monique to do so is far more precious still.

So he obeys her. He unbuckles his belt, unzips his slacks, and pulls down his pink panties.

He reaches in. He takes out his cock.

It's slimy at the tip. He wraps his hand around the shaft and starts to stroke it.

"Are you jerking it?" purrs Monique.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Jerk it harder!" snaps Monique. "Do you think poor Tracy wants to wait?"

"No, Mist--"

"Harder!" Monique howls. She unleashes a vicious tirade of verbal encouragement and abuse. "Faster, bitch! Jerk your cock off faster! You've got three minutes to get in there acting like a normal human being! Finish it! Faster! Faster, bitch! I said pump your fucking cock faster, what's taking you so long? It's not like they're big strokes! It's the size of a fucking peanut, what's taking so long to jerk it off?"

Brad's thighs tighten. His ass rises slightly off the driver's seat as he pumps faster.

"Yes, Mistress, yes, Mistress, sorry, Mistress...I'm sorry, Mistress, I'm so sorry, Mistress--aaaaah!"

Jizz blasts up from his cock, spraying the steering wheel. The slick, white cream coats Brad's hand. He sees tiny white rockets trailing upwards through his field of vision and hitting the ceiling. He feels a wet drop on his cheek and another on his lips. Brad desperately cups his free hand, trying to catch every droplet in his palm and hopefully spare his pants. There was plenty of cum in his long-denied balls.

When he's had his good hard cum, Brad checks his front and feels a wave of relief. He sees that none of his creamy jizz seems to have darkened his "date slacks." Most of the creamy white substance rims the upper side of his right hand, forming a congealing ring from the tip of his thumb down around in a semicircle to the tip of his index finger. The rest of his cum -- and there's a whole lot of it -- is cupped awkwardly in his left palm. The few errant drops on his cheek and his lip and the windshield and dash and ceiling all seem like minor problems compared to the narrowly averted danger of spooging the front of his dress slacks...and the sudden worry about what to do with what seems like a copious amount of liquid jizz in his left palm and coagulating cream on the edge of his right hand.

A few lingering spasms rage through Brad's lower body, and he loses control, moaning softly. HE stops thinking about what to do with his jizz as the after-spasms assault him flesh and soul. The furtive pleasure echoes through his tortured body, leaving him panting.

He barely manages to keep his hands held out of the way of his pants. He holds both his hands up, feeling them filthy and slick with cum. When the final ripples of pleasure disappear at last, Brad whispers exhaustedly into the phone:

"Thank you, Mistress, thank you, Mistress, thank you, Mistress."

"Did it feel good to cum?' asks Monique with sadistic pleasure. "After so long without?"

"Yes, Mistress," Brad pants. "Thank you for letting me."

"What'd you cum on?" asks Monique.

"My hand," he says. "Hands. Both of them."

Monique laughs. "Sounds like you really came a lot, you little perv. I guess it was building up, huh?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Where is it now? Describe it."

Brad says obediently: "Some of it's on the side of my right hand, where I milked it out."

"And the rest of it?"

"And... wow, holy shit. Sorry, Mistress. I--it's cupped in my left hand." He peers in amazement at the voluminous cumshot in his awkwardly inverted palm. It ripples and jiggles as Brad struggles to hold still and not spill it.

He adds: "I caught lots more of it in my left hand, Mistress. Wow, I really came a lot."

"No surprise," says Monique. "After all those weeks. I hope you didn't spill any?"

"Some on the steering wheel," says Brad. "I think my pants are okay."

"But you've still got plenty on your hands?"

"Yes, Mistress. I didn't have a tissue or anything. Lick it off." He reminds her meekly: "You made me get rid of all tissues in my apartment, at my desk at work, and even in my car, Mistress. Remember?"

"Oh, I remember," Monique says pleasantly. "I remember it vividly. I had to do that, pervert. You'd turned into a chronic jerkoff. You were sneaking jerks at your desk. It only stands to reason you would jerk off in your car."

"I never did," Brad blurts defensively. "Until...now."

Monique laughs cruelly. "Well, well, then. It was special to share your first time.. And since you don't have a tissue, you'll just have to eat it all up. Slurp up every drop, pervert. Even on the steering wheel."

Brad gulps. He asks breathlessly: "Really, Mistress? You mean it?"

"Absolutely," she laughs happily. "If Tracy smells cum on your breath, she'll know you're a sensitive guy!"

Brad shivers. "Yes, Mistress."

Brad almost voices a protest...but this is Monique he's talking to, so he doesn't dare. He obeys her, lifting his slimy hands to his mouth. The humiliating aroma of his own semen fills his nostrils as he licks both his hands clean. He goes out of his way to make wet, slurpy smacking sounds so that Monique can hear him. She listens with pleasure.

While Brad audibly laps up his own cum, Monique savors the sound for a few moments, murmuring wordless sounds of approval. Then she says, almost as if to herself: "You should thank me, Brad. I'm helping to get you laid."

Brad's voice sounds thick with spittle as he says: "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

"Aren't you a lucky boy/"

"Yes, Mistress," says Brad as he continues lapping. "I'd never get laid if I didn't have your advice."

"No, you wouldn't," says Monique. "Never. A sick weird perv like you wouldn't get any pussy at all."

"No, Mistress." Brad is still licking; he's lapped up all his own cum, but he keeps cleaning his hands obediently. He remembers the droplets on the steering wheel. He bends forward and starts to lick them up, repelled by the dusty taste of the steering wheel more than the taste of his cum. The spongy plastic texture grosses him out, but he keeps licking. A minute passes as he licks the cum-spattered steering wheel. Monique listens to him. He pauses, panting, only after the steering wheel is clean of his cum and glistens with his spittle. He stares at it as if in shock.

Monique breaks the silence: "Of course, you won't do anything with Tracy, slave, till I give you the go-ahead."

"What?" asks Brad, stunned.

"I mean it," says Monique. "I expect you to contact me if this Tracy whore wants so much as a good-night kiss. You'll clear it with me first, or I'll make you sorry. I'll make you so sorry you'll never so much as dream about kissing a girl without my permission. Never."

Brad says: "Are--are you serious, Mistress?"

"What do you think, slave?"

Brad still can't believe it. He says in disbelief: "You mean I--I have to call you right in the middle of everything? Right in the middle of my date, if Tracy wants to--"

"No, slave, don't call...just text. Text me if things are going well. You can get permission in advance, but not too far in advance. You don't want to come across like you've got one thing on your mind, do you?" She laughs. "Especially now that we've gone to the trouble of cleaning your pipes."

Brad says: "Y-y-yes, Mistress. Of course."

"Text me first," Monique repeats. "Before you let her so much as put her tongue in your mouth."

"Yes, Mistress," says Brad. "What about a....kiss?"

Brad can practically hear the cruel sneer on Monique's face as she answers: "Dry kiss, okay. Lips-on-lips, fine. But no tongue unless I give you the go-ahead. Understand?"

Brad says, "Yes, Mistress."

"Good boy," says Monique. "Did you lick up all your yummy cum, Bradley?"

"Yes, Mistress," Brad says. "My hands are clean." They're not entirely clean; they're a little sticky, but they're clean enough for now.

"Put your dick away and go meet your date."

Brad obeys. His mouth is filled with the taste of his own cum, his sinus passages rich with the scent of it. The sensations send warm and radiant humiliation through his body. As he gets out of the car, Brad wipes his cheek, wipes the dash. He licks his fingers. He straightens his tie, checks the front of his pants one last time.

"Don't disappoint me, Brad," says Monique. "I want you to use all the skills I've given you. I want you to really put the moves on this girl. I want that request to kiss Tracy before...let's say ten o'clock. Or else."

Brad's heart pounds. "Yes, Mistress."

"If you fuck it up, I'll be very disappointed in you. If you strike out tonight, I'll think you're a hopeless case. Maybe then I'll put you in chastity, just to be safe."

Brad trembles at the threat. "Yes, Mistress. I won't disappoint you."

"I want that kiss request by ten, and then I'll expect a text later, telling me how this Tracy slut is hot for your dick. I want you to find out how wet she is. I want you to tell me she's begging for your cock. If not...well, then I'll know you're not a real man. You're a hopeless pervert."

"I am, Mistress. I am a hopeless pervert. I'm your pervert."

"We'll see," says Monique. With audible satisfaction, she adds: "If you get anywhere, needless to say, you'll eat her out forever before you put your gross thing anywhere near her."

"Yes, of course, Mistress." Monique has lectured Brad extensively on how long men should eat women out before expecting them to endure the disgusting touch of the male sexual organ.

"At least half an hour," says Monique. "Before you even try to put it in her."

"Mistress," asks Brad. "What if she doesn't want it?"

Monique laughs. "Don't be ridiculous. After all those pointers I gave you on eating pussy? She'll love it."

"Yes, Mistress." Despite himself, Brad glows with pride.

Monique says: "And if you fuck this whore, Bradley, I'm going to want a picture. Something dirty. Your dick in her mouth, or your face between her legs. You fucking her doggy-style...something like that. Be sure to send it to me."

Brad squeaks: "M-mistress? Wouldn't that be rude?"

"Of course it would," says Monique. "Ask her first."

"But what if she's offended?"

"That's what makes it hot that you're going to ask," says Monique. "Don't forget, Bradley. I want that text requesting permission before your tongue goes anywhere interesting, even just in her mouth. And you'll have to ask me again before you stick your thing in her. Otherwise, there'll be hell to pay. I'll make you sorry." Monique laughs.

"Yes, Mistress," Brad says.

"Zip your pants, pervert. Then go get laid."

"Yes, Mistress," Brad repeats, but Monique has already hung up.

Brad takes a deep breath. He closes his eyes, smelling and tasting his own cum. Cleaning the pipes, indeed. He's hornier than ever! He hopes Tracy turns out to be the kind of girl who will play along. Does she like androgynous guys? Brad certainly hopes so. If not, he's going to disappoint his Mistress... and A Little Domination

Brad tucks his soft cock back into his panties. He zips up his pants and buttons them. He buckles his belt. Brad gets out of the car and goes into the restaurant.
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between Friends by Zach

Addams

Raina had always been a good friend to Clint. But she was a much better pervert. Promising to show her gay best friend the secrets of Queer San Francisco, she finally got around to the one that excited her most.

She said, "How would you like to go suck off some straight guys?"

Clint wasn't exactly flabbergasted, but his face did betray some surprise. "What do you mean?" he asked.

"It's a simple question," said Raina with a flirty smile. "Would you like to suck off some straight guys...at a glory hole."

"Is that a way of saying fuck off?" asked Clint. "Like, 'Would you like to go suck some eggs?'"

Raina laughed. "No," she said. "Of course not. It's a way of asking if you'd like to suck off some straight guys." She bit her red-painted lip and stalled a little, obviously torn over whether to disclose this next bit. Finally, she did. "And if you'd let me watch."

"Let you watch?" said Clint with a smirk. "Is that a thing?"

"Don't play games," said Raina with pleasure. "You know I love shit like that. I know this strip club with a glory hole, see? Well... it's not a strip club, really. It's a peepshow. It's called The Naughtipuss. I've been there before." She smirked proudly. "I took a client there."

"A client?"

Raina said even more proudly: "I made him suck dick."

"He paid you for that?"

"Oh, yes," said Raina. "Quite handsomely."

"Why did he need you, if it's so easy to do?"

Raina took pleasure in answering that particular question. "Because it was hot to have me force him. I think he started to have second thoughts once I grabbed his hair and shoved his face up against the stranger's dick." She gave an evil little laugh. "But I kind of liked that."

Now Clint was truly flabbergasted. Raina was a Dominatrix, something that fascinated and, on some level, dismayed him. He had a Daddy fixation himself, but had yet to find a guy who he didn't want to run from once the serious topping started. In his three week visit to San Francisco, he'd gone home with several new guys, and all of them proved a little disappointing. When he wasn't out cruising, he'd stayed with Raina, sleeping in her bed. It was easy and comfortable. The two of them had long been friends, and had never really toyed with the sexual fascination that had obviously built between them. Since Clint was gay and Raina was practically a lesbian, they could sleep alongside each other and even cuddle; both felt secure in the desire great divide between best friend and experimental lover.

Mostly.

Just then, however, Clint felt a stirring in his pants.

"That's kind of hot," he confessed. "You forcing someone."

"I know it is," said Raina, leaning just a little closer to Clint than a best friend probably should have.

Clint asked nervously: "Is it a gay strip club?"

Raina rolled her eyes. "Jeez, you can be dense! It's a straight strip club; otherwise, why would straight men be there? Apparently, straight men think getting a blowjob from another guy is more fun than jerking off to a stripper."

"Wow," said Clint. "How does it work?"

"It's got little booths surrounding a 'bubble,' where the strippers are behind glass. You put quarters in the slot, or a dollar or $5 if you want more time. The strippers can't really see you very well, except when they're right up close to you. But you can see them. You tip them through a slot, and they'll put on a private show for you -- right up against your window. If you tip them enough, they'll put on a show and not tell anyone what's going on in your booth."

Clint was staring at Raina, whose face betrayed a certain sexual interest in her friend that he'd not seen before. Her hand reached up and caressed his neck as she spoke. It was a gesture of affection she had made before -- but she'd never made it while Clint was, against all odds, forming a hard-on in his pants. It was a scary, uncomfortable sensation, but Clint was starting to like it.

Raina liked it, too; she knew what was happening, and she seemed to be determined to push her luck. She added with succulent pleasure:

"And if you get the booth second from the end on the right, or third from the end on the left, you have a glory hole that just might fill with cock...if you're lucky. Just like in that rest stop you told me about." Her eyes narrowed and she leaned a little closer to Clint. "Did I mention that story was really fucking hot?"

"Several times," breathed Clint. "Um...so you're saying you want to take me there?"

She nodded. "And watch."

It was Clint's eyes that narrowed this time, rather suspiciously.

"And force me?" he asked.

Raina seemed surprised that Clint had gone there. But she didn't pull away. Instead, she ran her fingers along the back of Clint's neck and leaned closer.

"If that's hot for you," she said, close enough that Clint could smell her.

"I don't know if it would be," said Clint. "I guess it's a little weird. You're my best friend and all."

"Well," said Raina. "That's what friends are for, right? I mean...it's something you want to do anyway, right?"

"Suck dick, yes," said Clint. "Have you make me do it..." He looked nervous and excited. "That, I don't know. Wouldn't it be weird? You're my friend."

Raina sneered. "You fuck friends all the time," she said.

"Guy friends, yeah! But...this is different. They're not my best friends." He looked a little ashamed at using such a girlie term. "And they're guys."

"You fucked Jake," she said. "You and he are pretty good friends."

"I guess you're right," said Clint.

"And I'm not talking about fucking, Clint baby." She toyed with his hair. "All I want to do is dominate you a little. I know you're into that. I mean, would you want to do it if some hot leather daddy made you go?"

"Duh," he said. "Of course. But I'd say I didn't want to. I'd pretend I was reluctant. I'd make him spank me first."

"Yum," said Raina. "See? You just made my point. Think of me as your surrogate leather daddy," she said with pleasure. "A little domination, just between friends. Totally casual; nothing more. Deal?"

"Would it be hot for you?" asked Clint.

"Unbelievably," said Raina. "So fucking hot. I still think about my one client who had me make him do it. I get when I do." She watched Clint turn a little green, as he always did at any mention of female genitals. Raina tried not to be offended; she was used to it.

"He was on a leash," she added. She laughed a little. "I could put you on a leash, if you like."

Clint gulped. His dark eyes looked slightly scared, but Raina could tell he was interested. They held eye contact for what must have been a minute.

"Maybe just a collar," he said.

Raina already had one ready, on the nightstand. She reached over, grabbed it, held it up.

"I thought you'd never ask," she smiled.

#

An hour later, the pair stepped out of a cab. It was midnight on a warm Spring Friday. Clint wore a tight pair of tight blue jeans, heavy boots and a tight white tank top. Raina wore her usual skirt, boots, T-shirt and short leather coat. In her coat, the short chain leash rattled. At the last minute, Clint had said he might be "open to that leash thing," and so Raina had stashed it in her coat.

Clint's also wore a black leather dog collar. Raina had buckled it around his throat after their quick negotiation. If Clint got freaked out enough that he wanted things to stop, he was to say the word "apple." Apples were red. "Banana" meant "slow down a little," as in, yellow, like a yellow traffic light.

Raina grabbed Clint and hugged him before they went into the club. "Whatever happens in there," she said, "I think you're really ballsy for trying this." She cupped the front of his pants playfully. "Emphasis on the balls."

"Thanks," said Clint, his eyes roving over his friend with a new sensibility about them. He'd never looked at her with lust, but he thought she looked hot tonight, and his expression showed it.

"Aren't you going to ask me what happens if you disobey me when you have the collar on?" asked Raina.

Clint smiled and said softly, "What happens if I disobey you when I'm wearing your collar, Mistress?"

Raina took the leash out of her pocket. Without asking, she clipped it to the D-ring of Clint's collar.

"I spank the hell out of that sweet little ass of yours," she said, and grabbed it. "Of course, with a dirty little fuckbottom like you, that'll probably make you act up just to get a spanking, huh?"

Clint didn't pull away. He was a spanking fiend, and he didn't always mind who it came from. He'd let Raina practice on him some years ago, before she even knew that she wanted to be a dominatrix. It had never been sexual between them, but it still felt great.

Wearing Raina's leash may have been a little scary for him...but getting spanked by her was much easier to accept, and both of them knew it.

So Clint winked and said, "Of course, Mistress. I know you wouldn't have me any other way."

#

This wasn't the first time Raina and Clint had done something sexual together. They'd made out once, sort of halfway on a dare, back in their college days when Clint thought he might be bi. Raina didn't take it personally when the experience had helped Clint decide that no, he wasn't. Then, of course, there had been the spankings, and the constant trading of locker-room secrets that had long defined their relationship. What's more, Raina had always flirted with Clint, and Clint had flirted right back.

But on this trip, the flirtation had risen to a new level. Raina had been increasingly provocative with Clint, whom she had not seen in person for more than a year before this particular visit.

Clint was definitely gay and Raina said she was very nearly a lesbian -- in her private life, at least. But she hadn't really dated women at all, and she had more contact with cock than even Clint did. For money, she worked as a dominatrix, specializing in cock and ball torture and strap-on scenes. Clint could not stop her asking questions about her work, which Raina took pleasure in answering in exquisite detail. Though their interactions still held the easy comfort of best friends with nothing to hide, his questions had only encouraged Raina to flirt with him more.

More deliciously, Raina felt that they betrayed a whisper of bi-curiosity.

Raina had always suspected it was there, even after their ill-fated makeout session. But after that, it had been buried throughout their college years in his jubilation at coming out, and as he and Raina had grown ever closer, the chance of them actually fucking seemed more and more remote...until recently. Clint's curiosity about Raina's work had been just one way that he bridged the gap between them. Physically, sleeping in the same bed had gotten slightly less brother-and-sister-like and slightly more cuddly. There had been backrubs. There was even a foot massage. Clint had kissed her boot at the Prancing Pony, just to shock Raina's suburban friend Sharon; it had worked, but it had also gotten Raina more than a little wet.

Raina wondered if her friend might be as "bi-curious" as she was. If he was, then the peepshow at The Naughtipuss was the place to find out. Places like that were built for the secretly bi-curious. In most cases, it was bi-curious straight men; that was the advantage of owning the world, right? Places like peepshows were created so that straight men could get their "needs" taken care of, without upsetting the existing social order. A guy could get his dick sucked, or even suck one himself, and no one would ever have to know.

No one would ever have to know. Raina liked that idea. Except that if she ever did get into Clint's pants, Raina would want to tell everyone. Flipping her gay best friend? That kind of thing would give her hella bragging rights. She would have gotten a little wet just thinking about it... even if she didn't love Clint with all her heart. And even if he wasn't motherfucking hot.

But if her best friend planned to cling to his cherished gayness, Raina decided, then at least, for once, she'd have the pleasure of seeing it up close. She liked that idea.

#

Naughtipuss was a worker-owned peepshow where the dancers were paid by the hour, without having to kick back a stage fee. The place was named after a trashy sixties sex novel. A big print of the cover was displayed in the lobby, holding court over its naughty descendants like a queen.

Leading Clint by the leash, she saw the shamed eyes of horny men ducking furtively out of the hallway and brushing past them through the lobby. As they passed, the patrons -- to a man -- looked Raina up and down, then Clint up and down, then bolted. It wasn't hard to figure out what was going on here; though her clothes were casual, Raina was Goth enough and punk enough that she seemed dressed like a Domme even when she was out buying groceries. With her high boots and dyed black pageboy, she could have been on a postcard from Dominatrixville. Since she also had leash in her hand with a handsome boy in tight jeans and a tank top at the end of it, her avocation was pretty obvious to anyone who looked.

When she glanced back at Clint, she saw the red face and downcast eyes of deep submission. Her pussy gave a little surge of excitement. This was going to be hot, she decided...as if she didn't already know.

She led Clint down the hall and past the sign that said ONE PATRON TO A BOOTH. She knew from experience that she could ignore it. As long as she played it cool, no one would hassle them.

Raina smiled with pleasure and reached back to caress Clint's neck as she saw that the booth she wanted was open; a green light blazed above it.

"Look, honey," she said. "Our table is open. Almost as if we had a reservation."

"Yes, Mistress," said Clint submissively. Raina was intensely titillated to hear him say that -- not least because at the moment he really didn't need to. It was almost like he was trying it on for size. And from the look of the tent in his tight jeans, it looked like Clint had decided he liked it.

She choked up on the leash, opened the door to their booth, and guided her plaything inside.

Word on the street was that the SFPD wasn't entirely unaware of the "structural problems" in those six far-flung booths, but somebody connected to the worker-owned cooperative had paid off the proper officials. As long as no actual prostitution took place there, the cops weren't a problem. Raina mused with pleasure that she had kinda pushed the envelope there -- but she really wasn't a prostitute. She had "made" her client suck cock, yes, but she'd never actually fucked him. Hell, she didn't even usually give handjobs -- not since the first year she'd been a Domme, when she'd given them out by the bushel. Now, the most she'd do was order a guy to jerk off at the end of his session, and she'd always expect a tip for allowing even that. Watching her clients jerk off kinda skeeved her out a little bit.

Explain, then, why "making" a client on a leash suck dick at a glory hole had got Raina so wet she'd had to masturbate right in front of the client? And explain why she'd continued fantasizing about it so much that she'd decided this was the perfect way to seduce her cock-hungry best friend?

She couldn't explain it, and at the moment she didn't want to. She just wanted to grab her friend's face and shove it up against a cock. And if the little slut wouldn't suck? She wanted to spank him till he did.

Just a little Domination between friends...no big deal, right?

#

The peepshow itself was designed for maximum contact between male eyeballs and female flesh. Fourteen private booths circled a "bubble" where six to eight dancers worked at a time. The screens stayed down till a client put money in one slot. The dancers stayed away until they saw money in the other slot -- the tip slot. The former slot took quarters, ones and fives. The latter slot took any denomination.

Raina guided Clint to his knees on the cummy floor, with his face pushed up against the hole. Someone had wrapped some kind of padding material around it and covered it in duct tape. The duct tape had seen better days. Clint recoiled slightly as she pushed him toward it. That was enough for Raina.

"Bad boy," she purred. "Bad slave!" She reached down and spanked Clint's ass -- not easy in the crowded space. Clint responded instantly, wiggling his ass as she smacked it. "When Daddy says 'suck,' you suck, understand?"

Clint trembled. "Yes, Mistress," he said.

"And don't pretend you don't like it!" she said, and smacked him again, seven or eight more times, while Clint wiggled his butt. She reached down and grabbed his crotch; he'd gone fully hard in his skintight jeans. Raina felt a pulse of sensual energy coursing between her hand and her cunt as she palmed her best friend's hard cock.

Raina straightened, breathing hard from the exertion of spanking Clint and the sudden excitement of feeling his cock.

She took a roll of small bills out of her bra and peeled off four fives. She fed one into the slot beneath the peepshow glass. The machine beeped, and the cloudy glass turned see-through. Beyond the glass could be seen a dozen dancers in various states of undress. It was a much more crowded scene out there than it would have been at any time other than midnight on a Friday; it was their busiest time. The dancers knew that working this prized shift held the greatest chance of making tips, which would be helped along if they netted a show for a couple -- technically forbidden prize. Its forbidden nature was why, in the unspoken language of the peepshow, they could expect an extra tip.

In the bubble, flesh ranged the color of pale cream to café-au-lait to milk and dark chocolate, with one thing in common; all of it was tattooed. Piercings also predominated; The Naughtipuss was famous for its punk esthetic, and the dancers explored this with gusto.

Clint looked up at the glass, watching the dancers with fascination as Raina towered over him. In the close quarters, she practically had to sit on his shoulders, which put her smooth-shaved pussy in close contact with her best friend's face. She wondered if he could smell her cunt. She wondered if she should have worn underwear. She usually didn't, but this was a special occasion. She was a bad best friend, but she didn't really care at the moment.

Clint's deep, labored breathing told her he didn't mind the smell; if anything, he liked it. Of course, he probably couldn't smell Raina's sex over the close sent of bleach, cum and male sweat. But Raina liked to think about pushing his face between her legs and making him get intimate with what scared him most. On the other hand, from the look of deep submission on his face, she was starting to get the sense that if she played her cards right she might not have to push.

Could tonight be the night that she actually fucked her best friend at long last?

Only time would tell. Only time -- and an anonymous cock or two to get the little fag warmed up. If he wanted to try eating pussy once he'd sucked cock? Well... Raina had just such a pussy in mind, and a nice warm bed to try it in.

#

Through the duct-taped glory hole, the booth was slightly brighter than it had been a moment ago -- indicating that someone had just entered. Raina could hear heavy footsteps beyond. There was a groaning sound as the man leaned up against the partition.

Raina suddenly felt a hot charge of excitement as a very large cock slid through the hole and into Clint's face. It looked like its owner was probably Latino or mixed-race; it was the yummy color of dark coffee with just enough cream. Raina felt slightly jealous.

Clint didn't pounce on the cock right away. Instead, he hesitated and glanced up at Raina. She seized the opportunity to chastise him. She choked up on the shiny chain leash and rattled it insistently. She leaned down and smacked him on the ass.

"Daddy says suck, slave," said Raina. "Now."

Clint's eyes glazed over with a sexy sheen of submission. He whimpered, "Yes, Daddy." It was so much sexier than the "Mistress" he'd been calling her; Raina got that shit every day of the week. What she really got off on was Clint's supreme boy-ness...and the fact that she had him collared and ready to suck at her command.

Clint opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around the huge, hard cock. He took it in his mouth, sliding his wet lips up and down. Raina watched, keeping the leash tight as a gorgeous, exotic-looking punk stripper wandered over to watch. The stripper was dark-skinned and gorgeous, with a very pink pussy --almost red. Her facial features were enigmatic, her expressive face telling a subtle story of ancestors from any one of half a dozen places in South Asia, Africa or the Caribbean -- or possibly all of them. Her clit was pierced with a bright silver ring, and she had a string of tattoos up and down each arm. Her hair was cropped short, almost shaved. What was there was jet-black. Her septum and lower lip were also pierced -- the former with a heavy ring, and the latter with a bright stud.

Raina fished two $20 bills out of her bra and slid them through the tip slot. The stripper took the money and tucked it in the faux ammo belt that circled her wide, curvy hips -- the only item of clothing she wore other than a pair of high-heeled black leather boots. She lifted one of those boots and planted it on the edge of the window, spreading her cunt lips and showing Raina her creamy pink center. The stripper was just close enough that Raina knew she could see exactly what was going on in the booth. The gorgeous stripper watched Clint's head bobbing up and down with obvious fascination as she slipped a finger in her pussy.

Raina couldn’t decide who she wanted to watch more. She fumbled out another twenty and slid it through the slot. The stripper grinned and blew Raina a kiss. Then she reached behind her back and produced a large, almost grotesquely ivory-white dildo. It was enormous. She must have had it in a holster, mused Raina. The stripper spat on the dildo and started working it up and down her slit.

Raina's eyes flickered from the stripper to her best friend's bobbing head as he served the cock in front of him. She tugged on the leash and pointed Clint at the stripper, so he could see as the stripper displayed her cunt and penetrated it. As Clint looked up, she guided his hand to the cock and made him stroke it so his benefactor wouldn't get bored. It gave Raina a powerful thrill to feel Clint's hand under hers, being forced to stroke a huge cock. She was positively dripping, and she suddenly wished that she had worn underwear. She could feel the moisture pooling at the edges of her cunt; she felt more than a little un-fresh, in the most delicious way possible.

Seeing Clint looking up at her, the stripper mouthed a Hey, baby! The words were just barely audible over the thumping music playing in the bubble; the booths didn't exactly have the world's best sound system. But her full, gorgeous lips, glistening with gloss and lined in black, were a pleasure to read. Just for Clint, she lifted the cock to her mouth and slid her lips over the head, working them up and down the shaft, deeper, until thin streaks of lipstick gleamed on the pale shaft.

Raina slipped her thumb into the D-ring of Clint's dog collar and guided his mouth back to the cock in front of him. "Did Daddy tell you to stop sucking dick?" she teased him. He obediently started to lick the underside, lapping at it eagerly. Raina tucked her hand under his chin and made him watch as the stripper got down on her knees, tipped her head back and, with a whole-body shudder of effort, took the enormous cock down her throat until the sculpted balls pressed against her chin.

Raina couldn't clap without dropping the leash or releasing her hold on Clint's chin. So, instead, she whooped in approval and leaned down further to spank Clint rhythmically. The sound only weakly approximated applause, but the dancer got the idea.

While Raina was down there, she reached between Clint's legs. There his cock was, bulging his pants. It stood gorgeously hard on his upper thigh, as if in bas relief. She squeezed and caressed it.

"What do you know," she sighed warmly in her best friend's ear. "Maybe you do like pussy after all."

"Maybe, murmured Clint. Raina shoved his mouth around the stranger's cock again. Clint began sucking with gusto, showing even more enthusiasm than he had before.

"Can you deep throat it, slave? Just like her?"

Clint's eyes looked a little scared at the question. But when Raina tightened the leash and tugged down a little, those pretty dark eyes regained the sense of deep submission that had so aroused Raina before. She guided him down the huge cock and heard a gulping, swallowing sound as Clint fought his gag reflex. The cock was not quite as large as the stripper's dildo, but it certainly was a monster. Clint had to work to take it, but after he took it down once, it was easy. He went back to sucking hungrily, his lips gliding up and down on the upper part of the shaft and, every few strokes, pushing their way down to the very base.

Meanwhile, the dancer took the dick out of her mouth and smiled shyly, as if embarrassed at her seemingly easy accomplishment. Other dancers had seen what she'd done and whooped it up, clapping and crying out happily for her. The stripper thrived on the excitement. She rose to her feet again, lifted her boot to the edge of the window once more, and worked the head of the dildo up and down her slit.

She made eye contact with Raina. Her eyes widened; she looked from Raina to the cock and indicated an upward thrust with her thumb. She was asking if Raina wanted to see her fuck the dildo.

Raina did. She quickly fished another twenty out of her bra; she was really blowing her wad. But wasn't that the idea? She slid the bill through the hole and got a deliciously flirty wink from the stripper.

Then the dancer spread her hot pink cunt lips with her fingers, and started working the dildo in.

It took quite an effort, apparently. It was obvious that the stripper was wet; she'd probably slipped lube up there when Raina wasn't looking. Her pussy dripped, and the stripper's creamy hand caressed the cock all over, slicking it up with the juices and/or lube. When the huge, bulbous head of the pale cock finally popped into the stripper's cunt, the woman gave a grunt and a soft moan. After that, the shaft went in easily, the thick silicone toy spreading the stripper's pinkish-red lips as she worked her hips up and down.

Raina made her little cocksucker turn his head as he sucked, so he could see the spectacle of spread pussy and very large cock. She reached down and felt his cock. Her best friend was hard.

"Mind if I jerk you off?" she asked breathlessly.

Clint's wet mouth, drooly and eager, came off the stranger's cock just long enough for him to murmur a whimpery "No, Daddy!"

Raina didn't know for sure what her best friend meant. "No, Daddy, don't jerk me off, Daddy," or "No, Daddy, I don't mind?" She didn't care, but so help her, she liked the former better.  She knew she was risking their friendship just a little bit, but she didn't really care. She wanted to make him look at this stripper's hot cunt and suck cock as he gave up his cum. What better way could there be to turn "bi-curious?"

Raina quickly unbuckled Clint's jeans, unzipped them and worked out his cock. She realized with pleasure that it was the first time she'd had his hard cock in her hand since their abortive makeout session, which she'd tried to propel into handjob territory. Then, Clint had balked, going soft as she stroked him. This time, he didn't.

He moaned as she forced his wet, drooling mouth back on the stranger's cock and guided his head up and down. She made sure he was turned just so, ensuring he could see the spread pussy in the window. The stripper had planted the base of the dildo on the glass and was fucking herself onto it. Rivulets ran down the glass -- cum, spit and pussy juices. Raina brought her hand up and spat on her palm. She wrapped her fingers around Clint's cock and started stroking firmly, her intent obvious. Like the handjobs she used to give when she first started doing pro Domme work, her touch was businesslike, the touch of an expert who didn't have time to waist. But this time, it wasn't done with distaste; on the contrary, Raina had never been so turned on.

The stripper let out a pleasured groan. Raina thought she was faking -- until a hot, steady stream of ejaculate blasted all over the glass. Clint's eyes went wide, but he never stopped sucking. In fact, if anything, his cock seemed to surge in response to the wet explosion of pleasure. The stripper's body shuddered all over as another and another spurt sprayed all over the glass. Through the moisture-dappled glass, Raina watched as the stripper collapsed to her knees and began to laugh. The other strippers applauded, and so did several men in the other booths who had been watching the stripper's wet spectacle.

Raina, however, did not applaud. She couldn't afford to let go of Clint's leash, even as her friend turned away from the dripping window and devoted all his attention to sucking cock.

And Raina definitely couldn’t afford to stop what her other hand was doing. Clint was ready to cum.

The flimsy partition groaned as the man on the other side began to thrust. He leaned against it heavily, pumping his cock into Clint's mouth; the eager cocksucker rode each thrust until Raina heard a loud groan from beyond the glory hole. She couldn't resist. She put her leash-hand up against Clint's mouth, with her index finger just barely touching the stranger's cock -- so she could feel the hot pulse of jizz as the spurting cock filled Clint's mouth. His lips stayed clamped around the shaft. With her pinky finger against Clint's throat, she could feel him swallowing. Raina got so turned on that she fumbled his cock a little...but Clint was so close, it didn't matter. His hips started pumping. Raina felt the same throbbing and then contracting sensation underneath her right hand that she'd just felt in her left. Clint gave a strangled moan as he swallowed more cum, and then his own jizz was spurting out, warm and slippery, coating her hand as she stroked him.

Raina felt drunk and helpless. She wanted so badly to lean her friend back, force his head down, and sit on his face. Afraid of pussy, was he? Try it, you'll like it.

But that wasn't do. He'd done an admirable job of swallowing, but the man he'd sucked off was almost as much of a gusher as the stripper in the window. So much cum filled him that some leaked out the corner of his mouth and dribbled down his chin. Raina found herself wiping it up with two fingers and shoving them into Clint's mouth. He licked them obediently, slurping the cum that he'd missed.

"What a good little cocksucker," Raina said. "Just as Daddy always suspected. He likes cock, but doesn't mind pussy now and then. Who would have known it?"

Clint didn't contradict her about his liking pussy, which made her insides feel all warm.

She smiled and kissed her friend on the forehead.

Then she made her most daring proposal of all. "What say Daddy takes you home and sees how you like it up close and personal?" she asked.

She made sure her voice had a teasing sound to it -- so that if Clint seemed grossed out, she could always pretend she was joking. But he didn't.

Instead he said, "I'd like that, Daddy."

Raina reached down and tucked Clint's cock away. She zipped up his pants. The stripper was waving at them proudly and blowing them kisses as she wiped down the window.

Raina led Clint out of the glory hole booth and took him home...to a very warm bed, where he could see some pussy at even closer quarters.

She couldn’t wait to see how he liked it.
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Blowjob Bitch by Cassidy

Compton

 

The married blonde was just finishing up a very sloppy blowjob on a guy she didn't know when she got the text from her lover.

She heard the brand-new smartphone -- a gift from another of her many "admirers" -- rattling against all the crap in her purse; and damn, could that crap rattle! Condom box, tit clamps, vibrator, Tiger Balm, candle, lighter, dog collar, blindfold, ball gag, makeup, pill case, lube, rubber gloves, three slim joints in a gold-plated business-card holder, six grams of coke in a vintage snuff tin.

The blonde had dropped her purse by the feet of the man she was currently going down on -- there had not been many preliminaries. It was, therefore, a small matter for her to sneak her smartphone out and hold it up, squinting as she cocked her head to one side without ever ceasing what she was doing. She was known far and wide as an inveterate multitasker.

Her head bobbed up and down, which kinda made her eyes cross. But she eventually managed to read the text, from a 415 number:

loser just left LOL

wont be gone long but gotta play I need u

meet me in teh penthouse 5 minits LOL!! Rm 2233

 

Hot damn! That would be Cameron, her best friend, also married and also ready to fuck. The hot little slut couldn’t wait. Cameron's husband had just taken off, probably. Her tight little pussy would be ready for mouth, fingers, and anything else handy to shove in there. That's what she loved about Cameron. That girl was open-minded. She'd spread her legs for a Gideon Bible, if someone could lube it up good enough to get it in there.

While Cam and the blonde fucked in the penthouse, there would be the added eroticism of knowing they were both cheating. The blonde didn't know where Cam's husband had gone, but it wouldn’t be far -- because Cam liked it dirty. She liked to take risks. She wanted it dangerous. Why else would she text for a fuck when her husband had just left?

The blonde would have purred if most of her purr-ready organs weren't at that moment quite occupied. The blonde felt a hot wave of excitement go through her.

She thought: The penthouse. LOL!

A drooler to begin with, she launched herself into finishing her current paramour's blowjob with wet, slurpy abandon. She proceeded, in fact, with such hurried excitement that she never even bothered to drop the smartphone. When it buzzed again, the man blew his load with a howl. The blonde had to make like a juggling clown to ride his spewing dick and not spill every drop. Reading the now-gooey smartphone as she played Lacrosse with his spurts was almost out of the question. But she managed it!

A 925 number:

just want my gorjous wife 2 know i luvs her LOL!!

The blonde rolled her eyes.

News flash from the suburbs, she thought.

The blonde tried to start texting a reply to the text from her husband's 925 number, while the pleasures of the gentleman in her mouth remained as yet unfinished. Unfortunately for all involved, the damn smartphone was too slippery now. She finally gave up in disgust. With painfully evident petulance and demonstrative effort -- as if she were doing a favor to someone very much beneath her -- she stuffed the cock back in the man's pants.

Then she zipped up his bellman's uniform.

"Wow," the bellman said brightly, too woozy to even notice that his dark pants were now soiled with a mixture of cum, drool, and lipstick that left a glossy reddish sheen from his knee to his shin, as Charlotte had wiped her phone off on his uniform slacks.

He asked her: "What was that thing you did there toward the end? Did you use, like a -- um, ha ha, like a vibrator or something?"

"Or something," she said, typing furiously with her thumbs.

"So it wasn't a vibrator?"

The blonde glared at him with thermonuclear disinterest, then went back to texting. Had it honestly never occurred to this guy to put a smartphone on vibrate and rub it against his dick before? Just how stupid were people, anyway? The bellman's stock in the blonde's mind plummeted, which at that point was saying something.

"Just my magical tongue," she sneered.

The guy withered slightly.

"I've never felt that before," he said enthusiastically.

Charlotte broke off her text and glared at the cop.

She fixed him with a withering stair and frowned.

"Well, then, the girls you've been getting blowjobs from don't give very good head, I guess. Do they?"

"Well," he blushed. "There's just been the one. We're engaged."

Charlotte frowned, looked him up and down, and made a disgusted noise at his soiled uniform pant leg.

She said: "Marriage isn't a bowl of cherries."

He said, "I know that. It's just...I never thought I'd cheat," the bellman whined sadly.

The blonde sneered.

"Well, think again," she sighed, tapping letters with one knife-sharp pinky-nail. She hauled herself to her feet and stalked toward the door on six-inch heels without even bothering to fix her lipstick.

She finished her text, standing there while the bellman droned on about what a great blow that had been.

She sent it:

OMG ur 2g2bt ur 26Y LOL!! I <3 U LOL!!

She got the reply:

LOL!!

She wrote back:

LOL!!

The blonde felt a sudden stab of guilt. Was she just being kind of a bitch?

She stopped at the door of the hotel room.

She typed a message to the 415 number:

have 2 cancel I cant cheat I love my husband

A moment passed.

She got a reply:

LOL!!

She answered:

LOL!!

The reply:

LOL!!

Her answer:

LOL!!

The reply:

LOL ur rite I luv my husband 2 lets stop sleeping 2gether n bcum nunz LOL!!

Keyboard shortcuts made the next round easy:

LOL!!

LOL!!!

LOL!!!!

LOL!!!!!

She wrenched the door open. The filthy bellman cried out desperately from the bed:

"Don't go! You're incredible. When can I see you again?"

The blonde looked at him with open contempt.

She mimicked sticking her finger down her throat and wrenched her whole body in a violent convulsion of imagined vomiting.

The bellman stared at her, shocked and clueless.

"In case you didn't get it," the blonde said, "that's what I'll do if you ever hit on me, let alone pull your gross dick out and shove it in my face."

The bellman was even more shocked than before. His eyes widened. The blonde saw tears forming in them. They shimmered. It gave her a rush.

"In fact," she said, "have you thought about gender transition? Get that disgusting thing removed. Hell, with some hormones, you'd make a cute enough girl, I guess. With plenty of makeup. Plenty." She laughed at the look of horror and hurt on the poor bellman's face. The blonde fished in her bag for one of her cards. She found one, took it out.

"Hell," she said. "I like girls, and you're almost one now. Get yourself shot up with hormones, grow some titties, get some hair removal, put a hot little dress on...and call me."

She tossed her business card at him.

It was a good throw; the blonde just happened to be well-versed at card tricks, having laid a lot of gamblers.

With a smaller, unlaminated card, it was harder to get any distance or speed, but the blonde got enough. The spinning card hit the bellman's face. It was moving so fast the poor guy didn't flinch until after he'd gotten a paper cut on his cheek

But he barely noticed that.

He was far more interested in reading the business card.

He said the blonde's name. "That's pretty. That's beautiful. I can really call you?"

"Sure," she said. "Once you get prettied up for me, sure. I'll bend you over. Fuck you in the ass. I'm good with a strap-on. But not until after you're a girl."

"Why are you saying that? I’m not --why would you think I'm like that?"

The blonde laughed.

"A woman knows," she said. "You'll be calling me."

The bellman asked meekly, "Do you want me to?"

The blonde cackled.

"Tell you what," she said. "Admit what you are, and I'll give you a date. But I want to see it first. Dress up for me, and you'll get a call back. That's my cell phone, there in the lower right. I take texts." She smiled dryly. "Don't call and ask for a blowjob, though. Next time, I'll bite."

The blonde gave a playful snarl and snapped her teeth together.

The bellman said, "Are you always this much of a bitch?"

The blonde laughed.

"What do you think?" she said. "Why, did I hurt your feelings?" She mockingly blew him a kiss. "Good!"

"I'll be hearing from you, pervert. Both of us know it, don't we?"

She turned, leaving the door open.

The bellman whined weakly after her:

"But I’m all-man!"

The blonde backtracked, stuck her arm through the open doorway, and flipped him off.

Then she hot-footed it for the elevator. She had pussy waiting.
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Candlelight by Nate Bishop

The basement is cold and smells damp. It has not been used since last weekend -- the last time you topped me. I've been looking forward to this ever since then. Wanting it, dreading it. You'll take me hard tonight. I know it.

I descend the stairs slowly, in pitch black; I do not trip or stumble. I know every step by heart.

At the base of the stairs, I reach into darkness and find the hollow where the matches are kept. I light one. I move around the room, light the candles one by one.

At the last candle, I gasp slightly and drop the match. That is the rule: I may use one match only. I hope you will not punish me for the unlit candle.

Quickly, I slip off the black robe, fold it in the prescribed manner and place it by the stairs. I look myself over quickly in the several mirrors.

My body is lean, taut, pale. The marks of last weekend have healed. You will be pleased to mark me again.

I run one open hand slowly down the front of my body.

I do not want to be caught unready. I move over to the stocks.

The big wooden contraption was left unlocked last Sunday. I lift the bar and kneel on the leather pad. I place my wrists in the hollows and nudge the bar down with my forehead. Once I close it, there will be no exit. There will be no rest until Sunday, when you release me--assuming you release me even then.

I press down on the bar with my forehead, and the lock clicks.

I hear the door open and close.

Your bootsteps are light on the wooden stairs. I know the sound so well, I know what boots you are wearing. They're shiny, high-heeled. They rise to your knees. On another night, you might allow me to worship them. Tonight, I might not even be allowed to look at them.

I kneel and wait, my head down. My long hair cascades in front of me. I can hear myself breathing quickly.

Your high-heeled boots click on concrete, now, your steps slow and measured. You have all the time in the world.

Your leather-gloved hand caresses my ass. You seem to be measuring the curves.

The voice of reason: "You're going to suffer." You laugh. "I think you'll like that, pervert."

"Yes, Mistress," I breathe into the candle-lit half-darkness.

The weight of your hand disappears. I hear the swish of leather fronds in the air as you pick up the flogger.

I know the sound, all too well. I know which one you've chosen. I could have predicted it. This one's your favorite. It's very, very heavy. It's bull's hide. It hurts like hell when it hits me. It strikes through to my bones. In your capable hands, it can deliver equal amounts of thud and sting. You're going to use me hard tonight, I know it.

There is a pregnant pause. I hold my breath.

The first heavy blow of your flogger lands on my bare ass. My lungs empty in one quick burst as it hits. No warm-up! You can be cruel like that. Pain explodes through me. It was nasty of you, hitting me so hard for the first time, without even the tender kiss of a warm-up slash. You will not be kind in your cruelty tonight; I know that, now. I have learned to gauge your lust and your mood by the weight of your whip-blows on my flesh. When you warm me up, you plan to be tender. When you don't, you plan to use me hard, and discard me.

Tonight, by candlelight, it will be the latter.

The second blow comes, harder than the first.

A third stroke. Then another. And another.

I cry out as pain blasts through my body. Behind me, you laugh.

You pause in the whipping.

I pant into the candle-lit shadows.

Then suddenly, in a fury of molten lead you lay into my ass and upper thighs, and I cannot stop the scream. I writhe; my knees slip on the leather cushion. You do not pause, but increase your speed and hit me harder. I moan uncontrollably in pain.

"Please, Mistress!" I finally shriek.

You stop whipping me. You laugh.

"Come now," you say. "Don't tell me you're turning into a wimp!" You reach between my legs, grab my swollen balls. My cock is hard. My face grows hot with shame as you stroke it lightly with the tips of your fingers, grazing my shaft with your sharp fingernails.

"Don't pretend you don't like this," you say.

You draw back your hand and smack me on the balls. I cry out.

You hoist the flogger again.

It comes down. You whip me harder than before. I cry out, but you do not stop.

As you beat me, sweat pours down my back and into my ass cheeks. You do not pause for what seems like hours, and soon my cock is bobbing up and down in the quick rhythm of the beating.

The salt of my sweat and my tears fills my mouth.

I draw labored breaths. You only hit me harder.

Suddenly, the beating stops. I sigh in relief.

One more blow, then, just when I've relaxed. I squeal like a girl.

You throw the flogger away. I hear it thump to the concrete across the room.

I see shadows on the wall. You tug at your gloved fingers, one after the other. I hear the faint swish of your leather glove coming off. The other hand gets the same treatment.

Your two leather gloves land on my back. They remain there, in the hollow of my back.

You reach for the shelf beside the whip-rack where you got the flogger. I hear the swish of latex-on-latex as you pull a glove out.

You pull the glove on. I hear it snap. You pull out another; it slides on. You snap it.

I see your shadow, flickering in candlelight. Your two wicked hands are raised. You're spreading your fingers, testing the fit of the gloves.

You reach out for the canister of lube. You pump out three squirts... four... five. You coat your right hand with lube.

Then you part my ass-cheeks with the unlubricated fingers of your left hand.

I feel your rough fingers holding me open as a well-lubricated fingertip touches my tight asshole.

You're using so much lube, I can't help but know what's coming. You mean to go in very far in me this time. You'll be deep inside me. Maybe you plan to reach all the way.

I gasp slightly as the first finger penetrates me. My ass is tight from the tension of being whipped. Your finger slides in, then out.

A second finger joins it...then a third. I begin to squirm.

Your three fingers fuck me slowly, in-out-in. You savor each thrust. You are taking your time.

Now I know, for sure, that you're going to do it. Tonight is the night. You want it. You'll take it. You'll take my ass all the way. You're going to see me open wide for your fist.

You add more lubricant. I whimper as four of your fingers penetrate me.

You really have to work at it, but you get them in. When my asshole tightens in response, you shove hard. I moan.

Now that all four of your fingers are inside me, there is only your thumb. I try to breathe deeply.

You go deeper, then. You add more lube. I feel my asshole opening up. I force myself to relax. I know the tension will only hurt me. Unwillingness will only destroy me.

My cock is very hard. It strikes my lower belly when you thrust into me. I've started to want it. I want your whole fist in my ass.

I need it.

Your hand sinks deeper with every thrust.

Your other hand is on my back, steadying me.

You tuck your thumb under. You push it in. You give me your hand, almost all the way in. I shake as your knuckles press on the ring of muscles that no one has ever violated -- not like this.

If you just wanted to fist me, you could probably get your whole hand into my ass right now. But you take your time. You want to torment me with my own hunger for it. You want to make me acutely aware that I am being fisted, that my asshole is being taken from me inch by inch.

You let your knuckles ride for a minute, the pressure seething against the ring of my asshole.

I am ready to take you if you will just put it in smoothly. But instead, you play with the outside of my ass, forcing your knuckles against my sphincter as if you were rapping on a door.

I open it. I try to open it. The ache of desire begins in my asshole. It goes through me. I feel violated, invaded, but I want more.

Where my first fisting might normally be achieved with a minimum of discomfort, I now feel exposed, controlled, humiliated, invaded, because you've made me want it.

I whimper in need.

I press myself back against you. My limbs are so tight in the stocks, I can't move much. But I move enough.

I push myself onto your fist. I cry out. My ass relaxes.

You enter me. Or, more correctly, I fuck myself onto you.

I moan loudly. The feeling of fullness is overwhelming.

I shake and gasp in a deep kind of pleasure. Your hand and wrist sink gradually deeper into me as I start to rock my hips, thrusting against you. You meet each stroke.

My ass muscles close tightly around the latex, gripping your wrist, then your forearm. My muscles feel tight, but my insides are open.

My need grows as you begin to fuck me with your fist.

Your left hand leaves my back. You reach between my legs. You take hold of my cock.

You stroke me lightly -- so lightly I can barely feel it. It's almost enough to make me cum, I'm so intensely aroused. You fuck your hand slowly in and out of my asshole.

I groan louder as you do me harder with your fist. I know I'm going to cum soon. I'm going to explode.

You know it, too, and you tease me, making me wait. Your hand grips my cock more tightly. You tease me to the brink.

I don't know how long you keep me there. But when I'm close to cumming, you reach out and grab a condom from somewhere. I hear you rip the wrapper with your teeth. You place it on my cock and unroll it.

Then you start to jack me off, while fisting my ass deeply.

When you finally push me over the edge, it's so powerful I see star-flashes mingling with the candlelight shadows. My orgasm seems to last forever.

My asshole spasms around your forearm. I can feel the condom filling with my jizz. Your hand in my ass remains deep for a time as I moan and feel the big quakes, then smaller ones, pulsing through my naked body.

Your hand recedes gradually from within me, until the wrist is out, then the heel.

You once again toy with the sphincter, caressing it, making me hold your fist at the very entrance to my ass. But I have been taken. I'm yours. The pressure doesn't torment me any longer.

You snap the glove off. You gingerly remove the condom from my cock, aiming the opening up and the tip down, preserving the precious fluid within.

You lean into me. You grab my hair, with the hand that just fisted me, now bare. You pull my head back. You force my lips open. You push the opening of the condom to my lips.

You squeeze.

I taste rubber and cum. Some jizz runs over my chin. I obediently swallow what I can.

You discard the condom. You pull off your second glove. They both end up in a small pile on the concrete floor.

You say: "Not a bad start, slave. We'll see what becomes of you."

You turn and walk to the stairs. I turn my head and look over my shoulder. For the first time, I see what I already knew: You are naked except for your boots. You are gorgeous.

I moan, trying to entice you back. At the foot of the stairs, you pause, look back at me, smile flirtatiously.

Then you mount the stairs, leaving me alone in candlelight.

I stare at the floor below me, watching glistening droplets run from the tip of my cock, from my ass, from my chin, from my mouth.

Each drop of cum, sweat or lube shines in the candlelight as it falls. When it hits, the shine disappears; it forms a dark spot. The concrete is littered with them.

Tremors continue to pulse through my naked body as I wait for the shadows to recede.




"Cindy Pascarella and the Glass Stilettos" first appeared in Naughty Fairy Tales from A to Z. Pretty Things Press, 2004. Copyright © 2004 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.




Cindy Pascarella and the

Glass Stilettos by Ava

Montgomery

 

Oh. My. God. Cindy Pascarella is the biggest SLUT!!

So like check it out. Cindy Pascarella is this totally creepy goth chick who like freaks us all out, totally. We all knew she didn't have a date for the homecoming dance, because she is like totally O.T.T. in the WEIRD department. Like she's not that bad looking, I mean, if you're into skinny and gross and all pale and sickly and stuff, but she never talks to any fucking one, she just sits there at lunch reading weird books by sickos like Sylvia Plath and that dead guy from Nick Cave and the Bad Seeds, and writing in this little book of poetry she has. (Carrie Russo told me she once got Cindy to let her read some of her poetry and it was like so weird!!) She's totally poor because her mother died and she lives with her grandparents and stuff. Like a year ago she tried to get all her teachers to call her Cynthia instead of Cindy but none of us care because we've been in school with her since first grade, okay, so to me, like, forget it, once you've been Cindy that long you're going to be Cindy for life, just give it up, goth-girl!!! Cindy Cindy Cindy!!

So the LAST thing any of us expected was to see her at the homecoming dance screwing Kayla Carter's BOYFRIEND!!

Okay, so nobody saw it except me, so you can just get all self-righteous and say I'm lying because Brett Naylor is such a good guy and he'd never fool around on Kayla, especially not with a FREAK like Cindy, but whatever. I don't blame him, Kayla is a total bitch and always has been, like that time in seventh grade she told everyone I was a lezzie just because I liked Melissa Etheridge. I mean CHRIST, I don't even like her any more!! Anyway, K. was still such a bitch to me and totally talked shit to her friends about me, but fuck her.

Anyway, so it's, like, an hour into the dance and of course everyone is totally trashola, I mean, I've had like six wine coolers and I'm feeling all warm and happy and we're dancing to, like, Britney and Avril and stuff but I have to say that Jake Armbruster is like a total LOSER. I thought he was totally cute is why I asked him to the dance, but all he did was get totally trashed and puke everywhere in the limousine. But that came later.

Okay, so Crissi and Jordyn and Katrinka and I are all like dancing out there while Jake and all his loser friends do beer-bongs with J.D. in the bathroom and Kayla and Brett are like slow-dancing to fast songs, PUH-LEEZE, all showing off 'cause Kayla just KNOWS she's gonna be voted Homecoming Queen of the Fucking Universe, probably 'cause she blew every guy who voted, SLUT!!. I swear to God I never wanted to see as much of Kayla's tongue as I did that night, and I have to say that Brett looked like he was kind of over it.

Anyway, so we all go outside to sneak a smoke and you are not going to believe what happens. Real slow, like, this total stretch white limousine pulls up, okay I am not talking like one of those normal jobs like what Jake and his friends rented, we are talking vintage. Like, it had a historical plate on it which Jake keeps telling me is sooooooo cool 'cause it means it's all old. And I saw this Rolls Royce logo on the hood of it.

So this driver gets out of the front and you are not going to believe what she was wearing. Yeah, I'm not kidding, it was a girl driver. She had on like this skintight catsuit and these big combat boots and one of those little chauffeur's caps but in LEATHER. I am not fucking kidding. And she looks like a fashion model or something, except for all the piercings. But the driver wasn't half of what was weird about it, because she gets out of the driver's side and opens the door of the limo, and Guess. Who. Steps. Out.

Cindy. Fucking. Pascafuckingrella. Slut of the universe.

Okay, so, like, picture Marilyn Manson's girlfriend crossed with one of those postcards of Hillary Clinton in, like, a tight black thing carrying a whip and shit. Okay, so Cindy didn't have a whip, but she might as well have. She had on this really tight thing that totally had her tits spilling out with all these laces back and forth across them and it TOTALLY showed her belly. Of course she's totally got this pierced belly button. And her legs are, like, practically bare, she's got on this SLUT skirt that shows everything including these black garters that go down to black fishnets that don't even START until three inches underneath the hem of the skirt. But that's cool cause you can see EVERY INCH of those slutty fishnets because Cindy is wearing -- you. Have. To. Believe. Me.-- Knee-high SEE THROUGH!!!! boots, like they're made out of glass or some high-tech plastic or something, with all these buckles going down the side. Oh. My. God. And they've got six-inch heels so she's like towering over everyone because none of us would ever wear fuck-me-heels like that to HOMECOMING!!!

Anyway, she's got this black fur wrap around her shoulders and her black hair's all teased out and slutty and she is GLITTERING with diamonds -- I mean, they had to be real the way they flashed in the light. All over her neck, hanging from her ears, on her fingers, and in her navel. She's a fucking diamond factory. And she's got LOTS of total SLUT makeup on -- heavy blue eyeliner and this TOTALLY dark red lipstick that makes her look real freaky like something out of Interview with a Vampire.        And this chauffeur of hers who looks like something out of The Crow like totally grabs her and gets all close.

"Eleven-forty-five" is all she says.

And then she fucking KISSES!!! Cindy Pascarella right on the lips, with TONGUE and everything!!! Then she slaps her on the BUTT!! I mean, we are talking total lezzage here.

Okay, by now we're all, like, totally freaked out, and Missy Taylor like starts giggling and says "Nice outfit, CIN-DY!!"

"Eat me," says Cindy Pascarella and she grabs her crotch.

"Lezzie," Missy says.

"Bullimic," Cindy says, and strides right past us and into the dance --WITHOUT A DATE!

So we went totally wild -- this was the weirdest thing that had ever happened at any dance we'd ever heard of. Missy and Kristi and stuff were, like, all mad and stuff, calling her a freak and stuff, which she is, but I didn't tell them that I thought her outfit was kind of cool. Not that I would ever wear anything like it, not to a SCHOOL DANCE anyway, but I didn't say any of that, I just giggled along with them and then Missy pulled out this little silver flask of Stoli she had sneaked in and we all got even MORE trashed. When I get trashed, I'm like, total chain smoker so we stayed out there for a long time because I knew Jake was praying to the porcelain god and I was NOT going to go hold his long hair the way Kristi did for me that one time I yakked at band camp in junior high.

By the time we went back in, there was this weird thing happening. Kayla is walking around all pissed off looking like she is going to KILL someone. That bitch has not said two words to me since eight grade, but she grabs the front of my dress and says "Have you seen Brett?"

I should have said something totally mean, but all I thought of to say was "No. Why should I know where your fucking boyfriend is?"

"You see him, you tell him it's almost time for the announcement, he'd BETTER be here!"

And Kayla just shoves me, I mean SHOVES me, and if Krissi hadn't caught me I would have, like, totally fallen everywhere. Kayla walks off all fuming and Krissi's like, "What's with her? She's such a bitch." And Krissi walks off after Kayla, shouting "Hey, Kayla, check in the men's room, you'll fit right in there!"

Okay, so I was kind of freaked out and I did NOT want to be around if Kayla and Brett went ballistic, but Krissi was already gone and the others had walked on so I just kind of ducked through this door feeling all weird and teary, I mean Kayla hasn't talked to me in four years and now she's shoving me and shit. What a total BITCH!!!!

I end up in this stock room or something, all stacked to the ceiling with cans of pineapple and boxes that say FOODSTUFFS. And you are NOT going to believe what I saw.

Cindy. Fucking. Pascarella. And Brett. Fucking. Naylor.

Cindy's sitting on one of those big FOODSTUFFS boxes, and Brett is all over her, kissing her on the lips while she's got her hand on his tie, holding him. She's rubbing his crotch and Mister Woody has shown up big-time. I'm just standing there watching and they can't really see me that good because I'm behind some of those boxes, and Cindy Pascarella grabs Brett and shoves him down, like SHOVES him onto his knees, and leans back on the boxes with this big smile on her face.

"Lick my boots, bitch," she says.

I am NOT kidding. It's totally like something of late-night HBO. And Brett DOES it. He bends down and takes Cindy Pascarella's knee-high plastic stiletto boots in his hands and starts licking them, all over, just licking, and he's moaning and Cindy's laughing a little, and before I know it she's unbuckling one of her boots and Brett's taking them off and he is TOTALLY licking her BARE FOOT!! Cindy totally spreads her legs and hikes up her skirt and she is NOT wearing ANY PANTIES!!! Like, nothing at all, and she is totally pierced down there. What a freak! I do NOT need to tell you what happened next. Brett totally starts to go down on her.

Okay, so I'd seen porno and stuff but I'd never watched it for real up close. I guess I was kind of drunk, because it started to feel kind of good. I leaned against the boxes and...okay, so this is the part you TOTALLY have to swear NEVER to tell ANYONE!!! I mean, like, stick a needle in your eye, cross your heart and you better hope to die because I will fucking KILL you if you say one word!!!

I got my hand under my dress and started touching it. Down there.

Okay, I knew all about orgasms but I'd never had one, and they covered masturbation in that stupid class they made us take Sophomore year, but of COURSE I had never actually DONE it. I don't know what came over me, it just kind of happened. I was all wet and sloppy down there. It started feeling really good.

Cindy was moaning, and Brett starts opening his pants and hauling out Mister Happy, totally stroking it while he really goes to town on Cindy Pascarella's total SNATCH! Then Cindy snaps her fingers and says "Don't touch your cock. Don't fucking touch your cock, Brett."

And Brett just takes his hand off his thing, just letting it hang there while he slides his hands under Cindy's ass and just does it, I mean, like he was LOVING every MINUTE of it. Cindy's all moaning and that's when I realize I'm moaning a little too. And Cindy hears me. She looks over toward me where my head is popping up over the boxes and she just locks eyes with me, and I swear I should have run like hell but for some reason I didn't, I just stood there looking into her eyes while she panted and moaned and then you are NOT going to believe what happened, or at least what I think happened, but Cindy Pascarella grabbed Brett's hair and like rammed her hips up against his face and ground her pussy into his mouth and then she totally CAME. I mean, we're talking orgasm central. It looked like she was fucking his face, and Brett rode her till the very last instant, or at least I think he did because after the first few seconds my vision went all blurry and I rubbed myself harder and then....I think I did it, too.

Oh. My. God. You have GOT to have an orgasm. It feels sooooooo good, and Cindy Pascarella was staring right at me when I did it. Then Brett looked up from Cindy's pussy and his face was totally covered in her lipstick and like all shiny with her pussy juice. He looked right at me, too, and this look of guilt came over his face. I totally freaked out and pulled down my dress and turned and ran.

Outside, they were just starting to announce the Homecoming Queen and King. My legs were all unsteady so I found a chair and plopped into it and looked around to make sure no one saw me come out of the storeroom. They start announcing it, Mr. Beemer being all bald and weird as he reads the names and then you already know what happened --they totally announced Brett and Kayla as the happy couple.

Brett must have heard his name because he comes stumbling out of the storeroom still holding Cindy Pascarella's boot and his clothes are totally messed up and his face is like totally WET. Not to mention being covered in Cindy's red lipstick. He stumbles up onto stage and everyone's laughing and Kayla doesn't even notice at first and she kisses him and then --OMG, you should have seen the look on her face.

Okay, I missed what happened next, but I hear it was pretty fucking good. Kayla Carter tasting Cindy Pascarella's pussy on her boyfriend's face. But I missed it because just then Cindy darted past me, limping all weird on one stiletto heel and one bare foot, and she locks eyes with me just as she passes me, then runs out the door.

I don't know why I did it, but I ran after her.

I got there just as she's standing there over this smashed pumpkin shouting "Shit! Shit! Shit!" And it looks like she's totally in shadow or something, because her dress is totally weird looking, like it's starting to fall apart. She starts running, limping like crazy on her one stiletto heel, and disappears around the side of the building.

So I walk over to the pumpkin and look at it and it's got this crazy face carved on it -- I mean, what's up? Halloween was, like, weeks ago.

I ran after Cindy but she was already gone. I was sooooo totally trashed. I just sat down on the side of the building and totally freaked out. But then Brett comes running out, his clothes all messed up, and he's holding this ratty old combat boot and screaming "Cindy! Cindy!" Then he sits down on the side of the building next to me and stuffs his face in the boot, totally SNIFFING like it was perfume or COCAINE!!!!! I am NOT making this up!!

He totally passes out and I just tiptoe back into the dance pretending I didn't see him.

Okay, so the end of the story is that weirdo Cindy Pascarella came over and sat next to me today in Civics class. Like, totally out of her assigned seating, not even caring that Mrs. Harris was going to kick her ass, but then Mrs. Harris never says shit to Cindy because I think she's totally freaked out by her.

So Cindy's writing in her book of poetry like she's not paying attention, but I am totally freaking out. Then she says, just sweet as pie:

"Did you have a good time at the dance?"

I shrugged. "It was okay."

It seemed really weird not to say anything back. So after a while I say "How about you?"

"Oh," says Cindy. "I had a blast."

I tried not to laugh, but I couldn't help it. "Yeah, it looked that way. I think they found Brett's body upstate."

And Cindy just giggles, something I don't think I heard the weirdo do since junior high. I turn and look at her and you know, I never really noticed before but she is kind of pretty, you know? If you're into freaks.

And she just makes this face at me, like she purses her lips and smiles at me, just totally smiles still wearing that dark red lipstick she smeared all over Brett Naylor's face before she made him eat her pussy. I wonder what that felt like?

"Want to read my poetry?" she asks me.
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The Cock Killers by Ian

Mason

 

Some people might say if you go to

see a band called the Cock Killers, you deserve what you get. But it still came as a surprise when she picked me out of the crowd and hauled me up on stage to be permanently damaged in front of everyone.

You know the band? They're brutal. I

mean, their music is brutal. Six guys who look like they could be murderous bikers lay down an avalanche of screaming noise that is guaranteed to turn your nuts to jelly if you're not built hard enough to take it. And right up there at the top, spewing the hardest and nastiest energy of all is the lead singer, Killita, five-ten in bare feet, gorgeous and blonde, a former female competitive weightlifter. She wears heels on stage; she towers over even me. And yeah, I've mixed it up in my day, but the day I had to take on Killita? I was left bent over and helpless, and that's how she liked me.

As to whether I liked it? I'm still

working that out.

I'm not a pervert, you see. I'm just a

big fan of rock 'n' roll. I won't go so far as to say I'm a he-man, but once upon a time I liked to think even a girl like Killita would have her hands full with me. Now I'm not so sure.

Though nowadays I work in an office,

I've also been an occasional fill-in bouncer at the club, Consumption, where the Cock Killers were playing that night. I'm a big fan of their hard-driving music-- have been since the beginning. So I cashed in my favor to the manager, Davo, and scored myself a couple of tickets. I went with Sarah, this hot piece of ass I'd been planning on screwing, since she was a fan. She was the ex of a friend of mine, but I'd already checked it out with him and he was cool if she and I fucked. She was putting out signals, and I already got the impression that if I pulled this concert off, my dick was going to get wet. Little did I know.

Cashing in more favors got us jumped

ahead in line to the VIP entrance -- so we were right up there against the stage before the mad crush started. There was no chance for conversation over the scream of the opening band, but Sarah seemed to be pretty into them, so that was okay. She snuggled back against me and even let me put her arms around me once she started dancing, her perfect little bubble ass against my cock. Yeah, things were going well. They were going fuckin' perfect.


Sarah and I made out right up there

against the stage when the opening act was finished. I was getting the message loud and clear that Sarah was one of those girls who gets turned on by music -- no surprise there. I pushed my luck a little, and right there in public, I got a taste. She let me finger her. Nothing too big...just a quick dip down in her tight leather pants while I ground against her ass. I'd already gotten my hand up this little tube top she was wearing, and let me tell you, she didn't mind at all when I fingered her nips. They were hard. No one around us seemed to notice. Everyone was fucked-up beyond all recognition, anyway; the reputation of the Cock Killers is as tied to alcohol and drugs as it is to reckless perversion and lyrics about dick torture.

Sarah and I made out until the lights

went down again and the screaming started. That was the cue for the Cock Killers to take the stage and start doing crimes.

Oh, man. You have not fuckin' seen a

band until you see these motherfuckers tear in to the sound barrier. We're talking about guitars that sound just like chainsaws, bass that throbs right through your breastbone into your balls. It throbbed into Sarah, too; she danced and ground and rubbed against me as she sang along with the lyrics, hanging on Killita's every move, every word, every quiver. I danced along with her, working up a sweat. I got a taste again about halfway through the Cock Killers' set --just a quick dip down into Sarah's leather pants. It wouldn’t have been possible if they weren't so low-cut and tight. I mean, they were so low there had to be like an inch, maybe two, between the top of Sarah's sweet wet pussy and the waistband of her leather pants. And they looked like they were painted on, and they felt it, too, when she rubbed against my cock -- that cute little ass of hers felt like it was naked against the front of my pants. But then, leather's always felt like flesh to me. Funny thing, though, as tight as Sarah's pants were, they seemed to stretch open real easy when I slid my hand down there. She didn't mind the occasional rub, and let me tell you...that taste was sweet.

It was fuckin' weird, though, to be

making out and rubbing all over this sweet, warm, compliant and gorgeous blonde piece of ass who was singing along with screamed-out lyrics like: "Fuckin' cut his dick off/Teach him what it means to crawl/Make his nuts your bitches/Show him how low he can fall!"

It got more explicit from there. Killita

was a former dominatrix as well as a former weightlifter, and she had a serious thing for lyrics about hurting men's cocks and balls. I'm not really a lyrics guy, but that probably should have tipped me off to the fact that Killita was a dangerous bitch.

But how could I care? Killita was hot

as fuck. And Sarah was getting as turned on by Killita as she was by me. I couldn't decide if I liked that or not. But yeah, as soon as I realized how horny Sarah seemed to get leaning there up against the edge of the stage hero-worshipping Killita, I had a serious jones for a threesome. I mean, I already knew from my buddy that Sarah was pretty easy and that she was great in bed. And here she was rubbing all over me, horny to fuck, almost ready to do it right here in the middle of the crowd. Wouldn’t be much of a stretch to think the girl might be bi, right?

Right. But I had bigger problems in

my future. That Killita cunt was about to make my life very interesting.

Don't get me wrong, Killita is hotter

than hot. She's built out of muscle, but proportioned like the most perfect woman you ever wanted to run your tongue over. And Killita wasn't wearing leather pants. On most of her body, she had nothing but a black leather bikini, and in back it was just a thong. But then, she was wearing these boots, man, these heavy fuckin' boots, and as she stomped around the stage, those boots made an impact. They were supple black leather, not all that different from the knee-high boots that Sarah happened to be wearing. Of course, where Sarah's hot skinny legs were poured into those leather pants, Killita's were bare from the top of her boots to her skimpy leather bikini bottoms. Put either of those bitches on a buffet and I'd have a hell of a time deciding.

But it was Sarah who had me for the

night.

Too bad for me, it was Killita who

grabbed me.


Sarah had started gyrating with one

particularly nasty song, "Worship." The lyrics were all about guys serving women, and Sarah seemed to know every word. She sang along and danced away from me, pressing into the crowd. Her hips were really moving, and much as I wanted to dance along with her, I couldn't keep up, so I let go and she spun away a little bit, just a few feet into the crowd. I was soaked in sweat, my T-shirt soggy and clinging to my body. I was charged up and horny, all right, after all that teasing Sarah had done. But then the last thing I expected happened, just seconds after "Worship" screamed to a dead stop.


Killita pointed at me from the stage

and said: "Him!"

I looked dumbly up at her. She

grinned wolfishly at me and said, "Wanna play?"

I don't know what the fuck I was

thinking. I just yelled it out: "Yeah!"

Killita pointed again, jabbing her

finger at me. "Him!"

Then she gestured at me to come

around to the side of the stage, and I started over tentatively -- not knowing what was happening. I was a little drunk from Sarah's and my pre-show lubrication, which I had thought would help me get some mileage -- and so far, I'd been right. But I was also a little uninhibited, so when the roadies grabbed me and wrestled me onto the stage, I just went with it.

I'm not a small guy. I'm six-two in

socks and I work out regularly. But these guys were built like brick shithouses. They tossed me at Killita's feet. I went down on all fours like I'd never stood before.

That's when I saw the whip.

"Get your shirt off!" she screamed.

I don't know why I did it. I can only

tell you that there's no way you can ever be prepared for having Killita scream orders at you.

I took of the soggy mess that was my

T-shirt. Killita snatched it out of my hand and threw it into the crowd.

The crowd cheered.

"Tell me your name, slave!" Killita

ordered me. She shoved the microphone into my face.

I said it -- my whole name. The

crowd applauded.

"Do you know how to worship?" she

asked.

I looked at her like a deer in the

headlights.

The whip was a big heavy black

leather number, and Killita barely even had to spin it to bring it down on my naked, sweaty back with a hiss.

I howled into the microphone. To my

horror and humiliation, I sounded just like a girl. Pain arced across my back. Killita flicked her hand again and I screamed.

She laughed. So did the crowd.

Killita said: "Don't give me that,

slave. I barely even touched you! If you want to feel real pain, I can give you some of --"

She gave it to me, hard in a hot white

stripe of screaming agony, right across the meaty part of my shoulders. I swear, I don't think I've ever felt such pain. I screamed again -- even girlier this time, and Killita dangled the whip in my face.

"I asked you a question, slave! Do

you know how to worship?"

Another slash of the whip, and I was whimpering into the microphone.

"No," I said.

"No, what?"

Another slash of fucking agony, and I

dropped to my belly and writhed. Killita laughed at me, and I felt roadies' hands on me, pulling me up to all fours again.

"No, I said. Just, no."

Killita slashed me with the whip.

This time I managed to bear up without squealing like a pig, but it hurt like hell. The microphone was right in my face, and I made a surprisingly pathetic sound. It echoed through the club. The crowd rippled with laughter and applause.

The guitarist was tuning. This was

nothing but them killing time.

Killita said, "The correct form of

address for all men to all women is, 'Yes, Mistress.' Say it!"

My back exploded in pain again.

"Yes, Mistress!"

"And it's easy to learn how to

worship, slave. Here's how you start."

Killita had the grace of a gymnast. I felt the sole of her huge boot on the back of my head.

She pushed me down. With one boot,

she forced my head down until my face was pressed to her other boot.

"Kiss it, slave. And not the way you

kiss your fucking mother. Kiss it the way you eat out that hot little blonde piece of ass you were fingering in the front of the crowd. You do eat her out, don't you?"

My face burned. The whole world

was spinning. She pushed the microphone in my face, and I whimpered, "Yes."

"You'd better," she said. "Now, I

gave you an order--"

Another slash from the whip.

I started kissing. I tasted the leather of

her boots. The smooth, supple texture made my cock start to swell. I realized with horror that my legs were spread, and my crotch was aimed right at the crowd. They could probably see me getting hard.

'That's good, slave. Why don't you

kiss a little higher?"

I did. I let Killita guide me up her

legs, gradually, kissing her calves, her knees, her inner thighs. Before I knew it, she had my face shoved between her legs, and I was tonguing that skimpy leather bikini.

A hot slash of agony across my back

put an end to my "worship," as I howled in pain.

My eyes were watering. It was the

lights -- it was the lights, not the pain. My vision was blurry as I looked into the crowd.

I saw Sarah, looking up at me,

looking like she was ready to rip me to shreds I've never seen a girl look so angry.

Then, with a sneer of contempt, she

turned her eyes from me to Killita, as she started to sing in earnest, the music rising in waves as she screamed.

And Sarah sang along, watching

Killita's every move.

I don't know what happened next. It's

sort of a blur. What I know is, the music flowed over me, and I just knelt there on all fours, my face lowered almost to the ground. I should have crawled away, but I was too afraid. Killita came back to me three or four times through the song, making me "worship" her boots during the first bridge, shoving her boot in between my legs and toeing my balls during the second, then shoving my face in her crotch again for all of the guitar solo. She whipped me as the bass went crazy in the song's final, brutal transition. Then, while the crowd went apeshit, Killita grabbed my hair, hauled my face up...

...and spat three times in my face.

She planted her boot on my shoulder

and shoved. I went spilling over, sprawled at the edge of the stage. The roadies grabbed me and hauled me down the stairs.

Then they shoved me out into the crowd that had just cheered my utter and total degradation.

#

 

Sarah didn't come back to me for the

rest of the show. She danced on her own-- and yeah, I saw her rubbing up against other guys. She seemed drunker as the evening wore on; I was sobering up. I caught glimpses of her with drinks; she'd given me her wallet to stash in my pocket, so I knew she didn't have any money. Guys were buying drinks. I saw her rubbing ass-against-crotch, and my dick throbbed hard in my pants. I looked up at Killita, hating her like I've never hated any woman on earth.

Shirtless and covered in sweat

Desperately wanting my face back

between her legs. I relived the moment a thousand times during those last few songs.

Killita never even noticed me.

I was right against the stage, but she

never looked down.

Until the very end of the concert --

after the second encore -- when she pointed at me, then at the roadies.

I never saw the T-shirt coming. It hit

me in the face and fell to the beery floor. I bent down and picked it up.

It was a Cock Killers T-shirt -- the

one with Killita bending down to reach for the wearer's junk...with a big pair of pliers. In her other hand was a vise grip.

I put it on. Sarah migrated back to me,

looking at me sternly.

"Let's go," she said.

#

 

Sarah was blasted by then. I was sober. I could smell all the drinks that other guys had bought her. I drove. She told me to take her home.

I wanted to explain, but I didn't have

anything worth saying. I didn't know what happened. I didn't know what to do.

"Listen," I finally began.

"Don't," she said harshly. "Just don't."

I said, "I didn't mean to--"

"Don't!" she hissed.

I shut up after that, and took her home.

#

 

As we drove, I brushed my fingers

against my noise. I could still smell Sarah's pussy. It made me go blurry.

That's why I said what I said, when I

pulled up to her apartment complex, but before I stopped the car.

I said, "Mistress?"

"What?" she hissed angrily.

I looked at her shyly. I let my eyes

drop.

"I called you Mistress," I said. "I...I

know it was bad what I did. What I let happen."

She sneered at me.

"Mistress," I repeated. I gulped.

"If you ask me in," I said softly, my

face reddening, "I could give you a good night kiss...."

I looked at her boots.

Then I glanced up; her eyes were

hard. When I dropped my own gaze again, I looked at her thighs.

I said, "If it pleases you, Mistress."

I could see the wheels turning in the

very drunk Sarah's head.

She thought about it for a long time.

She finally said, "What would please

me is to pay you back for having humiliated me."

Humiliated her? That's rich. I was the

one who was humiliated...in front of everyone,.

But I didn't tell her that.

What I said is, "However you wish,

Mistress."

Her slim hand went out and touched

my back. I gasped as she fingered the welts.

"I'll think of something," she said

without smiling.

She got out of the car. I followed

three steps behind her up the stairs and to her front door. I followed her in.

In the living room, she glared at me

furiously.

I dropped to all fours.

Sarah put Cock Killers on the stereo.




"Emma's New Dolly" first appeared in Fetish Sex: An Erotic Guide for Couples by Violet Blue, ebook edition. Digita Publications, 2010. Copyright © 2010, 2013 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.




Emma's New Dolly by

Thomas S. Roche

 

Emma's Daddy said she could only have that dolly she wanted if she was good -- if she was really, really good.

Being good, for Emma, had never been easy, but she really wanted that dolly.

Emma had discovered Tatiana at the toy store. She was a few "naughty fruit juices" to the wind after her and Daddy's anniversary meal, and she had just about creamed at the sight of those big bright pretty green flirty horny eyes. Tati wore a black pinafore and stripey red and black tights and death's-head barrettes in her great cascade of tangled black hair that simply needed to be brushed. She had big black boots and a dog collar. She had porcelain skin and a pair of tiny perfect lips pursed painted very dark, almost blood-red, and her makeup was cockeyed and smeared as if intentionally hostile to the very idea of symmetry.

Emma had put her lips up to Daddy's ear and purred:

"Can I have her, Daddy? Can I have her, please, for my birthday next month? I promise I'll take good care of her. I'll dress her up and fix that makeup and brush out that yummy hair, and--"

Emma saw the serious look on Daddy's face, and stopped dead in her tracks.

Daddy smirked.

"You can have her -- if you're good."

"I can have her?"

"If you're good."

Emma giggled into his ear. "We could never afford her."

"Give your Daddy some credit," he chuckled. "But if you want her, you'll have to be good."

"Oh, I'll be good," she'd purred, not taking it all that seriously. But she really wanted that dolly. Then she'd seen Tatiana coming for them, to see if Emma and Daddy needed help picking out dildos. That's when she found out the yummy doll was named Tatiana, and she was exceedingly helpful.

She was also almost as much a flirt as Daddy -- though ultimately no one on the planet was as big a flirt as Daddy. Daddy could charm anybody. He could charm the stripes off a tiger.

Or the panties off a dolly in a toy store, apparently.

Daddy and Emma left with the dolly's cell phone number tucked into Emma's bra and a big happy face written on the receipt for $137.50, two dildos and a vibe. Emma's heart was pounding.

Daddy put his lips to her ear and said, his breath hot against Emma's skin:

"Remember, Emma. Only if you're good."

Emma gulped, wanting that dolly something fierce.

"I'll be good, Daddy. I promise."

#

 

And she was good, but who'd have thought Daddy could possibly work that fast? It was a whole week before her birthday...and Emma came home from school to find in their driveway a primer-grey Volkswagen beetle with Day of the Dead figurines on the dash. Emma's heart pounded faster than when she was pedaling up the hill as she parked her bike and unslung a messenger bag heavy with the papers she had to grade this weekend.

But papers could wait. Emma raced through the door and found the note on the kitchen table, written in Daddy's expansive hand:

Happy birthday, sweetie.

Enjoy your new dolly.

Don't be naughty with her,

or Daddy will spank you both.

--Daddy

 

Emma gaped when she went in her bedroom.

There on her bed tucked amid dozens of dolls and stuffed animals was the gorgeous Tatiana, wearing a very different "pinafore" than the one she'd worn in the toy store. In fact; it wasn't a "pinafore" at all; it was a tight red fuck-me dress that showed off her tits. It matched her very high heels. With her porcelain skin and long dark hair and slutty clothes, Tatiana looked like not so much like a doll as a hooker. That shouldn't have surprised Emma. Daddy had obviously dressed her himself. That was why the tiny, pursed mouth had a ring gag in it, the black leather strap disappearing under that waterfall of silky black hair. Tati's mouth was open in an inviting and receptive "O."

Naughty Daddy! He'd got the wrong kind of doll! Emma's Daddy had a one-track mind.

But he'd certainly done one thing right: He hadn't done Tati's makeup yet. That was going to be Emma's favorite part. She saw that someone -- Daddy? -- had laid out a simple pink cotton dress, a pair of stockings, and a red pair of Mary Janes alongside an assortment of makeup canisters that looked well-used. What do you know? The doll even came with its own clothes and makeup.

Emma kicked off her shoes and stripped off her bike shorts and sports halter and went to the closet. She didn't bother doing the whole nine yards, with her blonde hair in pigtails and stuff. She just threw on her favorite little play smock, a blue checked gingham number that didn't require much underneath it. She pulled her hair up with butterfly barrettes. Then she went to the bed and played with Tatiana.

Emma took great delight moving the doll's limbs around. She thrilled excitedly as she lifted the pretty doll's limbs and they just stayed there -- fully articulated.

The problem with moving Tati around was that, honestly, no doll should be dressed by Daddy. Tati's big boobs popped right out of her dress, and since pretty dolls don't wear bras, Emma couldn’t resist touching them. They were perfect and squishy and made Tati's articulated limbs give little trembles when she found the perfect nipples very hard and started to caress them.

Emma ran her fingers through Tati's perfect hair and unbuckled her ring gag. She said, "If Dirty Daddy wants to play with you himself, he can wait till after our tea party."

Emma jumped when the doll spoke: "My name is Tatiana! I like tea parties!"

"Hot," murmured Emma, and started getting Tati out of the dress. With that slutty little dress, it didn't look like it'd be difficult, but it was harder than it looked -- Tatiana was a fairly big doll. Emma was panting and puffing by the time she folded the hot, moist slip of red spandex and put it away in her toy chest. Underneath, Tatiana wasn't wearing a thing.

No wonder Daddy liked her; she was anatomically correct.

Emma couldn’t resist letting her eyes and her mind and her hands wander a little as she did Tatiana's makeup. Those boobs were just too perfect; she couldn’t stop feeling them, both before and after she finished making her doll just as pretty as a dolly can be -- red lips, pink cheeks, heavy black lashes. Emma's hands kept gravitating to her doll's perfect boobs; they were Emma's favorite part of her new toy.

Feeling naughty, Emma tried kissing the mouth. It was cold and dull and didn't move; a creepy shiver went through Emma's body. She purred, "You're a very good Dolly," and bent down to suck on Tatiana's tits. She slipped the hard nipples into her mouth and nibbled and suckled, to which she got an automated response:

"My name's Tatiana! Would you like to play?"

Emma sat up and gave her naked new dolly a very stern look.

"Tatiana, that's very naughty. "

"I'm Tatiana! Please play with me!"

The doll's mouth didn't move. Damn, she was good at this.

Emma's pussy juiced as she stood up and said, "Tatiana, you know we're not supposed to play like that. Ask me one more time and I'll--"

"I'm Tatiana! Would you like to play with my pussy?"

Emma gave a theatrical gasp and said sternly, "All right, Tatiana. You asked for it!"

She rolled her doll over and raised her right hand.

Tatiana squealed as Emma's hand came down hard. The crack! resounded through the room and probably through the empty house. Emma spanked her again.

Tatiana mewled: "My name's Tatiana! I like being spanked!"

"Tatiana!" gasped Emma. "That's dirty! Dirty, dirty, very dirty! Daddy's put nasty ideas in your head!"

She spanked and spanked, watching Tati's perfect round cheeks go from porcelain-white to rosy red. By that point Emma was panting, and her own boobs needed some playing with; her nipples were painfully hard.

Emma rolled her new doll back over and leaned over her, her hands caressing Tatiana's body. Emma eased one nipple into her new dolly's mouth. She squealed with delight when she found that Tatiana did that special thing some dolls do, with a bottle. She was far too old for bottles, though...but not too old for boobs, apparently. Emma bit her lip as she worked her nipple in and out of Tati's mouth, feeling the very juicy pussy Tati had invited her to play with.

Emma played with it eagerly, saying, "Naughty, naughty, so naughty, you're very naughty...Daddy's going to spank us both..."

Emma slid on top of her yummy new Dolly and kissed her. What do you know? That special sucking action worked for tongues as well as tits...

Emma lifted her smock and wrapped her thighs around Tatiana's leg, kissing her and playing with her boobs. Her new dolly's makeup was ruined now, but wasn't that half the fun? Getting to do it all over again...after Daddy found out how naughty she was...
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Erica's John by Erica K.

 

"Tonight, my little slut, you're going

to learn to suck cock."

Mistress Amanda sipped her red

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

"But Mistress," I began nervously.

"Silence!" snapped Mistress Amanda.

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

I felt my heart pounding. I had been

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

"Yes, Mistress," I said. "I want to

learn to suck cock."

I had admitted it, weeks ago. Having

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

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

"That means you're going to suck

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

"Yes, Mistress," I'd said. At the time,

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

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

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

Mistress Amanda curled up on the

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

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

"Oh, you'll handle it," she grinned.

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

"He's a very considerate man," she

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

I'd said that, too. As she'd ran the

pinwheel over my balls, piercing the ephemeral lace of the panties I wore, Mistress Amanda had asked me whether men were rough or gentle with sluts.

"Very rough," I'd moaned. "They treat

them like whores."

"How hard do they fuck sluts?"

Mistress Amanda had cooed into my ear.

"Very hard," I'd breathed. "They fuck

them so hard it hurts. They fuck them so hard they cry."

"But do they like it? The sluts? Do

sluts like to get fucked so hard it hurts? Does a slut really *love to get fucked so hard she cries?"

I could hardly breathe; my head was

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

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

#

 

This was the sluttiest outfit Mistress

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

"Come with me," Amanda said,

taking my hand and leading me down the hall to her second bedroom.

I felt a flush of pride as I walked

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

Except this slut was six-and-a-half

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

As Amanda led me down the dimly-

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

Mistress Amanda had also spent

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

But the most pleasure I'd ever felt

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

"Here you go," said Mistress

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

My rear cheeks gave a little clench as

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

"I'll suck good cock, Mistress," I

said. "I promise."

"You'd better," said Mistress Amanda

sternly. "And you won't forget to deep-throat him, will you?

I breathed heavily. "No, Mistress," I

said. "I won't forget to deep-throat him."

"Good. Now go inside and introduce

yourself to John."

"Yes, Mistress."

I reached out for the doorknob.

I gasped as I felt the Mistress's firm

swat on my spandex-clad ass.

"Uh-uh," she snapped. "Where do

sluts belong?"

I swallowed.

"On their knees," I sighed.

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

My cock surging in my panties, I

obediently lowered myself onto my knees.

Then, I opened the door and began to

crawl into the room on all fours.

The room where John was waiting to

fuck my face.

Mistress Amanda closed the door

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

#

 

On my hands and knees, I could feel

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

I looked up discreetly and saw the

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

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

"Hello," I said, remembering the

Mistress's instructions that I introduce myself. "I'm Erica."

"You're my cocksucking slut," he

growled. "Is that right?"

I felt a twinge of nervousness:

something was familiar about the voice. I didn't dare look up at John's face. I just swallowed hard and nodded. "Yes," I said.

"You better do it real good," said

John. "I paid Amanda twenty bucks to get your pretty little virgin mouth, slut."

A warmth went through my body as I

heard those words. I was a virgin. I was about to suck cock for the first time. I breathed John's scent and again felt the nagging sense of something familiar hovering under the cheap cologne. My eyes flickered up and a bolt of shock exploded into me.

My cock immediately stiffened until it

pulsed in agony, imprisoned in my panties. I smiled up at John, my full, red-painted lips feeling ready and hungry for him.

"I'll do it good," I promised. "I'll suck you real good, John."

"Then get to it, slut. I haven't got all

day."

I buried my face in John's crotch,

smelling the intense sent of filthy male sweat. I pressed my lips against the hard bulge in his jeans, leaving lipstick kisses up and down the length. I reached up and began to undo his belt.

"Just what I like," he said. "A girl

who knows how to get down to business."

I took John's zipper down and

pressed my face against his filthy white underwear. The scent of male crotch was so overwhelming that it sent a fresh surge of excitement through me. I began to kiss and suck his cock through his jockey shorts, breathing deeply so I could smell him. Then I kissed my way up his waistband, where the tip of his fleshy knob showed over the white cotton.

"Suck it," he told me.

I pulled down his underwear and

began to kiss the head. I could taste the sharpness of unwashed cock, the pungency of male essence. I could even taste a little come dried on the head, as if he'd just spurted recently and rubbed it all over him. I took his cock into my mouth and began working it.

John moaned, running his hands

through my hair, careful not to dislodge the blonde bob wig that I wore. But he had my hair good enough that I knew he wasn't going to let me up until I'd finished the job. My lips worked up and down his shaft, leaving streaks of lipstick along it. I felt my heart pounding, my arousal soaring as I gave myself over to the taste of his cock. I reached up to play with his nipples as I sucked him, and he slapped my hands away.

"No touching," he said. "Sluts don't touch. They just suck."

I put my hands, inert, between my

slightly spread knees as I used my mouth on John. I felt his head pressing against the back of my throat, and I knew it was time to deep-throat him, as Mistress Amanda had instructed me to do. I took a deep breath and opened my mouth wide around his cock, forcing myself down onto it. Mistress Amanda had instructed me many times in the proper way to deep-throat a dildo, but John's cock was thicker and fuller than hers. I struggled to get it down my throat, feeling my gag reflex tightening my muscles as I refused to give up.

Finally, my throat slid down over

John's cock. He sighed.

"You deep-throat pretty good," he

said. "You must really want to be a slut."

I couldn't nod, couldn't say a thing.

All I could do was work my mouth and throat up and down on John's cock.

When I came up for air I panted, my

lungs burning. My throat felt wide and open. As I sank back down on John's cock, he took hold of my head and began to push his hips forward.

"Time for a throat fucking," he

growled.

He held me tight as his hips worked

back and forth, shoving his cock into my throat. I struggled to open my throat wide and take his powerful thrusts. After the first few, it proved easy, and I felt my arousal mounting as John used my face and throat.

When he pulled me off of him, I could

feel long dribbles of drool running down my chin and onto my cleavage. They were pink with my destroyed lipstick, and I knew if I looked in the mirror I'd see my lips sprawled red and wet across my face. I smiled up at him.

"Amanda told me for another ten bucks I could have your virgin ass," he told me.

I couldn't suppress the moan of fear

that came from my lips. Mistress Amanda had fucked my ass before, but John's cock was so much bigger than hers.

"I figure that ass of yours is worth at

least ten bucks. You gonna give it up to me, Erica?"

"Yes," I whimpered.

"Take off your panties and show me

your ass."

My hands shaking, I reached under

my tight dress and pulled off my panties, which Mistress Amanda always had me put on the outside of my garters. My cock sprang free, having slipped out of its lace prison -- but still held tight by the cock ring and ball stretcher that I always wore when I was Erica. I turned around, putting my upper body on the floor and reaching behind me to lift my dress. I parted the cheeks of my shaved ass and showed my pink, virgin asshole to John.

"Nice," he said. "I'm going to enjoy

this, Erica."

I felt the cold drizzle of lube between my cheeks, felt John's cockhead opening up my anus. I held my breath for a moment as his head pressed firmly against my opening, and then, as Mistress Amanda had instructed, I pushed myself back onto him, exhaling.

I gasped as I thrust myself onto John's

thick organ. The sensations were so intense that I felt tears forming in my eyes, ruining my mascara. But I didn't stop. I pushed myself onto his cock until I felt my cheeks pressing against the rough fabric of John's filthy jeans.

"Nice," he said. "A slut who really

wants it up the ass."


John came off the chair and pushed

me down against the ground. He grabbed my head and forced it into the floor as his cock began to savage me, sliding smoothly in and out of my ass. He moaned loud, reaching down to grasp my tightly-bound cock and balls. The pressure of his hand was enough to make me realize I was going to come --despite the painful bondage imposed on my genitals.

"I'm gonna shoot in your fucking ass,

slut. You want to come with me, Erica?"

"Yes," I moaned, choking back a sob

as John began to viciously pump my cock with his hand. The painful stretch of my balls always made it hurt when I came, but my orgasm was always intensified tenfold. I anticipated my explosion with fear and excitement, and as John plumbed my ass I heard him groaning in orgasm, shooting deep inside me just as I came. The agony and pleasure mingled as they pulsed deep inside Erica's body, and I felt hot streams of jizz soaking the front of my dress. John kept fucking me until he'd emptied himself, and then he sighed as he pulled himself out of me.

He sat back in the armchair and

snapped his fingers.

"Come over here, Erica," he told me. "Put your head in my lap."

I obeyed, finding it hard to move after

the intense ass-fucking I'd just received. But I wanted very much to tell John I loved him.

I pressed my head into John's lap and

looked up, the recognition now overwhelming. I could smell my wife's pussy, ripe and raw and overpowering even the strong scents of cologne, of male sweat, of my own ass fucked wide open and glistening on the strap-on dildo.

"I love you, Erica. You know that,

don't you?"

I smiled up into Jen's bright eyes,

admiring the perfect line of the spirit-gummed beard, the familiar scent of my own crotch on the filthy jeans. I might have wondered why Mistress Amanda had instructed me to wear the same pair of jeans and the same pair of jockey shorts for a full month whenever I wasn't at work -- why she'd instructed me to work out in them, jerk off in them, soak the underwear and jeans with my come and then hang them out to dry.

I might have even wondered why for

our last session, the night before, she'd instructed me not to wash for several days beforehand and then rubbed the dildo all over my crotch and made me jerk off onto it, smearing the come into it.

And, more importantly, I might have

wondered why Jen had been so mysterious lately, disappearing twice a week for a "class" she wouldn't tell me about. I might have wondered if she'd been having an affair, if the burden of having a husband who preferred to be Erica rather than Eric had proved too much for her and she'd sought the comforts only a "real" man could offer. I might have wondered that, but I didn't. Because I'd long since learned to trust the women in my life, however dangerous that trust sometimes felt.

When I'd confessed to Jen a year ago

that I longed to become a slut, that I fantasized and dreamed of becoming "Erica" part of the time, she couldn't have been more supportive. There wasn't a hint of disappointment or anger in her tender eyes as she kissed me and told me that she loved me whoever I was.

Jen isn't a perfumed and primping

straight girl, you see. Bicycling shorts are more her style than lace panties, and I don't think she's ever worn pantyhose. High heels? Forget it. In the six years we've been together, I've seen her wear makeup once: At her sister's wedding. She had to have her best friend put it on for her, and even then it looked bizarre on her aquiline features.

Don't get me wrong: She's all woman.

Believe it or not, she's even all slut. But there was simply no way that my wife was going to be able to teach me how to be the kind of slut I wanted to be, because her kind of slut sucked cock without lipstick, and when she went without panties it was under baggy jeans or cotton cargo pants.

And now I understood part of the

reason why, when she suggested that I start seeing a professional, her one condition was that I tell her every detail of our sessions after I came home. Why she perked up noticeably when I mentioned that Mistress Amanda had told me I would suck cock. It wasn't just the pyrotechnic sex we would have whenever I described my submission to Mistress Amanda. No, I know now that there was much more going on.

And I know why I trusted her when

she disappeared to her "class." Because she wasn't having an affair -- yet. But she was planning one.

With Erica.

I looked up into my wife's eyes and

smiled.

"How about we go home, Eric?"

"I'd like that very much, Jen."

"One condition," she said. "You

promise to put the dress back on after we get home, little slut."

I buried my face in Jen's crotch and

kissed her thighs. "Yes, Master," I told her. "I'll put the dress back on. I'll be your slut whenever you want."

Mistress Amanda was smiling ear to

ear as we walked out.
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Filthy Pink Sneakers by

Marina Cooper

 

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

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

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

But I'm not in the mindset to flirt. Plus, I've run five miles, from East 20th to West 65th, in 80 degree weather wearing next to fucking nothing. I'm pumped and worked into a frenzy. My attitude is equal parts thrill at having done it and desire to take it out of your ass.

The cute doorman waves me through, and I take the elevator to your floor. You've left the door open, so I can come in casually and find you sitting there on the Danish Modern divan, smelling of fresh shower. You're wearing pale grey sweats and a white T-shirt, your hair damp. Your cock's already tenting the sweats.

I close the door behind me. "What are you doing?" I snap harshly. "Did you take a shower?"

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

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

I sneer with disgust, bending over so I can flatten my palm against your cock bulging through your sweats. I caress it gently, then snap my hand down and listen to you gasp in surprise. It gives me a visceral thrill. I flick my fingers against your cock, hitting it through the sweats, smiling as you cringe and squirm. "Pull it down," I purr, and you look up at me apprehensively and then obey, your hands trembling. You pull the waistband of your sweats down past the thick swollen head of your cock; you hesitate, look up at me, and my eyes go wide in anger. You pull the waistband all the way down beneath your balls, and I look it over, smiling and laughing a little. It always gives me such a thrill to see it so hard when I almost haven't done anything.

I flick your cock with my fingernails, watching you squirm, hearing you whimper. My pussy goes wet as I see your distress. I get hotter as I flick your cock harder. I wrap my fingers around it and dig my fingernails in, and that brings a keening moan from you, as I scrape my nails firmly across your sensitive flesh.

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

"Do you know how long it's been since I took a shower?" I ask you. You do, because I told you, on the phone before I made the run over, but that doesn't matter because it's part of the ritual. I spit in your face again and tell you "Get your clothes off. First you're going to give me a bath. And then you're getting dirty again, and this time you won't wash it off."

I withdraw and plant myself in the big vinyl armchair, the one I love to sit in when you're servicing me. Normally I'd prefer leather, especially since it's on your dime, but this armchair has certain advantages. The vinyl material of is virtually indestructible, very important for my purposes; no amount of wetness has so far proven able to damage it. The arms are just cushy enough for my legs to fit over, so I can spread my legs just right while you kneel and your mouth works on me for as long as I want it to, which is where the wetness usually comes from -- your drool and my juices, and occasionally far more than that.

But I won't be spreading my legs for you to eat my pussy this time, because that's not what it's about. This time it's about my feet. That's why it gives me such pleasure to wriggle in the chair, pulling the tight running shorts over my ass and down my legs and over the filthy pink sneakers I've been wearing for five solid days, four nights -- even, two of them, while I was sleeping. And I haven't changed my socks.

I pull the sports halter over my head and lay there sprawled in the recliner, legs spread and filthy feet up on the footrest. I can smell them from here, and it disgusts me. That makes it even more pleasant for me to make you clean them, make you smell and love and caress them with your tongue, because it disgusts me that you want it so bad. So help me, that makes my pussy wet.

Your sweats and T-shirt are on the floor; you come over and stand before me, naked. It's never easy to stay dominant when I see you naked like this; the sight of your body all toned and ripe and ready for pleasure is enough to make me melt. And you look so, so unbelievably fucking handsome when you're ready to be dominated and humiliated like this. It's enough to make a girl want to wrap herself up in your arms.

But then there's your cock sticking out hard and a look of shame and hungry excitement on your face; that makes me feel much more dominant. It makes me want to hurt and humiliate and degrade you, which is, quite honestly, what I'm here for.

You're standing close enough for me to reach out and kick your cock; I'd kick your balls a little just for fun, but that would require me to stretch, and I'd rather get down to business.

I look you up and down, my eyes lingering on your cock. "That won't do," I say. "Get me my dildo. You know the one." You do know the one -- the one with the heavy bulb on it, nice and smooth for working my G-spot. You retrieve it from the bedroom, and present it to me. I snatch it from your hand and cradle it against my thigh while I hook you with my foot and guide you down onto your knees.

I hold out the dildo.

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

You obediently take the dildo in your mouth; I hold it still at first, then thrust it forward, making you drink deeper of it. I lean forward so I can grab your hair and guide your head up and down onto it. I see your eyes going deep into subspace as you suck cock for me. I laugh.

I pull your head back, withdraw the dildo, lean back in the chair. I cradle the dildo against my naked body and laugh.

"Quite a talented little mouth," I laugh. "I wonder how you're going to do with something really filthy."

Then I stick my foot in your face.

"Make it clean, shower-boy."

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

There's really not much you can do to clean my filthy sneakers; nothing short of three to five good machine washings is going to stop them from stinking, but that's hardly the point. As you lick, I rub the sneaker, all over your face, watching the hot flush of humiliation as you inhale the scent of my five days without washing, without changing my shoes. Speaking of which, I can smell myself, smell my sex, strong and ripe and eager between my spread legs. I move my foot back and tap your face, with exceeding gentleness so I don't hurt you but with enough firmness to make you understand that you've just been kicked in the face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The dildo is still glistening with your spittle, but even if it wasn't, it would glide into me easily. I ease it down to my pussy and slide it inside, the head of it spreading and stretching me slightly. My eyes practically cross as it goes inside me; the combination of the sensations in my feet and in my pussy are almost too much to take. You service my feet, enthusiastically now, moving from one to the other with your tongue, always working and caressing with your hands while your mouth services me, overwhelming my naked body with arousal. I can't wait any longer. I slide the dildo deep into me and begin to fuck myself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I cum.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I start to laugh lightly, with extreme pleasure.

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

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

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

 

Sabrina has picked out a beautiful

young rent boy to be my first cock. Beautiful in every manly way -- ripped, cut, hung. And young, which means twenty-five because I'm no spring chicken. But the kid could easily convince me he's twenty, if he really wanted to try. He's got a tight, hard, well-defined body that he obviously got both from genetics and from working his ass off f for it. His shoulders are broad, his pectoral muscles tight and hard, his abs defined, his body long and lean. And he's pretty enough you could almost get drunk looking into his face, with its big square jaw and his full kissable lips and dopey big steel-blue eyes. He's as dumb as a box of rocks, but sweet as hell. And he looks good sprawled across the luxurious comforter of our bed with nothing but a pair of boxers on.

His cock is already half-hard,

describing a beautiful arc from his crotch down one leg of his thin tight boxer briefs. I wonder if he's taken the little blue pill, or if that's entirely Sabrina's doing.

If it's not, she's certainly working on

it. She's not going to suck him -- at least, that wasn't the deal. That's my job. But we didn't say anything about kissing, and Scott is playing with her tits. Sabrina is wearing her hottest merry widow -- a stretchy black number with garters attached to her black sheer stockings. She can't walk in those high heels worth a damn, but they look goddamned hot. But then, she probably won't be walking much -- at least from the way she's letting Scott finger her tits and make out with her.

Her hand is sliding up and down

Scott's thigh, and I watch them from the foot of the bed as his cock stiffens. I'm moist and steaming from the shower, wearing only a towel and feeling highly self-conscious. Scott's got a perfect body; I...don't.

Sabrina doesn't either, really. But Sabrina's body is perfect enough for Scott, apparently, and more than perfect enough for me. Maybe mine will be good enough for him, too. After all, I'm the one he's going to be with, once things get going. Sabrina's just giving him a warm-up.

Their lips separate with a wet sound;

strings of spit glisten in the light of the bedside lamps by which Sabrina and I read every night before bed. Sabrina looks at me with a come-hither look.

"Are you just going to stand there

watching, Creepy?" She smiles at me, her gaze suggestive and nasty. "Or do you want some dick?" She laughs. "Come on, baby. Do what we came here for."

We didn't "come here," of course --

we live here. It was Scott who came here -- contacted online by Sabrina, who was irresistibly charming and flirtatious in their one phone conversation. He said he did girls and boys both. She told him he'd only really be doing me, but she and he might make out a little. He liked that. They agreed on a price. I've never spoken with him before tonight, and he's just spent ten minutes making out with my girlfriend on our bed.

But I know what she means.

Sabrina's hand glides up Scott's thigh

and grabs onto his cock. She said she wouldn’t suck him, but the temptation seems great; in fact, I'm starting to think I want her to. Her mouth looks pretty and red as her lips and her tongue dance across Scott's hard nipples and perfect, muscled chest.

She strokes his cock through his

boxers. It stiffens all the way as she sucks on his nips. Scott looks at me. His mouth shows a cocky grin.

Sabrina pulls down the waistband of

Scott's boxer briefs...down over his truly massive cock. It's gotten all the way hard, now, as she's stroked it. She holds it more firmly and caresses it with her fingertips while she cuddles up with Scott's arm around her.

She gives me a dirty look. She says,

"What, you want him to kiss you first?"

I drop the towel. I don't know why

I'm embarrassed that my cock is hard; it's very hard, in fact. I crawl onto the bed, our luxurious king-sized bed, where Scott is sprawled across the soft velveteen comforter with my girlfriend atop him, holding his cock for me.

"You want a kiss, first, cocksucker?" she coos, her red lips wet with Scott's spit and a smile dancing across her face.

"No, Ma'am," I say, and lower my

face to his crotch.

Sabrina holds it for me, moaning

softly as I take it in my mouth. I've never sucked cock before, and the sensation of dick in my mouth is weird and intoxicating. I smell him almost before I taste him. Soft and deep and musky, he smells like a man. Sabrina's fingers caress his shaft as they chance chase my wet lips up and down Scott's cock. I feel the smooth flesh of his glans against my tongue, the swell of his cockhead at the back of my throat. I slide my hand around the base of the shaft to steady it as I suck. Sabrina surrenders her grasp on the rent boy's cock and puts her hand on the back of my head, caressing my neck and running her fingers through my hair

"Mmmmm,' she purrs. "Well...I do."

She presses her lips to Scott's mouth and kisses him deeply as I suck his cock.

Scott's hands are all over my

girlfriend. She guides one down to the back of my head and lets Scott take over encouraging me to suck more deeply. He's rougher than she is; something about that turns me on. He grabs my hair. He says "Good little cocksucker."

"He is a good little cocksucker,"

sighs my girlfriend, her voice husky from arousal. "I think he's going to want to go all the way."

"You mean deep throat me?"

Sabrina laughs and laughs.

"No, I don't mean deep throat," she

says.

My face turns red. I never stop

sucking. I am going to deep-throat; I know it. I'm already rubbing Scott's cockhead against my throat's snug entrance, taking deep breaths and pushing harder and deeper each time. I've practiced on dildos -- strap-ons and otherwise. I've never had one as big as Scott's cock, but I know I can do it.

I open. I slide down. I swallow.

I take Scott's cock into my throat.

Scott lets out a pleased, low moan. Sabrina does the same, but it's more of a whimper. She's got the soft, mewling sound of a proud parent in the noises she's making.

"Good little cocksucker," she says.

Scott can last, I'll give him that.

Before long I'm taking him down my throat rhythmically every now and then for a few strokes, and I can taste his pre-cum each time I come up and suck on the head for a while. Sabrina reaches down and caresses his balls, guides my hand there to do the same. I'm drooling everywhere, now, my eyes running with tears with the effort required to deep throat such a big cock. Sabrina gets up on her knees and slides her hand down my back. She caresses my buttocks. She licks her fingers.

She starts to finger my asshole.

It's nice and easy, at first; it's not like

she hasn't done this before. She does it a lot, actually -- just like she fucks me with strap-on cock, lately, one or two times a week. She likes it more and more, and I like it sometimes more than I admit. I like the tightness of just being lubed with her spit, and my clean tight asshole is well-trained. But Scott is huge. I'm pretty relieved when she reaches for the lube in the nightstand.

Sabrina keeps her nails short for this

very reason, among others. She's got two fingers up me before I even know it, and it feels incredible. She gets her other hand slick with lube and starts caressing my cock. When I surge and push back against her, she stops and moves her hand down to my balls, caressing those instead.

She can tell I'm getting close, fast,

and she's not going to let me shoot until Scott does... inside me.

She puts three fingers up me and

squeezes my balls, just enough to hurt a little, the way I like. She's deep in me now, and so is Scott -- his cock down my throat and her hand up my ass. She pulls down hard on my balls to make me last and to make me squirm.

Sabrina sighs happily.

"Yes," she says. "I think he really is

gonna take it in the ass." I'm on the down stroke as she says it, swallowing Scott's big cock down to the base. His dick fills my throat. I tremble a little and pant as I come up for air.

"I've got him all lubed up for you,"

Sabrina says coquettishly. "Can I help you push it in?"

Scott chuckles.

"I think I can handle it," he says. "But

if it gets you off...hey, whatever floats your boat."

Scott slides out from underneath me,

his athletic frame moving easily. He shoves my face in a pillow and kisses my girlfriend. I'm breathing hard, face down, ass in the air, about to take real cock for the first time and scared and turned on all at once. I feel drunk. My head seems to spin.

It's an awkward position -- my legs

somewhat spread, my upper body on the bed and my ass shoved high. I wouldn't have my ass up so far if Sabrina didn't have three fingers up inside me and her other hand cinched tight around my balls.

When she's got me in this position, I

don't move unless she moves me.

Scott sidles up to me, his big cock

between my cheeks as Sabrina caresses it from head to base with her fingers slick with lube. My asshole is wet and slick for him, opened up and ready to take his dick. Sabrina guides his cockhead to my hole and jacks him slowly up and down as Scott starts to move his hips, pushing firmly against my ass as he starts to enter me rhythmically, back and forth a fraction of an inch with each stroke. Sabrina holds him in place, making sure he stays steady as he penetrates me.

My fingers are digging into the sheet.

I'm moaning. Sabrina's other hand is still on my balls, and she's pulling hard. With the pressure on my bass, my asshole feels tighter than ever. It really feels tight as Scott's dickhead finally spreads me, stretches me, and pops in.

I squirm and wriggle, impaled on his

dick. He pushes slowly into me, working me open. Sabrina's breathing as hard as I am -- obviously impossibly turned on. Only Scott sounds entirely calm.

He slides his cock deep into me. He's

bigger than Sabrina's strap-on. I really have to work to take him. His big hand rests easily on my hip, guiding me back and forth a little as he strokes deeper into me. Each thrust goes further. It isn't long before he's all the way in me.

Sabrina's down underneath me, the tip

of her tongue just barely trailing up my glans. She doesn't even seem to care that it's slippery with lube. She does care that she'll make me cum if she takes me in her mouth, though -- and she doesn't want that, not till Scott cums inside me. So she tortures me with her thumb on my shaft, gliding up and down with just enough pressure to keep me on the brink as Scott pumps into me deeply, opening my ass wider and deeper with each stroke. I've never feel to submissive to Sabrina. I've never felt so turned on.

Scott's strokes quicken. He fucks me

faster. He lets out a long low moan. He thrusts his cock all the way into me, then begins pumping wildly without pulling out.

I feel it in me: the wetness. I feel his

smooth, slick cum shooting up inside me, with the big, swollen head of his dick pushed up against my sensitive spot. Sabrina chooses that moment, of course, to engulf my cock with her mouth. Again she doesn’t care if it tastes like lube. What she wants is my cum, which I give her with a thunderous moan as her wet lips work up and down over my shaft.

I think she's swallowed every drop,

but as Scott pulls out, she comes up and kisses me. Her mouth's full of cum, and the taste and heady aroma swirl together to make me feel suddenly drunk. She's never kissed me with a mouth full of cum before. But then, I've never sucked cock before.

Sabrina's got her vibrator -- just how

she got it, I don't know. She must have snatched it when she got the lube; how long has she had it going? She presses my fingers around it, then works the tip up against her clit. She lays the long shaft flat and turns the dial from low to high. She grinds against me and her hand tightens around my hand, around the vibrator. We hold it together as she works her hips. She moans.

Scott stretches out on the bed. I'm

pinned between them.

He slaps my ass, plays with Sabrina's

tits.

"That's one tight little ass you've got,"

he growls in my ear.

Sabrina kisses me, kisses him, and

cums with a howl. Her body presses up against mine, against Scott's, and I'm mashed tight between them. I can smell them both -- musk, perfume, pussy, cock, cum.

I relax between them as Scott and

Sabrina slap my well-fucked ass. Following Orders by Felix
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D'Angelo

It's late when I get home. The house is

dark. You're not home. I'm puzzled by that. I wonder where you are. Maybe you went out for a drink with friends, or stepped out for a late dinner. It's especially strange, because your car's in the driveway. You might have gone to sleep early, but you always leave the light on for me.

Then I understand as I close the front

door behind me and reach out to flick the light switch. The light is burned out. I would curse, but you're on me before I can.

You scare the shit out of me as you

grab me and ram me against the wall, your hands pinning my wrists behind me.

Then I recognize your voice,

growling throaty in my ear.

"Don't move," you tell me.

You let go of my hands and my arms

hang limp at my sides.

I can smell you, your scent rich in the

darkness. You cinch my wrists tight and push me harder against the wall; that's when I feel the cold steel of the knife.

You don't even ask; we've never

negotiated this. That's why my cock swells unbidden as I feel you taking hold of my T-shirt and slice it down the back. Two more slices across the sleeves and it falls to ribbons behind me. I feel the flat of the knife pressing against my throat.

"Kick off your shoes," you order me.

"And take off your pants.

I kick off my tennis shoes, unfasten

my belt and unzip my pants. I step out of them and you grab my hair and pull it back. The knife is back at my throat, but you don't need it to control me; my cock is so hard you could do anything you want to me.

"Into the bedroom," you growl, and

shove me towards it.

Inside, candles are lit, a bizarrely

romantic touch setting off the restraints affixed to each corner of the head- and footboard. You spin me around and shove me onto the bed face up, coming down hard on top of me and pinning me to the bed.

My wrists go easily into the

restraints; I look up at you as you buckle them closed and click the small padlocks. You're wearing skintight stretch jeans and knee-high zip-up boots, a black leather top hugging your slim breasts with a silver zipper going down between them, all the way to your bare belly. Your long hair is pulled up in a severe bun.

You make short work of my ankles,

affixing them to the bedframe as well. I lay there spread-eagled, helpless, staring up at you with my cock hard. You slide back on top of me, the knife glinting in the candlelight. You run it slowly up my thigh and gently tease the shaft of my hard cock with the tip.

"That was easy," you say. "I figured

I'd have to at least suck you a little to get you hard."

I moan as you draw the tip of the

knife up my body, over my stomach and chest. You touch it to my throat and I find myself wondering, fear gripping my chest, if it's sharp. Surely you know better than to play with a sharpened knife....don't you?

It's been a few days since I shaved,

so I get my answer. You draw the edge of the blade over my cheek, and wipe your fingers over my upper neck. When you shove them into my mouth, I feel the tiny fragments of whisker that tell me you don't know better. With that knowledge comes a surge of arousal and a wave of fear. I look up into your eyes, frightened by the cold smiles I see there.

"Do exactly what I want," you

whisper, "and we won't have a problem."

You sit up on the bed and unzip your

leather top, peeling it away from your sweat-moistened breasts. Your nipples stand out dark and hard with arousal. Your freckled flesh shimmers with the candlelight as you toss the leather top away and bend forward over me.

"Suck them," you tell me.

I take your nipple into my mouth and gently begin to tongue it. "Harder!" you order, and I suck harder, biting slightly, suckling you hungrily and flicking my tongue faster over your nipples. You could do this for yours; I've done it to you for hours, making you endure torture you loved almost as much as you're loving this.

"You're going to make me come," you

growl. "Without ever touching my pussy or my clit."

You can come from having your

nipples sucked -- if you're really, really turned on. I've only managed it once.

"I don't know if I can," I whisper.

"You better hope you do," you say,

and slip the knife into my mouth. I taste it, tangy and metallic. I look up into your face and you're smiling, but it's not a comforting smile. It's the smile of the predator, knowing what she wants and being prepared to take it.

You slip the knife out of my mouth.

Now it's slick with my spittle. You guide one nipple back into my mouth I start sucking it obediently.

You cradle my head in your arms,

running the knife over my throat as you give me directions. "Now the other nipple....lick them....tell me you want it," and I obey every command. I lose track of time there, lost between your tits and struggling against the bonds that hold me. When you reposition yourself, centered over me, straddling my crotch, I suck harder as I feel you pressing the crotch of your stretch jeans against my cock.

"You want to fuck, don't you?" you

whisper. "Keep doing it real good and we'll see."

I lose myself even deeper into your

breasts, as you move your upper body back and forth, brushing the firm orbs over my face. The knife serves as a constant reminder of who's in control, as does the hard, insistent way you grind your spandex-sheathed crotch against my cock. But it's you who's losing control. You're mounting closer to orgasm, your body grinding harder against me, sweat glistening on your breasts and belly. You clutch my head tighter to your breasts, my mouth working on one nipple as you start playing with the other, pinching it between thumb and forefinger and rolling, the way you've taught me to do. You force your pussy harder against my cock, and I can tell the shaft is rubbing your clit.

"Keep sucking," you pant. "Keep

sucking....don't you dare stop...."

And I do, desperately working my tongue over your nipple, sucking hard, the way you like it when you're going to come. You freeze up and I almost think you're not going to make it, but then your body relaxes, melting like an icicle all over me, and you press your upper body down hard, bearing me into the pillow as you force your nipple deep into my mouth, coming. Your crotch presses rhythmically against the long shaft of my cock, the spandex jeans abrading my sensitive flesh as you shudder on top of me.

When you're finished coming, you sit

up, tugging your nipple out of my mouth.

"Well done," you say. "Think you deserve what's under these jeans?"

"I don't know" is all I can moan as

you roll onto your side and shove your boot against my mouth.

"Pull it down," you tell me, guiding

the leather-sheathed zipper between my lips.

I grab the zipper with my teeth,

rocking back and forth as you pull your boot slowly up. When it's unzipped, you shove the heel into my mouth and tell me to grab hold.

And your boot comes sliding off, in

my mouth, the grit of the floor against my tongue. You pluck it from me and toss it away, then repeat the procedure on the other foot. Then you make me take off your socks with my teeth. When you're barefoot, you kneel over me on the bed and unzip your stretch jeans.

You peel them off slowly, making me

wait, making me savor every inch of your slim white hips as you display them to me in the flickering candlelight. You're not wearing anything underneath them, and your pussy is shaved smooth. You wriggle out of your jeans and shove the crotch against my face, letting me smell how turned on you've gotten.

"Still think you deserve a fuck?" you ask me.

"I don't know," I tell you.

"Let's find you," you say, and spread

your legs over my face.

Your pussy tastes strong, tangy,

overwhelming. I slide my tongue between your smooth lips and find your clit as you press your crotch down onto my face. My cock throbs hard at my other end, but the most you do is wrap your hand around it, breathe your warm breath over it, and slide the knife up and down the shaft, then back down, caressing my balls with the tip. You laugh. "You can't wait to get this in there, can you?" you ask me. "Eat my pussy good enough and we'll see." Then you grind your crotch down harder on my face, pressing me into the pillow as you spread your thighs over me. I focus on your clit, tasting your juices flowing into my mouth as you start to rhythmically fuck my face. You're moaning softly, almost like you're going to come a second time, which you almost never do. But now, it's unmistakable. You're forcing your pussy harder against my mouth, demanding more, insisting that I lick you harder. And I follow every instruction you give me, feeling your knife against my balls and moving up to the tip of my cock. But when you're ready to come, the knife disappears and I feel your mouth, hear you moaning as you climax, unable to stop your hunger for my cock -- betraying yourself as you take it into your mouth and suck on it as you pump your hips, forcing my tongue harder onto your clit with every spasm of your climax. When you pull your mouth away, you're done with teasing. You lift your pussy off my face, looking down at me as I smell the remnants of your arousal smeared across my lips and chin. You tower over me, breathing hard. You straddle my crotch and put your knife to my throat again, the lips of your pussy spread slightly around the head of my cock.

"I think you've earned it," you say, and push yourself down onto me.

My back arches and I moan so loud

I'm afraid the neighbors will hear. My eyes go wide as I explode with sensation, your pussy enveloping me, tight and powerful. My hips rise to meet yours as you pump down onto me, and we fuck each other with mutual thrusts that hit hard when our hipbones meet. We're both going to be bruised tomorrow, but I don't care. I fuck you harder, panting wildly as I get closer to orgasm -- and then I'm coming, deep inside you, feeling my cock surge with pleasure as I fill you.

Squirming on top of me, your crotch still pressed hard to mine, my cock softening inside you, you set the knife on the bedside table.

"You earned it," you tell me, your

face nuzzling up against the smooth patch on my chin.
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Girls' Night Out by Giselle

Parker

You've been lying to me. When I

asked you whether you had gone in my underwear drawer, you said you hadn't. You told me you had no idea why some of my sweet nothings might have been in the wrong place, folded incorrectly. You even told me you didn't know why my panties might have smelled funny. You think you fooled me, but I saw your face reddening, noticed the sense of indignation in your voice when I suggested that maybe you were just looking around in there, out of curiosity. You told me you didn't know what I was talking about.

That was your second mistake, lying

to me. Your first was assuming I didn't know what to do with a boyfriend who likes to wear my lingerie. I know exactly what to do with you, and you're about to find that out.

Of course, I lied to you, too. I smiled

sweetly and told you of course you hadn't been in my underwear drawer. I must have been mistaken; I was in such a rush that morning to pick out my clothes for work that I didn't notice I was putting things in the wrong order. Silly me!

But you believed me, even if I didn't believe you. You didn't think anything was unusual when I pushed you down on the bed and pulled your pants open, caressed your cock, molded my mouth around it and sucked you until you were moaning. You didn't think twice about how wet I was when I climbed on top of you and pushed your cock into my pussy; I was dripping, gushing, and I came almost the second your cock was inside me. You didn't think anything of it -- of course, I was just turned on because you're so devilishly sexy.

But you were wrong. I was so turned

on because I was thinking about what I'm going to do to you, now -- tonight.

I lied to you again. Earlier, I told you

I was going out with some girlfriends, that we'd be going dancing in clubs. That wasn't a lie; we went to a strip club and got in the mood for what we're going to do to you later. Strippers always love it when other women come in, especially when they're all tarted-up like me and my friends, wearing tight sexy clubwear and hip fetish outfits. From the moment we entered the strip club, the sexy young women were all over us; guys couldn't get a lap dance to save their lives. Feeling their pussies rubbing against our thighs, wet through their G-strings, made my friends and I horny for what we had in store for you. The strippers got us good and wet so we'd have more energy to do what we'd planned.

You told me you were going to stay at

home and work on our taxes. That wasn't a lie; I saw you working on the taxes as I left, and I'm sure you worked hard for a good five minutes, until you were sure I was gone.

The lie I told you tonight was a

simple one: I said we'd be out late.

#

 

I selected this group of four friends

carefully; I know they're all women who can appreciate the pleasure of putting a man in his place. You know them all; two of them, Julia and CJ, work in your office with you. They're your supervisees; you spend your days telling them what to do. That's about to end. Pandora lives next door to us with her husband Dan; I know from experience that Dan's already found out what you're about to discover, that a man's place is on his knees. Tracie, the last woman in our group, is your ex-girlfriend. You were a little dismayed when you discovered she and I forming a friendship -- as you should have been. Tonight, you're going to find out how dangerous it is to let your women talk.

#

We're very quiet as we sneak in the

sliding glass door; you've got the music on loud, dance-electronica like you might hear at a rave or a hip dance club. You've left the door to the bedroom open. You're standing in front of the big mirror at the foot of the bed, the one you like to watch yourself in when you're fucking me. Except now you're not fucking me. You're standing there, swaying in time with the music, a bottle of cognac on the end table. Good: I like the idea of having you drunk for what's about to happen. Drunk and helpless.

You don't notice me standing there at first. I just watch you as you watch yourself, dancing with the music. You're only a little bigger than me; that's why you can squeeze in to my white lace G-string and you can fit my white garter belt around your waist. The garters descend to the white lace tops of my favorite fishnet stockings. Your feet are bigger than mine, though, which is probably why your feet look a little uncomfortable crammed into my white six-inch heels. You're also wearing my favorite wig, the black bob I put on when I'm going clubbing. Your face is painted thick with my makeup, your lips cocksucker red, the pancake on thick to hide your five-o-clock shadow. You're wearing my white push-up bra, the D-cups stuffed with extra pairs of my panties. Your cock hangs out of the G-string, hard and drooling.

CJ kills the music like I told her to.

You look away from the mirror, eyes wide, terror overcoming your whore's painted face.

I cross my arms in front of my D-cup

breasts.

"What have we here?" I snap.

You begin to make up some lame

excuse, but then you see my friends crowding in behind me, laughing as they see how ridiculous you look dressed up like a little teenage tart. Who is the most humiliating for you? Who are you most embarrassed about? Who does it humiliate you the most when she sees you degrading yourself, dressing up like a cheap street hooker on the prowl for a $20 date? Is it Tracie, who caught you once before? Or is it CJ and Julia, because usually you're the one in the position of power, patting their butts and feeling them up as they bend over near your desk? Or is it Pandora, because she lives next door and you have to see her every morning as you back the car out of the garage?

Or is it me, because I'm your wife

and you know, now, that there's no more hiding it?

"Don't bother making up excuses," I

growl at you. "Just admit it. You've been wearing my clothes since before we got married, haven't you?"

Your face is beet red. You turn and

start to move toward the bathroom, which is when Julia and Pandora dash into the room and grab you, holding you, turning you toward the rest of us so we can see you in your pretty lace panties.

"Admit it," I tell you.

Looking down, too humiliated to

speak, you nod. I see tears glistening on your cheeks. Sobbing just like a teenage whore.

"Do you know what happens to boys

who wear girls' clothing without permission? Tracie already did it to you once. Didn't she?"

Still sobbing, you nod. Maybe you've

noticed that behind me, CJ's got our camcorder out, ready to videotape everything we do to you so I can remind you of what's waiting if you're not an obedient husband, so that she and Julia can remind you of what the board of directors will see if you don't give them their promotion. Not that it matters -- I already discovered the cache of videotapes you hid under the floor of the garage. No wonder you were so insistent on buying a high-end camcorder instead of a car stereo.

Julia and Pandora drag you toward

the bed. Your ass looks so good in my little white thong, the crotch cradling your balls and your distended cock. Julia is wearing a tiny little spandex skirt and a halter top; Pandora's got a pair of tight leather pants on, and maybe you've noticed the bulge in them. The strippers in the club loved it; they whispered to her how much they love it when their girlfriends fuck them with their strap-ons. You're about to find out how good it feels.

Julia's not wearing panties; when she

hikes up her spandex miniskirt, her bare, shaved pussy is ready for you to service. She drags you onto the bed as Pandora bends you over the edge. Julia tangles her hand in your hair and shoves your face between her spread thighs. You begin to work your tongue, servicing Julia as Pandora unzips her leather pants and takes out her big, flesh-colored rubber cock. CJ comes around the side of the bed, running the camcorder from Pandora's cock to Julia's pussy like she can't decide which is hotter. Pandora produces a tiny packet of lube from her pocket and drizzles it on the head of her cock before pulling the thong out of the way and guiding her cockhead between your spread, hairy cheeks.

You yowl as Pandora pushes her

cock into you; I know for a fact you've taken it this way before, years ago when Tracie caught you in her lingerie. But it's obviously been a long time, and Pandora's cock is much bigger than you're expecting. Your whole body shudders as she pushes the strap-on dildo deep into your ass, shoving you hard against Julia so she can grind your face mercilessly against her shaved pussy. I can tell from the look on her face that you're doing a good job; you eat great pussy when you do it, which isn't nearly often enough. That's just one of many things that's going to change --you'll be eating my pussy every night from now on.

Pandora keeps reaming your ass

good, her body pumping furiously as you open up for it against your will. Julia grabs your hair and wrenches your head up so that CJ can bend down and get a close-up of the humiliation on your face, careful to focus on the way your mouth and chin glisten with the juice of Julia's sopping-wet pussy. Then Julia shoves your face back between her thighs, where it belongs, as Tracie helps me strip off my tight little cocktail dress and buckle in to my own harness.

Julia comes with a shudder, moaning

and gripping your head to make sure you don't back off at the last minute. When she's done coming, she and CJ kiss, hungrily, their tongues intertwining as you continue your oral service until Julia's good and ready for you to stop. Then, she pulls your head away and gets up off the bed, handing you over to Tracie.

Tracie's wearing a little cocktail

dress like mine, and she doesn't have to pull it up very far to expose her bare pussy. But she takes her time, bending over and pushing your head back so she can talk to you.

"Remember what I told you when this

happened before?" she growls. "If I ever catch you in lingerie again, you'll get the same treatment. You thought when we broke up that you didn't have to worry about that, didn't you?"

You nod, your face still dripping with

Julia's pussy juice.

"You were wrong," says Tracie, and

crawls under you, spreading her legs wide and shoving your head down, forcing your mouth onto her pussy.

Your tongue starts working as

Pandora fucks you harder, the base of the dildo rubbing her clit so she can take her pleasure with your pussy. She fucks you faster and faster as you go right to Tracie's clit, knowing from many years of experience exactly what you need to do to make your ex-girlfriend come. Soon Tracie is moaning as Pandora plows your ass viciously, working toward her own orgasm. But you're a talented pussy-licker, so by the time Pandora throws back her head and lets out a moan of orgasm, Tracie's coming, too. They both come for long minutes as they hold you down and use your body; when they both collapse, panting from their pleasure, you know what's coming next.

CJ gets a good shot of your face as the terror registers on it. Tracie gets off the bed and Pandora pulls her huge cock out of your ass, glistening with your lube. You look over at me and see me there, ready to teach you what you'll be doing every night for the rest of your life, or until I get tired of you. I've taken off all my clothes and I stand there wearing nothing but my high heeled boots and the leather harness that holds the biggest dildo you have ever seen, several inches longer and thicker than Pandora's. You look at my D-cup breasts and I know you're wishing you could suck them like I was your mommy. But I have other plans for you.

CJ giggles as she catches you sobbing in fear. A surge goes through my pussy as I realize that terror has really begun to set in. What am I going to do to you? I think you know, and that's what has you so frightened.

I climb onto the bed, pulling your

face close so you can get a good look at my flesh-colored rubber cock. Your tear-shiny eyes look up at me, wide.

"Suck it, bitch," I tell you. "Show me

what a little cross-dressing whore does when a big cock's in her face."

You do it so good, I think maybe

you've sucked real cock before. You take the thick head of my cock in your mouth, having to stretch your lips around it, it's so wide across. I've got your hair so you know you'll be expected to swallow it all, or I'll hold you down until you do. You begin to suck my cock.

When I wrestle it against the back of

your throat, you gag. I have to try three more times before you take a deep breath and let me push the shaft of my cock down your throat. CJ, Pandora and Julia utter a cheer and say "Show 'im, girl!" Tracie's too distracted playing with your balls, crouching behind you so she can watch as she swats them with her hand. Every time she does, your body jerks and you try to gasp, but your throat is filled with my cock. When I let you come up for air, you're gasping. That's when Tracie balls up her fist and gives it to you once, hard, in the balls. You stifle a sob, and I laugh.

"What do you want?" I ask you.

"I...I don't know. Please let me go!"

"I don't think that's it. You know what

you want. Now tell me."

CJ's close with the camcorder,

recording the color of your face as it goes deep, deep red, taping your humiliation so I can enjoy it later.

"Your cock," you say.

"Ask me for it."

"Please give me your cock."

"Where?"

"Up...up my ass."

"Think you can take it, little bitch?"

You know better than to say you can't.

You nod, your face wet with tears, with your spit, and with the juice of Julia's and Tracie's pussies.

I come around behind you as CJ

settles down on the bed, pushing your face between her spread thighs and videotaping you as you eat her pussy. Tracie takes over the camera so she can get a good close-up of your ass as I violate it. Your hole is already wide open and slick with lube from Pandora's buggering, but my cock's much bigger so it's still going to hurt. I fit the head into your asshole and push. You groan into CJ's pussy as the head pops in.

I push hard, violating you in one

stroke. You have to struggle to take it all, but I offer plenty of help, holding your hips firmly as I shove my cock deep into you. Your body spasms with each stroke deep into your back door; soon you're panting and whimpering into CJ's shaved pussy. She growls at you to keep eating, and you follow her instructions, burying your tongue deep between her folds. She's going to come soon, and so am I. My harness holds a second dildo, thrust deep into my pussy, and the ridge of the one in your ass rubs against my clit as I fuck you. I pound your ass faster and faster as CJ grips your hair, warning you against slowing down now. When she comes, she looks at me, her mouth wide open in a smile, and my orgasm follows moments later. Tracie focuses the camcorder on your face as CJ pulls it out from between her thighs, showing everyone how juicy her pussy was.

I pull my cock out of your ass and present it to you for cleaning. When you've licked the strap-on dildo clean, you look up at me in terror, not knowing what's coming next.

Tracie hands me the camcorder. I

take out the cassette and hand it to Julia. "If my husband acts up at work, be sure to show this to the board of directors," I tell her. "I'm sure they'll find it very interesting."

"I'm sure they will," says Julia.

I smile down at your tearstained face.

"Especially since he'll be wearing

panties to work," I say. "Panties and a garter belt under that suit, every single day. You'll take him shopping tomorrow, won't you, girls?"

"Definitely," says CJ, giggling.

"Buy him some really sexy outfits.

Oh, and Pandora, bring Dan over -- I'm sure he'd like to see my husband getting the same treatment he does."

"Yeah," says Pandora. "I'm sure he

would."

"From now on," I tell you, "I'm in

charge. Me and my friends are going to do whatever we want to you, and you're not going to complain one little bit. You know what happens if you do?"

You nod, miserably, the humiliation

evident on your face.

I sigh and smile, my pussy throbbing

with anticipation of the many long nights ahead.
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Goldie's Palace by Tiffany

Gilmour

 

Rachel had always been an early riser. She and Jim got up and out of the hotel well before nine, taking a stroll the Quarter on their first day in New Orleans, savoring the feel of the early morning.

Well, "morning" was a relative term in New Orleans. It tended to run several hours later than the rest of the country, and made no apologies about it. Rachel decided they'd have breakfast at this cozy place she'd read about. It was called Goldie's Palace and had supposedly been there since 1926. It was said to have great food and amazing mimosas. Most importantly, it had a patio. The weather was gorgeous, and Rachel, a sun-worshipper, wanted to savor every minute of the beautiful day.

The patio was nice and empty. There were eight or ten tables out there, but no other patrons. That wasn't all that surprising, really, given the hour. Goldie's Palace had just opened, in fact. The night chill still hung on the air of the patio. Everything smelled moist. It would be hot later, but for now it was perfect. The patio was run-down but gorgeous in its own decrepit way. Vines snaked up the sides of the uneven brick walls on either side. Green sprouted up from every muddy corner, and numerous pots with aromatic flowers and small trees gave them plenty of privacy on the patio.

Jim wasn't sure if he liked or didn't like the fact that their waitress was so hot. She couldn't have been much older than twenty, and barely wore any clothes, being clad in just a tight pair of cutoff jean shorts and a tank top without a bra. Her perky tits didn't need one, really, but the tank top didn't do much to cover them up.

Their waitress's name was Britney; she was blonde and slim, with small, firm tits, and she had a sexy Southern accent. Rachel flirted with her shamelessly, and Jim couldn't be sure, but he thought Britney might be flirting back. He was mildly horrified. He couldn’t take his eyes off of either of them as they chatted amiably about their trip into town, about what they should see while they were here, and about what the weather would probably be like.

As the two women spoke casually, Jim was sure he saw Britney's eyes lingering sensually over Rachel's upper body. Jim was convinced there was more than casual interest in the young waitress's bright blue eyes. And who could blame her? Rachel was putting out loads of sexual energy. With her tight floral-print sundress half-unbuttoned --Rachel always wore it that way -- her tits were on display almost as plainly as Britney's; both women seemed to be putting their tits on display for a mutual admiration society. Rachel had a much bigger rack to admire, ever since she'd decided to get herself "augmented," as one of Jim's many "presents" to her. Jim, naturally, couldn't say no. He liked his wife bustier, but the few added cup sizes gave her another excuse to keep her body to herself. Jim hadn't been allowed to so much as touch his wife's tits in the six months since she'd come home from the hospital as a double-D. Rachel took pleasure in keeping them from him, though she showed them off at every opportunity -- not just to Jim, but to everyone. Just like she was showing them off now, to Britney, arching her back and tipping her body just so as if in invitation.

Jim struggled to follow the provocatively-toned conversation, trying to tell whether Britney was just flirting to get a bigger tip, or if she was really interested. After all, any number of well-heeled couples must come to the Quarter and get drunk and look for a girl for a threesome. Maybe Britney swung both ways. Maybe she wanted to fuck his wife. Maybe the two of them would do more than just flirt; they'd flirt, exchange numbers, meet up later and maybe, if Jim played his cards right, the pair would allow him to watch...

A vivid image filled his mind, of his wife locked in congress with the hot young waitress. Jim instantly regretted that thought; his cock gave a painful throb in its chastity tube. He must learn not to think like that.

Besides, what the hell was he doing thinking dirty things about some barely-legal waitress? Britney couldn’t be much more than twenty years old, Jim thought. Rachel was only twenty-eight, so that made it kind of okay to flirt with her...even to fuck her, he guessed, if it were ever to come to that.

But Jim, at forty, felt like a dirty old man trying to steal glances at Britney's half-exposed tits with their hard-peaked nipples, let alone her camel-toe and perfect butt in those skintight shorts.

The flirtatious conversation finally broke up, and Britney went away for a while as Rachel silently studied the menu, without comment. Jim certainly didn't want to be the first one to say anything about the flirty little waitress. He kept his mouth shut. Rachel did the same, seemingly taking pleasure in the agonizing gap of silence.

Britney came back to deliver their coffees. She and Rachel flirted some more. As Britney walked away again, her hips swaying and her butt wiggling, Jim noticed the "whale tale" of a cherry-red thong sticking up over the waistband of her tight jean shorts. He couldn’t help staring. The girl's ass was gorgeous.

"You're looking at her," said Rachel flatly. "I know she's hot, but try to keep your dick in your pants, darling. Oh!" She mocked surprise. "That's right! You don't have a choice, do you?" Rachel toyed with the key in her cleavage, caressing it and stroking the silver chain on which it hung.

"I’m sorry, Mistress," said Jim. "She seems very nice."

"Don't be sorry," said Rachel. "And don't say she seems nice. I know what you're thinking, husband. There in that sick mind of yours, I bet she and I are already in bed."

Jim blurted, "No, Mistress! No, I swear."

"Don't play games, slave. I know what a pervert you are. But what surprises me is that you'd want me to be with something so sweet and inexperienced. I doubt she's a virgin, but she probably hasn't eaten pussy before. Do you think that hot little slut is even legal?"

Jim's face was red. He could feel it getting hot.

"Cream in your coffee, dear?" Rachel asked him, obviously savoring the moment of cognitive dissonance. It came quickly, like so many similar moments lately, when Rachel switched from the horrible bitch-hag from hell to the dutiful wife in a matter of microseconds. It was that mercurial nature that made Jim her slave, whether he liked it or not. And he liked it...most of the time.

Right now, he wasn't so sure. He tried to relax and took a deep breath of the floral air on the patio. The whole place smelled sensually pleasurable, which Jim appreciated. It was something to take his mind of the way Rachel kept teasing him mercilessly. He loved it and hated it, the way she never let up on him now that things had changed between them. It had been years since he'd gotten this much attention from his wife; in fact, maybe he'd never gotten so much attention from her. Not even when they were dating. She'd never been anything like this turned on to him before, ever. Now that he had to do everything she said, things were different.

"Would you fuck her?" asked Rachel. "If I got her interested, got her to come back to our hotel room, and ordered you to?"

Jim was shocked. "To--what?" Jim gulped. "To do what, Mistress?"

"If I ordered you to fuck that," she said, her eyes darting toward Britney, who was just then bringing their waters. Her nipples were hard. Her hips swayed as she walked toward them. Her shorts hung so low that Jim could see plenty of what passed as curves in such a slender young thing. "Would you tap that if I gave the order, Jimmy?"

"No, of course not," Jim hissed. He couldn’t stop blushing as Britney came toward them. The waitress put down their waters.

"Have y'all had enough time to look at the menu?"

"Y'all," purred Rachel. "I love it!"

Britney laughed, slightly embarrassed herself.

Rachel put her hand on the waitress's arm and squeezing.

"I'm sorry," she said. "That's so rude of me. I just love New Orleans."

"NO problem," said Britney, clutching Rachel's arm right back. "I get it a lot, I guess. So, did y'all decide?"

Smiling and laughing, Rachel picked up the menu and ordered for both of them. Bacon and eggs for her; an egg-white scramble for Jim. Jim stewed a little, glaring at Rachel. He'd hoped that since they were on vacation she'd let him order for himself for a change. But why should things be any different now? More importantly, why should Rachel be more permissive now that they were in the rarefied environment of their vacation?

"Great," said Britney, jotting their order down. "Anything else to drink?"

"I'll have a mimosa," said Rachel. She noticed the look of horror on her husband's face. She shot him a wink. "Tell you what, bring one for the husband, too. He needs to relax. I know it's early, but we're on vacation."

"Hey," said Britney, a little flirtatious herself. "You don't have to tell me! Drinking's twenty-four hours around here!"

As Britney's butt wiggled its way back into the restaurant, Jim tried not to look at it. But he couldn't suppress one desperate, guilty glance -- and Rachel caught him at it. She smiled. He'd counted on Rachel watching Britney's unbelievable ass, not watching him. He'd miscalculated.

"This is going to be a very fun vacation," said Rachel. "Especially if you plan to disobey me."

"Wait, what?" gasped Jim. "Mistress, I'd never disobey you."

"Bullshit," said Rachel happily. "You just said that you would. If I brought home that cute little piece of ass, I mean if I brought her back to our hotel room, you said you wouldn't fuck her, even if I ordered you to. That unbelievable ass, and you wouldn't put your sad little thing in her. What kind of monster are you? I've got to punish you."

"No, Mistress! I didn't, um..." Jim groped for words. "I guess I didn't understand the question. I was just saying...you're all I want, Mistress. You're every woman I could ever need."

Rachel made a disgusted sound.

"Disobeying me and lying about it. That's even worse."

"Why does it matter?" Jim said, with an uncharacteristic boldness. "She's flirting with you, but she'd never be interested in me. Would she?" He tried to drop the question as if it were no big deal, but he wasn't good at that. Rachel saw how desperately he hoped for an affirmative response.

True to her emotionally sadistic side, she refused to give it to him.

"That's not the point," Rachel said. "Would you or would you not put your thing in that sweet little teenager if I talked her into it and then told you to fuck her?" Rachel smiled delightedly. "Ordered you to fuck her." She shrugged. "Assuming she's legal. I guess nineteen. Of course, I'd ask first. So...would you fuck her?"

Britney came back out with their mimosas. Jim tried not to look at her tits, but they were pretty hard to ignore, hanging out there like that. After she'd put their mimosas down, Jim reached for his, and Rachel snatched it away.

"Nope," she said. "Not until you answer the question. Would you fuck that or not? If she wanted it. If I got her drunk enough to want it...from you. And if she's eighteen or older. I'm pretty sure she is. Well? Don't keep me waiting!"

Jim gulped nervously. He thought about his possible responses. He knew all too well that the wrong answer could get him in plenty of trouble.

He finally said, "Yes, Mistress, I guess I would. If you ordered me to."

Rachel made a disgusting noise.

"Pig. You're a dirty old man. She's a teenager, probably! I guess she could be twenty, but that's not much better!"

"I know, Mistress," Jim said, blushing. "But...if you ordered me to--"

"You'd just cheat on me, like that?"

"If you ordered me to--" gasped Jim.

"If you told me--"

"Just like that? You give me a fight when I make you take out the garbage --don't you roll your eyes like that, Jim, you know that I had to strap-on fuck you the last time you didn't take it out!"

"I just forgot, Mistress!" Jim whimpered pathetically, remembering the hard, deep, rough fuck that his wife had given him in punishment for having forgotten the garbage on the rear landing.

"That's no excuse," said Rachel, smiling wryly. Jim could tell his wife was partially toying with him, but that didn't do him any good. He knew all too well that whenever he gave her the slightest reason, she would use it to dole out a punishment.

Jim knew better than to argue. Whatever Rachel wanted to do, she would do. He had little choice but to sit there and take it.

Rachel looked at him considering what her husband's punishment should be. Her full, sensuous lips twisted into a smile. Jim could tell she'd thought of something. Her lips were plumper than they'd been a year ago; he'd bought her those, just like he'd bought her the tits. It was an expert job, though; you couldn't tell they were fake. She just looked like someone who had the most perfect, most deliciously fuckable mouth on the planet.

Jim regretted that thought even more than the mental image of his wife making love to the waitress. His cock swelled in its chastity tube. He felt the sharp spike at the tip digging into his pisshole and stretching it. As his wife reckoned it --with a little help from her custom "armorer" at Master John's Leather in the city -- that was the sign that Jim had reached significant tumescence. The pain was intended to drive the point home to him that he needed to be a good boy. The pain was there to remind him that his little cock was owned. Letting it get hard without his wife's express permission earned him this pain. He deserved it. He deserved it, and it was supposed to serve to remind him of where his mind should be: on pleasing his wife, not on pleasing his sad little dick.

It didn't work. Jim ran through those wicked words his wife had repeated to him again and again in bed -- and elsewhere. It read like a script printed directly from his darkest fantasies. Thinking about them pushed his buttons. Jim felt more pain as his cock tried to grow erect and encountered the immovable force of his chastity tube.

Rachel lifted her husband's mimosa to her full, sensuous, kissable, fuckable, collagen-plumped lips. She drained it in one deep gulp, leaving a lipstick ring on the rim. She smiled and lowered it...lower than before. Lower than the table.

Rachel's back was to the patio door. She glanced over her shoulder. The coast appeared clear. She turned around, looking at Jim.

"Tell me if Britney the Waitress and my future girlfriend -- or anyone else --comes out of that door. Tell me right away, and do it discretely."

"Why, Mistress?" gasped Jim, terror gripping him.

"Don't ask dumb questions," she said. "You'll find out soon enough."

She wiggled her butt to the edge of the metal chair. She spread her legs wide and pushed forward still further, until she was almost off the seat of the chair, nearly crouching against the table. She lowered the now-empty champagne flute in between her legs. With her other hand, she lifted her skirt -- not that there was far to lift it, the thing was so short -- and pulled her panties to the side.

"Wh-what are you doing, Mistress?" Jim gasped. "No, you're not going to--"

"Aaaahhhhhh," sighed Rachel, just as a faint liquid sound erupted from under the table. Jim's wide eyes dodged from Rachel's face, to the door, to her spread knees, to her face, to the door, to her face, to her knees, and back again in a desperate ocular ballet of terror and furtive excitement. Rachel's face was peaceful, the champagne already relaxing her, maybe, or maybe she was just letting it all hang out. She was on vacation, after all.

Jim heard the sound of the flute filling up. He felt panicked. He looked from his wife to the door and back again. Fuck, she was gorgeous...

"You're looking at my tits," said Rachel firmly. "Look at the door. Coast still clear?"

"Yes, Mistress," said Jim miserably.

The wet noise drew down to a trickle, then came to a halt. Rachel reached over and seized Jim's napkin. She wiped with it as she brought the now full champagne flute up to the table and put it in front of Jim.

"Drink," she said. "All of it. Now."

Jim whimpered: "Mistress...why?"

"Because I say so," said Rachel with obvious pleasure. "I'm sorry, are you the one in charge here? I don't remember signing a slave contract, did I? Oh, wait...yes, I did! Except that my name was on the owner line. Did that change, Jim?"

"No, Mistress, I just--it's -- what if she comes back out?"

"Then she'll see you doing something extremely humiliating," Rachel said. "That'll probably kill my chances of getting a date with her," she added wryly. "If that happens...I won't be happy. I'll have to find someone else to play with. Did you know the population of New Orleans is more than 60% African-American? There are some cute bellboys at our hotel..."

Jim glared at his wife, not sure whether to be furious or gratified. Hadn't he asked her to grant him no limits? Hadn't he begged her to take complete control?

He had...and so much more. She knew how hot it made him to think about her with another man, particularly a black man. She liked to tease him with it, but she wouldn’t go all the way. Or would she? They were in New Orleans...

Jim felt fear rising up inside him. If Rachel found "someone else" to "play" with, Jim sure as hell didn't want it to be a guy. The thought of his wife with the hot blonde waitress was torturously titillating. It started his jealousy flowing and made him afraid. But the thought of her with a stranger...a black man...some random guy she'd picked up on the street...

....that thought made Jim's cock swell fast, to the point of pain. It didn't just make him jealous the way it did to think of Rachel playing with Britney. It absolutely terrified him.

Jim said miserably, "You're serious, Mistress?"

"Drink it!" she said, her voice suddenly sharp. "Before that hot little piece of ass comes out here! Or else." Rachel added the last part with a buttery voice that made Jim understand just how far she might go to punish him if he resisted her on this.

Jim picked up the champagne flute. It was warm from the outside. He looked at the frothy, pale liquid. He smelled the aroma. His mind and spirit rebelled against the thought of drinking it. He braced himself to deliver an impassioned plea. He'd promise his wife anything -- anything -- other than this. He couldn't accept this humiliation. He would beg her for mercy.

Jim looked into his wife's eyes. They were cold and hard, the way he'd implored her to be with him. Jim understood he would receive no mercy. There would be no quarter if he begged.

Just then, Britney appeared in the door, with their food. She wasn't distracted, not looking at the table as she wiggled her cute butt toward their table. When Jim saw her, he panicked.

He lifted the champagne flute to his mouth. Without giving himself time to think, he drank it all down. He hoped the quickness of the gulp would make the aromatic liquid pass without his having to taste it or smell it.

It didn't. The smell and the taste hit him all at once. His throat seemed to close up. His stomach rebelled. In a split-second, he forced himself to open his throat wide. He thought about it being the same sort of action he did when Rachel strapped on a dick. When she didn't gag him first, she usually made him suck cock before shoving it into his ass. Rachel considered "suck cock" as a kind of euphemism for Jim opening wide and letting her fuck his face.

It had taken Jim a long time to learn to deep-throat. Rachel took pleasure in teaching him. When she face-fucked him now, he routinely opened wide. He could deep-throat even the biggest of her strap-on cocks. Maybe not easily, exactly, but he could do it.

He opened wide now, willing his gag reflex to disappear. It was the quickness of his action that made it relatively easy to do. The body-warm liquid had flowed down his throat before the smell and the taste hit him.

Jim lost it. He felt his stomach seizing. His throat spasmed, growing tight. He couldn’t breathe for a second. He put the flute down and gripped the table. HE felt dizzy. The smell was all over him. He choked on it. It filled his mouth and his throat. He heard the sound of water pouring. He heard ice clinking.

"Drink it down," Rachel told him, pressing the champagne flute into his hand. "Wash it down, now." Rachel leaned over the table so she could guide him, almost force him, to drink the water all at once.

Jim obeyed her, feeling the cold water against his lips, his tongue, his chin. He spilled. It dribbled. Rachel held onto him, making him drink whether he liked it or not.

The cold water was gone before Britney put down their entrees. She said: "Bacon and eggs, over medium, wheat toast, potatoes...and plan egg-white omelet...Wow, you really drank that mimosa fast!" The flirty waitress seemed shocked at how quickly he'd drunk his mimosa. "You want another one?"

"Yes, I think so," Rachel said. Jim was overcome; he couldn’t respond. The rush of cold water and ice had made the taste stronger, not milder. It made the smell seemed to roll up the back of his throat and fill his nostrils. HE couldn’t smell anything else.  He couldn't taste anything else. His wife was all over him, in him. Her warmth swelled his belly and closed off his throat, making the coolness of the ice water vanish in a rolling wave of aromatic heat.

Britney cleared the champagne flute.

"Can I get you anything else?" she asked.

In response, Jim just looked meekly and shyly at the hot waitress half his age. She wasn't looking at him, though. She looked at his wife.

Britney and Rachel held the look for a very long time, he thought. Britney had her back arched, her tits thrust out invitingly. Rachel did the same. She'd undone another button. Both women's nipples were obvious, standing erect through their clothes.

"I think we'll think of something," Rachel said, her voice warm and sensuous. "But right now, I think we're okay. Oh! Don't forget, we need another mimosa."

"Right," said Britney. "I'll bring that right out."

"Bring two," said Rachel, lifting her own to her lips for a sip. She hadn't even started it yet, but Rachel drank fast. "I'll be done with this one soon." She said smoothly, as if she'd planned it all along:

"I hate to seem like a lush. Do you drink?"

Britney looked a little embarrassed. She seemed not to notice, or not to know, or not to mind, that the personal nature of the question would have been rude to most other people. But Britney seemed almost proud to say:

"Next month."

"Your birthday?"

"Yep," said Britney. "I'll be twenty-one."

"Wow," said Rachel. "Do you plan to celebrate?"

Britney smirked and tossed her a suggestive look.

"Yeah, probably. I'll do something wild."

"Mmmm," said Rachel. "Sounds fun."

"I'll have those drinks right up," said Britney. She paused, like she didn't want to go. "Can I get you anything else?"

Jim stared at her tits. His cock throbbed. Hadn't she just asked that? Was the waitress trying to make him imagine her locked in congress with his wife?

Rachel didn't answer at first. Instead, Britney and Rachel just looked at each other for what seemed to Jim like a very long time.

Then, "We're great," said Rachel. "Thanks."

Britney disappeared. Jim stole a glance at her wiggly butt as she hustled into the restaurant. Rachel caught him looking. She saw his embarrassment. She winked at him.

"Eat up, darling. There's lots more where that came from."

She sipped her mimosa, smiling.

"Yes, Mistress," Jim said. He reached for his fork.
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Good Dog by Cara Coleman

 

She rattled the leash as she led him out of his cage into the living room. The feel of the collar around his neck was tight, the leash going taut as he struggled to keep up with her -- crawling on all fours, the carpet abrading his knees and palms.

She was nude except for her boots --high-heeled, black patent affairs that came almost to her knees. Down low as he was, he could smell her sex, ripe and musky and close.

She stopped in front of the arm chair, turned to regard him. "Stop!" she said firmly. "Sit. Stay."

He obeyed, sitting on his haunches and looking up at her expectantly. He made a soft "ruff" sound. She bent forward and caressed his hair.

"We're not going for a W-A-L-K right now, Rex. You'll just have to hold it."

Rex uttered a plaintive whine, and she snapped her fingers. "Stop!" she said firmly.

He grew silent, staring up at her desperately. He had been in his cage for three hours, had eaten his dinner from a bowl without the benefit of hands, and licked his mouth clean while she watched him. He had lapped water from another bowl, his chin dripping. Now that water filled his bladder, straining it even as his cock hardened with each stern command she gave him.

"You're a very good doggy, so far," she said. "You've responded very well to your training. But do you know what a good doggy does for his Mistress?"

He cocked his head, looking blankly up at her; he knew better than to respond verbally or even to show any understanding. When he'd done that to her questions before, he'd gotten the newspaper across his ass. It still stung.

She smiled and sat down in the armchair, luxuriously sinking into the red velvet fabric. Her legs spread, she cocked her knees over the arms of the chair, revealing her trimmed pussy. She nudged her body forward until her ass was at the edge of the chair, her vulvar lips spread and her cunt glistening luscious in the candlelight.

Then she began to wrap the leash around her hand, slowly pulling her toward him.

She drew his face between her spread legs, cinching the leash tight and pressing his mouth to her cunt. Obediently, he began to lick. She moaned softly. When he began to gently suckle her clit, she snapped: "Bad dog! Lick!" and he returned to licking. Dogs did not suck. They could only lick. He licked obediently, rhythmically, as deeply as he could, from her moist entrance to her swollen clit. His bladder throbbed as his cock grew still harder. He licked fervently, and when he went too quick he got a gentle swat across the shoulder. Dogs had to be trained not to hurry. She moaned louder as he licked her more fully, drooling everywhere, servicing her with a canine whimper.

"Good dog," she cooed as her hips began to grind against him, pressing her sex more firmly against his face. "Goooood doggy...."

She was intensely aroused to begin with, so within minutes he had found her rhythm and was swiftly bringing her toward orgasm as his cock pulsed in agony. His bladder full, all he could think of was servicing his Mistress so she would take him for that precious W-A-L-K, allowing him to relief himself.

She snuggled herself down further on the chair, tightening her grip on the leash. "Don't stop," she said breathlessly. "Don't stop, little doggy....oh!"

Then she came, and he lapped at her enthusiastically as he listened to the cries of her orgasm. Her back arched and she squirmed, her thighs coming together around his face as she pumped her hips. He rode her obediently, taking her to her peak and then feeling her relax under him.

When she was finished, she pushed him back, away from her sex. His mouth dripped her juices. She leaned back in the chair and smiled at him.

"Ready to go for that W-A-L-K now?" she asked.

He knew better than to respond directly: instead, he yipped and reared back on his haunches. But he knew there was no way he could relieve himself with his cock as hard as this. With a smile, she seized a rubber glove from the nearby end table and, deftly negotiating her grip on the leash with her left hand, snapped the glove onto her right.

"Roll over," she said firmly.

He did, his legs in the air, his cock standing straight as she came out of the chair and crouched over him. Her rubber-sheathed hand wrapped around his cock and he yowled, almost forgetting himself with a moan as she stroked him once, twice, three times very, verrrrry slowly -- then began pumping him faster as he approached his release, his bladder pressing painfully the whole time.

When he came, he almost called out from the pain of his pleasure forcing its way past his swollen bladder. But he remembered himself at the last minute --and barked.

He barked and howled and rolled back and forth on his back as he shot his come onto his hairy belly. Crouching, she smiled and finished him off.

"Good boy," she sighed. "Good doggy. Come on. Time for that W-A-L-K."

He obediently got back onto all fours, not even caring that as he did, he dripped cum all over his carpet. His cock still hurt from the pressure in his full bladder. She unraveled the leash and began to lead him through the house.

As she led him toward the front door, he felt a sudden wave of fear and shame, and responded with a plaintive whine. Even spent as it was, he could feel his cock stirring with the fear that she would make him pee in the front yard.

She chuckled, as if reading her pet's mind. She took a right turn at the kitchen and led him toward the back door.

"Don't worry," she sighed. "I don't think the world's ready to make friends."

As she led him into the chill of the back yard, toward the bushes, she laughed again.

"Besides," she said as he lifted his leg next to the foot of the azalea tree. "I didn't bring any bags."

His canine face turning red, he let himself go, a hot stream into the thick underbrush through the tightened channel of his painfully softening cock. His Mistress watched as he went, her face bearing a luxurious expression of abject pleasure and pride.

"Good dog," she sighed as he went. "Gooood dog."
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Here Comes Somebody by

Nova Thorne

 

Hank and Madeline were making out in a men's room at the rest stop on I-205. Hank was down on his knees, his sweats pulled down to his ankles. He could feel the wet piss on the floor. It was filthy. It stank. His hard cock tented his panties.

Madeline sat on the toilet, her stretch pants pulled down so her husband could smell her wet pussy. Even over the lingering piss-smell of the unclean bathroom, her pussy smelled strong. Now and then, she would finger it and moan softly between deep kisses, thrusting her tongue into her husband's mouth.

Beside them, there was a hole in the plywood partition. The edges had been wrapped with duct tape. It had not taken Hank long to figure out what the hole was for; his wife got off regularly to glory hole porn. She knew how crazy it drove him. She knew what he'd do, after two months of chastity, if she promised him she'd let him cum this time, before tucking him back in his chastity tube.

He'd do anything.

The couple had been there for ten minutes. It was an out-of-the-way spot; Madeline had figured from the start it could be a while before someone showed up. But wasn't this longer than usual?

The door of the men's room creaked open.

"Oh! Listen! Here comes somebody," said Madeline. Then, in a much softer whisper, right into Hank's ear, she purred:

"Let's hope whoever he is... he wants head."

Hank said softly, trembling: "Yes, Mistress."

The footsteps grew closer. They were heavy, like trucker's boots. There were plenty of sleep-in-cab trucks parked outside. It would be no surprise if this guy was a trucker.

Hank hoped the stranger would go into one of the other stalls, rather than one of the two adjacent to theirs. Maybe the guy just wanted to take a piss, right?

But Hank didn't think so.

Hank realized he was not as averse to the idea of sucking cock as he had been when this thing had started. Two months of chastity had really worked magic on him. He was resigned to the doom of having to suck cock to please his Mistress. He was so resigned, in fact, that he was starting to want it. To really want it.

After two months, Hank was incredibly horny. Even sucking dick sounded hot to him. Anything to get head of his own, or a handjob, or even just permission to jerk...

The stranger stopped outside the stall next to Hank and Madeline's. Madeline poised there on the back of the toilet, locking eyes with Hank, growing increasingly excited as the moment of truth came. The stranger seemed to pause, deciding whether or not to enter.

He took the stall next to them.

Hank and Madeline listened --Madeline's facial expression growing positively joyous -- as they heard the trucker unzip, heard the sound of a belt buckle hanging free.

Hank saw the guy had big, black trucker boots, all right. Lace-ups. They were enormous. Like other parts of him, Hank saw as he peered through the hole. He got a glimpse of the guy's big, brown cock; even soft, it was huge.

Hank saw the glisten of piss in the flickering overhead light. He heard the sound of a heavy stream hitting the bowl next door.

The trucker pissed for a very long time. When he finished, he shook off and flushed.

He didn't put his dick away. Hank could see him a little, through the hole. The guy seemed to be holding his dick.

Stroking it.

Madeline looked into Hank's eyes. Her smile broadened as the guy stood his ground, stroking his dick Hank saw it stiffen. He felt his panic mounting.

Then the guy leaned up against the partition between them.

He put his cock through the hole.

Madeline's hand darted out and grabbed the stranger's big cock at the base.

"Go to work, slave," Madeline whispered. She pushed Hank's head down toward the hole.

The guy's cock was indeed huge. Huge and uncut. Madeline pulled back his foreskin, exposing a funky head that glistened with pre-cum and maybe with leftover piss. He hadn't shaken off very well.

Hank moved his face close. He took a deep breath.

The stranger's crotch was unwashed; he had been days on the road, it smelled like.

Hank felt Madeline's hand on the back of his head. The guy had a very thick foreskin and a very ripe smell. His cock was dark... on the brown side. He was black or Latino. Hank took one tentative lick and tasted the ripe, musky flavor of long-unwashed cock. He recoiled.

Madeline's sensuous lips were against his ear.

She said: "Come on, baby. Don't you want to cum?"

Hank did want to come. He whimpered, looked at her.

Madeline looked in his eyes, then kissed him, as if to show him that she didn't mind the taste... why should he? She kept her hand around the base of the guy's cock, jerking it gently, holding his foreskin back so the smell wafted off of the head with some intensity.

Madeline's lips returned to Hank's ear. She whispered sensuously:

"Come on, baby. I know you want it. I know you want that cock. Don't you? Don't you want cock? Just like the hot little faggots in those porn movies you love?"

With her hand at the back of his head, Madeline tried to push Hank toward the stranger's cock.

When he resisted, she said:

"And I know you wanna finally get that blowjob you've been begging me for..."

That's what did it. Hank let her force his head down, let his wife guide his mouth onto the stranger's cock.

He took it in his mouth and started sucking.

He gagged on the taste. The uncut cock tasted filthy -- far filthier than he'd expected. As far as Hank knew, his wife (who'd very much "been around the block" before they got married) had never even sucked uncut cock.

Hank sucked the stranger's dick nonetheless. He didn't have to like it. He just had to do it.

But once he got started, it wasn't that bad. He thought about the movies, where twinks would suck off a black stranger who stuck his dick through the hole. This man was as big as many of those cocks, though not quite as brown. Hank realized he'd always liked the uncut cocks in those Roadside Suckers scenes that Madeline watched when she masturbated. There was something dirty about them. He'd thought about how they might taste, and it turned him on. The reality was somewhat different.

But Hank got used to it. As his saliva cleaned away the filth of the man's unwashed, uncut cockhead, Hank started to relax and accept that he was sucking cock, whether he liked it or not. He was sucking cock to get his cock sucked. The thought of Madeline's glorious, highly-skilled mouth wrapped around his dick fueled Hank forward.

"Oh, yeah," purred Madeline in Hank's ear as he started really getting into it. Once he accepted that he was doing it... had done it... Hank didn't have to resist anymore. He just let himself become a cocksucker. The act was not all that disgusting, after all.

Once the stranger's taste grew milder, Hank grew accustomed to the feel of his big brown dick in his mouth. He had less and less trouble doing it. He didn't gag anymore. He sucked harder. He moved his mouth up and down on the stranger's thick shaft with increasing eagerness.

Madeline reached down and took hold of Hank's hand. She guided it up and wrapped his fingers around the base of the stranger's cock, where hers had been.

Hank let her. He even squeezed. He gripped the stranger's cock, holding back the foreskin to expose the big, swollen head.

He came away from it, looked at it, looked at Madeline. The filthy taste lingered on his lips and his tongue, but he didn't hate it. It had repulsed him at first, but... now, he felt weird about it. He found it almost sexy.

Humiliation flooded through him. He saw the excited look on his wife's face.

Madeline leaned in and kissed Hank hard. She shoved her tongue into his mouth. Hank surrendered to her kiss, letting her tongue explore him forcefully. He kept jacking the guy's cock while Madeline kissed him.

When their kiss broke, Madeline smiled at him.

She whispered, "Yummy."

Then she took a suck. Hank's eyes widened as she leaned down and started to work her lips up and down on the stranger's pole.

Hank didn't know whether to panic more about the fact that he'd just sucked dick and liked it... or the fact that his wife was now sucking dick and obviously loving it.

Madeline opened wide, deep-throated easily. Hank felt a rush of jealousy. How could she do that? He knew she'd been with men before him, many of them with considerably larger cocks. But that was a long time ago. How could she so easily swallow a cock of this prodigious size?

Hank did not have time to think about it. Madeline only made a few wet strokes down to the place where Hank's fingers wrapped around the base of the stranger's cock, almost taking him all the way. Then she came up for air, kissed Hank again, and pushed his face back against the hole.

This time, Hank didn't resist. He started to suck. He slurped, gulped and drooled all over the stranger's uncut brown dick, feeling the building thrust of the stranger's hips as he grew close to orgasm.

"Oh, yeah," purred Madeline. "He's gonna cum, faggot. Swallow it all. Swallow every drop."

When the first hot spurt of the stranger's seed started pulsating into Hank's mouth, he struggled to catch it so he could obey his mistress. He gulped down the first spurt, the second, the third... but the big trucker just kept on cumming. Cum overflowed Hank's mouth as his untrained throat rebelled against the unfamiliar taste. The trucker kept on cumming for what felt like minutes, as Hank fought to keep his lips clamped tight around the guy's cock so he could swallow it all, as his Mistress had ordered him to do.

Hank was unsuccessful. The big trucker's copious ejaculate leaked from the corners of Hank's mouth. The creamy liquid ran down his face and coated his chin. Hank kept sucking, pumping his mouth up and down on the spent shaft. He sucked the last spurts of jism out of the stranger's cock.

Then the big trucker withdrew and zipped up hastily. There was the heavy sound of big-booted footsteps. Perhaps ashamed of his quick "relief" in the men's room, the trucker was gone before Hank fully realized what he had done.

He'd just sucked cock for the first time. He'd sucked a stranger's cock. Hank had sucked a big trucker's dick, and he'd eaten his cum. He'd crossed a line.

Madeline smiled at him excitedly. Hank thought that he'd never seen her so happy.

Hank realized even though he'd tried to swallow, his face was still covered in cum. He started licking his lips and wiping the splattered jizz off his cheeks, licking his fingers. He could feel the cum running down off his chin.

He looked at Madeline, feeling ashamed.

He said meekly, "I'm sorry, Mistress. I tried to swallow. I tried to swallow it all."

"Like a good little sissy faggot cocksucker," growled Madeline happily, caressing Hank's cock through his panties. She came in for a kiss. Hank parted his lips to accept her seeking tongue -- but at the last moment, Madeline pulled back. She smiled.

"That's all right, sissy," she told him. "I'll help."

She thrust her tongue against Hank's cummy chin. She began to lick. She slurped trucker cum off of her husband's cheeks and chin.

Then she kissed him, shoving her tongue in deep... letting him taste what she'd licked, if his taste buds weren't already overwhelmed by the great quantities he'd already gobbled.

Hank obediently sucked at his wife's thrusting tongue, letting her kiss him. Her fingers ran up and down his shaft.

"You're a good little cocksucker," Madeline said. "Good girl!"

And Hank blushed.
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High Heels by Elizabeth

Colvin

 

I know it's about the high heels. I know that, but I don't care. Because they're my feet in them, and feeling you worship them is the same as having you worship me.

We go out for dinner at a nice restaurant. I wear a sexy dress, but not too sexy, because it's not the important thing. Neither are the pearl earrings, the make-up, or the way I wear my hair. What really drives you crazy are the heels, four-inch stilettos in red patent leather. I wear them without stockings, leaving my painted toenails exposed and my ankles circled by just the slimmest of shimmering straps.

You try to take your eyes off of them, but I won't let you. We get a table in the corner so I can reach out with my foot and delicately tease your leg. You glance down at them and I can see the effect the high heels have on you. Your face reddens and you keep glancing down at them.

When no one's looking, I slide my heels up the inside of your leg and nudge your cock. From the way you squirm, I can tell it's already hard.

After dinner, we go walking in the park, and I take care to walk delicately, nudging my hip against yours to draw attention to the clicking of my heels on the sidewalk. Your breath is coming short. Your eyes go from my feet to my face and back again. They always rest longer on the feet.

We find a secluded bench, somewhere no one on the street can see us. There are other couples walking, enjoying the warm, romantic night. City people walk their dogs, barely giving us a second glance.

If I told you to, you would drop down on your knees and worship my feet right here. But instead, I curl myself onto far side of the bench, one foot under me, and put my other foot in your lap. Your cock surges against my feet as you begin to caress me. Your fingers trace the contours of the shoes gently, finding the places where the straps touch my bare skin. I've always had sensitive feet, and I shiver with every caress. Lucky it's a warm night.

Every few minutes, I casually nudge my foot into your crotch, as if to reassure myself that you're still hard. You are, and every gentle touch I give you makes you want me more. I can see it in your eyes. I can see it in the way you look from my feet to my face to my feet, trying hard not to let your hips grind against me too much. When people pass by us, I ease my foot out of your crotch and let my foot rest on your thigh as you stroke it. Just a poor working woman, tired from a long day, getting a foot massage from her devoted boyfriend.

By the time I take you home, you're mad with desire. I tell you to make me a drink -- it's asking. really, but both of us know that tonight you wouldn't dream of denying me anything -- and I strip off my dress, sitting casually on the couch. I prop my feet up on the coffee table and look at you hungrily as you approach with my wine.

You don't even have to say it. You hand me the wine, drop to your knees, and push the coffee table out of the way.

My feet are so sensitive that it tickles as your tongue embraces my toes. But every stroke of your tongue sends a surge of energy directly to my cunt, and as you get more and more excited, you tongue me more enthusiastically. The dress now gone, I'm wearing only panties and a bra. Normally I would have worn a garter belt and stockings for a dressed-up night like this, but I wanted my feet naked under the high heels. You lick your way up to my calves, worshipping first one leg, then the other. Your tongue caresses the ankle straps, then licks down across my feet and savors the place where the leather cups my toes. You lick your way to the underside and begin to caress the soles.

As you lick the soles of my shoes, I set my wine on the side table and my hand descends into my panties. I'm wet -- gushing. My cunt throbs as I begin to rub my clit. I slip two fingers inside me and press against my G-spot. I return to my clit and rub in little circles as my excitement mounts. You move on to my other foot and hungrily devour that stiletto, too, taking a moment to lick up to my fleshy heel, pampered by today's pedicure. The feel of your tongue on my bare flesh brings a shiver to my body. I rub my clit faster. Then I lift my foot, and you know what I want.

As you take the stiletto heel into your mouth, swallowing it as if it were a cock, I whimper. I want more.

"Take your cock out," I tell you.

"Yes, Ma'am," you answer, your mouth coming off of my stiletto heel for only the time it takes to say it. You unzip your pants, take your cock out, and begin to stroke it. I can tell from the way you're breathing that you're very close. But you won't come until I tell you to.

I rub my clit faster, harder, feeling my orgasm approach. You hold my ankle delicately in your hand as I wriggle back and forth on the couch, my hips grinding involuntarily in time with your strokes as if I were fucking your face. Your mouth glides back and forth on the patent leather, your lips glistening with spittle. I cry out as I come, and in the middle of my breathy moans I tell you to do it.

"Come," I order. "Come on my feet."

Your mouth slides off of my shoe and you lean close to me, your cock pointed directly at my feet. I push them together so you can baptize them both at the same time. I see the effort on your face, your cheeks flushed with excitement. You let out a groan and your cock explodes, shooting come on my feet. The hot stream sends a pulse of energy through me, and you pump your cock until you've bathed my feet in your come.

You lick me clean as I sip my wine, smiling.

"Tomorrow we'll go shopping," I tell you. "I saw the most adorable set of pumps downtown."

"Yes, Ma'am," you tell me, and hungrily kiss my heel.
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Home from My Date by

Meredith Marshall

 

In the back of the cab from the stranger's place to home, I take a selfie. I'm surprised at how hot I look --especially my dirty face. The gooey globs dripping from my chin are sexy in such a weird way. It fuels my excitement; I push things further. I spread my legs, lift up my skirt and spread my legs. I take a picture with the flash. The cab driver glances back at me, annoyed. I run my fingers up and down my wet slit, feeling how smooth and swollen my lips are. My pussy feels raw and wet, dripping. The guy I met tonight really fucked the hell out of me. He came inside me three times, and I barely even asked his name. Rashid. It was Rashid. I'll remember that, but I don't really care. What mattered was the sex...and the fact that he was a stranger. I've never experienced such a thrill before.

But he won't be a stranger the next time he fucks me. He said he wouldn’t mind "meeting up" again. And we both know what that means. Rashid is my new boyfriend. His name may not have mattered tonight, but it'll matter the next time I spread my legs for him. It'll matter when I howl it again as he makes me cum harder than ever.

So that's why I call up the place where he typed his phone number into my phone. I select ADD NEW CONTACT. I add it. Rashid. He'll be getting some interesting pictures tonight, just like someone else I know.

In the meantime, though, I enjoy them myself. I flip back and forth between the two pictures on the little screen: my pussy, my face. Dripping cum, both of them. To my surprise, the second picture, the close-up of my sex, is pretty clear. It's washed-out from the flash, but the stranger's cum looks almost phosphorescent. The outline of dripping cum can be seen down my thigh. Big gobs of it are welling up on my smooth, swollen lips. Embarrassed. I run my fingers over it, mopping up the obvious wetness. I slip my fingers into my mouth. I taste myself, mingled with the stranger's thick, pungent, musky cum. It sends a ripple of pleasure through me.

I leave cummy fingerprints on my touchscreen as I send the stranger both pictures. Then I leave a few more smears and text them both to Mike.

I don't know which makes me feel naughtier, dirtier. I just know that after I've pressed "SEND" and I have a chance to reconsider, a ripple of pleasure and guilt goes through me. I shouldn’t be doing things like this. I shouldn't be taking dirty pictures. Let alone taking dirty close-ups of my cum-gushing pussy and my jizz-dripping face, showing off to my husband while another man's cum drips off of me. I'm a bad girl for getting turned on by this.

Quickly, trying not to think about it too much, I take another bold action. I send the pictures to Rashid to show him how he's marked me like an animal. Then I send them to Mike so my perverted husband could see how another man's soiled his wife.

And I do feel soiled. In such a delicious way. I've been soiled the way Mike's always fantasized I would be...by another man's cock, a big black man's cock, hard and raw and bareback as he dominated me. And I captured my filthy behavior, or at least the aftermath, for posterity. Hell, I could post it online if I wanted. It could go in my next personal ad...and with how good I feel now that a stranger has possessed me, I'm pretty sure there's going to be a next one. Maybe it'll have a few "personal" shots, if you know what I mean.

That's flat-out dirty. And I know that Mike is rock hard at this moment, drooling over the picture. He's never been happier; I know that. I've made him happy.

I give the driver a big tip as I get out of the cab. I feel the slimy wetness between my legs as I walk the path to the front door. These high heels make it hard to walk. With my skirt this short, I feel like I'm flashing the whole fucking neighborhood. I did when I left the house, but I wasn't as drunk then. Of course, I also wasn't dripping cum.

I look at the picture again as I hear the cab driving away. I near the front door. The picture glows in the darkness between the roadside and the porch light.

Mike hears me coming. He opens the door for me. The entryway's dark, but I see that he's wearing his black silk robe. His phone glows in his hand. His face is blank as he looks at me. I don't know what he's thinking. I don't know what I was thinking. Did I go too far? Have I pushed the limits past what Mike will accept?

My face turns seven shaves of red as Mike looks at me in the glare of the porch light. He sees what a frightful mess I am. The guy I met fucked me hard . He fucked me every which way...six ways to Sunday. He fucked my face. He fucked my tits. He stripped me naked and spanked me. He left my long blonde hair tangled and tattered. He even left my face dripping, telling me not to wipe it away. "Save it for your husband," he told me.

I did save it for Mike. It's ready for him. I can feel the cooling globs of cum on my chin. My dress is half-ripped, hanging limply off of me with the zipper broken. My tits hang out of it. My bra is gone; so are my panties. I'm wearing nothing but the dress, the high heels...and a stranger's cum.

I ask Mike: "Have you been a good boy, slave?"

To my surprise, Mike pulls his black silk robe open -- right there in the open doorway. It's a shortie; I can see his legs are shaved smooth for me, just like I told him I wanted. But I don't expect to find him in panties, his cock standing rock-hard and ready for me. His chest is smooth, too, his hard flesh silken and soft near the thick silver rings I ordered put through his nipples.

That's kinda hot. I didn't tell him to wear panties or shave his chest. My husband's anticipating my needs. I like that. Or maybe he's just a sick pervert. I like that even better.

I smile. I come in and kiss him. He recoils. He gulps, ashamed. I can see how submissive he feels. He fades back into the darkness of the entryway.

My hand finds his cock, gripping it tightly through his panties. I pull him toward me.

"No, slave," I tell him. "Kiss me right here, where the neighbors can see you. Taste his cock, now."

Mike says softly, "yes, Mistress." He lets me kiss him.

His lips feel full and waxy. I realize he's wearing lipstick; I just couldn't see it in the yellow porch light. I think he's also got eyeliner on, maybe even mascara for me. It's inexpertly applied, but it still turns me on.

I dig my fingernails into his cock and pull him harder against me. I shove my tongue in his mouth.

He whimpers softly, tasting the stranger's cock. I thrust my tongue in. I make him taste it more. Then I reach up and grab his hair. I'm so glad he still has a full head; there's nothing I love more than running my fingers through it.

I grip it tightly and tip my head back. I press his lips to my cummy chin.

"Lick it off," I order him. "Lick your bitch clean...like a dog."

Mike whimpers. He obeys. His tongue is hard and reluctant, at first, but it softens. I feel him lapping Rashid's slimy jizz off my chin. I feel a charge as he tastes it and responds with a tensing of his cock. I dig my fingernails into it and push him back into the darkness of the entryway.

I pull down my dress. It's half-off me already; with no bra, my tits are almost three-quarters exposed. With a heavy hand, I guide Mike's slurping mouth down to my tits. There's some cum down there, too, from when Rashid came on my face. It ran everywhere.

Mike licks it up. He moans softly. I feel his cock tightening with pleasure.

"Like it?" I ask him with a mocking tone.

He nods. He says, "Yes, Mistress."

"There's more where that came from," I laugh. "Down, boy."

He hits hard, first on his knees and then, as I shove him, onto his back. His big body sprawls on the cold hardwood of the entryway. I drop down on him, looking into his eyes in what little light I have. The whole house is dark, but a whisper of moonlight scrapes across his painted face as I land on top of him. There are pillows there on the little settee in the entryway -- silk ones, expensive. I reach out and grab a couple. I shove them under him.

I incline Mike's head to the perfect angle. I don't even bother removing my dress, at first. I just sit down on him.

Mike makes a desperate little grunting, gasping sound as I force his mouth open and push my wet cunt onto him.

"Lick, boy," I order him. He obeys. His tongue slips out and into my pussy.

My eyes roll back. I'm intensely sensitive. After the treatment my new boyfriend gave me, I almost can't handle this. But it's Mike who seems far more uncomfortable, every muscle in his body tight as his back arches under me.

I come down on him, harder, rocking my hips as his mouth opens wide for my cunt. I ride his tongue with increasing force, squeezing my muscles. I feel the fluid leaking from deep inside me. It runs down into Mike's warm, wet mouth as his tongue continues licking. I breathe harder. I'm starting to like it.

My dress is so torn, I don't bother with the zipper. I just pull it off, over my head. The fabric smells filthy. I toss it across the room. Naked except for my heels, I bounce myself firmly on Mike's face. I pinch his nose, almost smothering him. He licks deeper in response, coaxing more jizz from inside me. It pours into him, lots of it, rivers of cum leaking out. Every stroke of Mike's tongue brings a vivid memory of one of Rashid's strokes inside me, his naked cock fucking me deeper than Mike ever could....or ever would again.

I tell him: "That's what a real man tastes like."

"Yes, Mistress," he says when I let him get air. Then I'm down again, pinching his nose, almost choking him, riding his face hard. I can feel the flow really starting up; he's tasting everything, now. It seems to affect him once he realizes just how much cum he's going to be eating to night. He had no idea how far I would go.

Now he does.

I let him get me off once without ever letting him take a break. It's not too easy in that position, but oh so worth it. After that, I know I'm a hopeless case; Rashid wrung me out like a cumrag. If I cum again, it'll be a miracle. But that doesn't meant Mike will get off easy.

I lift my leg, swing it over, reverse my stance. I adjust the pillows to make sure Mike's face is properly positioned.

Then is settle down on him again, this time with his nose pushed up into my crack. I ride him hard, making him smell my ass even as I make him taste my pussy and Rashid's ripe cum.

When he's had plenty of that for a while, I lean my body forward. I reach down his body. I pull down his panties. His cock pops out, hard, willing and able. I lower my mouth to it, letting him feel my warm breath. His tongue works more eagerly into me. I bring my lips closer to his hard cock.

"Oh, you want this, don't you?" I tease him. "I bet you really want a blowjob! I bet you need one. You were a good girl all night, wearing your panties, touching your cock but never letting yourself cum while a stranger fucked my brains out, weren't you?"

He makes a grunting sound: "Yes, Mistress," muffled by the relentless pressure of my sex.

"Well," I purr. "Here's what you get, baby. Here's what you get for being a good girl."

I my fingernails rake over his cock while I grab his balls with my other hand. I dig my teeth into his cockhead, tightening my thighs mercilessly as I do. Mike tries to cry out, but I smother him hard as I torture his cock and his balls. I start to jack him off, painfully, working my fingernails over his shaft as I ride his face viciously. Of course, I never bite him or scratch him enough to break skin, but does that really matter? I'd learned how to hurt him as bad as a man can be hurt...

...and still make him cum.

Mike has been saving it for me. That much is clear. He blows his load easily, jetting it over my tits in warm, comforting streams. I rub it into my tits with one hand, using the other to keep jacking Mike past the point where it's painful. I feel him writhing under me, his cries of discomfort smothered by the weight of my cunt.

"What a good girl," I tell him. "Suffering for Mistress while a big, black stranger fucks me..."

I finally relent, lifting myself off of him. On my hands and knees, now, I poise over him, bringing my tits to his face.

I dip down over him, pushing my tits together and almost smothering him. I make a show of licking my fingers as I do.

"Which one tastes better, your cum or his cum?" I ask him, licking his cum off my fingers. "I think it's his cum, but what's your opinion? I want to know, because you're going to be a real expert..."

Mike doesn't answer me, but I feel his tongue lapping obediently at the creamy seed he's sprayed across my tits. His tongue works eagerly over my flesh. When I dip my nipple down into his mouth, he does marvelous things with it.

"Yeah," I say as Mike sucks my tits. "You're going to be a real expert at how good cum tastes...since I can tell you like it so much..."

Mike says, "Yes, Mistress."

I sit on his face some more, and find out how much he's learning to like it.
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House Rules by Michelle

Syrah

 

"Come on," Michael said, loud into

my ear so I could hear him over the music. "You can't pass this up!"

And I didn't want to. Michael and I

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

But Michael and I had found a place

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

Now, the mistress had finished with

the young stud and sent him away.

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

She was breathtaking -- a gorgeous,

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

Michael knows how much I love to

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

Michael pushed me gently toward

her. I walked forward as if in a dream.

Then the mistress snapped her fingers

pointed right at Michael.

"Him, too," she mouthed, her words

shrouded by the music.

We passed the safety monitor and

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

She had to bend forward and talk

right into my ear, loud, to be heard over the music. "I'm Xenia," she shouted.

"Lisa," I told her.

Michael didn't say a word.

"I'm going to play with you, Lisa,"

shouted Mistress Xenia. "Do you like to be spanked? Flogged?"

"J--just spanked," I shouted

nervously.

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

I nodded back at her, my pussy

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

 She put her hand on my shoulder and

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

Mistress Xenia pushed me down over

the spanking bench while Michael took the chair.

Then he pushed my face into his lap

and started to stroke my hair.

Mistress Xenia circled my wrists

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

The first blow came with her open

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

Michael was hard, too; I could feel

his cock against my face. I was so turned on I would have done anything. But I never expected to do what I did.

As Mistress Xenia spanked me,

Michael unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

Then he took out his cock and guided

my mouth onto it.

I felt a stab of fear -- there were strict

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

I wriggled my ass and Mistress Xenia

spanked me harder.

I could feel my pussy throbbing as I

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

Michael held my hair up behind my

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

But Mistress Xenia had more things

in mind for me.

I felt her fingers on my cunt, probing

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

She slid her fingers into me and

started to slowly fuck my cunt -- first two fingers, then three.

I squealed and tried to pull away, but

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

But Michael didn't stop. He kept

guiding my head up and down on his cock, and the taste of his pre-come in my mouth was like ambrosia. I suckled at it hungrily as I wondered where Mistress Xenia was.

Then I felt her body pressing up

against mine. Her thighs against mine. Her hands on my hips.

Her cock at my entrance.

I could feel the roughness of the

straps. She was going to fuck me. She had gone away because she was putting on her strap-on.

She teased my cunt open with the

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

When she entered me, I came -- right

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

Michael guided my mouth back onto

his cock, and I started sucking him in earnest, wanting his come.

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

I came again, even harder than

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

I felt the first spasm of his long shaft

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

My head was spinning; I was so high

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

Michael fastened his pants and the

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

Then she kissed Michael, too, and

pressed a card into his hand.

She put her lips to my ear and spoke

just loud enough for me to hear her over the pulsing music.

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

Her hand gently squeezed my ass,

making my pussy quiver.
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Knee Pads by Corey Sawyer

 

Peyton makes me wear knee pads when her boyfriend Cordell comes over.

Cordell is a big, handsome black man with a huge cock. He and Peyton have been together for six months; they're not monogamous, but they're certainly what I would call "serious." And that's putting it mildly.

If I ever had any doubt, Cordell makes it obvious what my wife really values in a man. She loves black men; she really loves well-hung men; and she really loves huge, muscular, well-hung black men who are extremely Dominant. Cordell is the exact opposite of me, her husband, a wimpy little pasty-white sissy. That's why Peyton loves to see me sucking Cordell's cock.

Cordell is 100% straight, of course. He's a real man, unlike me. But he doesn't mind letting me suck; with all the stuff Peyton's done to me, I'm practically a girl now, anyway. And Cordell really loves my wife....loves to fuck her, that is. He knows if he lets me "fluff" him for a while he and Peyton make out on the living room couch, he'll get a much better fuck out of her.

You see, my wife gets insanely turned on when she watches me sucking another guy's cock. She loves it even more when it's a really hard, rough, Dominant guy like Cordell--the kind of guy who knows that he's deeply humiliating me by letting me take his dick in my mouth and serve it. That's why Peyton has fallen so deeply in love with Cordell; he really "gets" her. He knows that the rougher he is with me, the more desperately my wife wants to fuck him. It's a simple equation. To my wife, the Alpha Male should get all the pussy, and she really loves giving it up to him.

As for me? I've never been an Alpha Male or anything like it. I guess I wanted to be one; that's why I married a submissive woman like Peyton, but I didn't know that under that submissive nature was a deep resentment of guys like me who pretend to be Dominant when we really harbor secret fantasies of deep submission.

If I'd been honest with her from the start, she never would have married me. If I'd known more about myself when I said, "I do," I wouldn't have ended up in this situation. But, as Peyton is fond of telling me, maybe this is what I wanted all along.

That's why Peyton started to fuck other guys behind my back--even before she found out how sexually excited I became when she cheated on me. Once she did, it was easy for her to up the ante and start bringing guys home to top her and fuck her right in front of me. And since Peyton only fucks straight guys, it was only natural to make me start wearing panties for her "dates." Then she started making me wear lipstick. Then she made me grow my hair. Then she started giving me boobies. By then, she owned me completely.

It's been six long months since I took my first hormone shot, and I'm barely even male anymore. But I'm not female, and Peyton won't let me become one--she doesn't want the competition.

Instead, ever since Peyton started to feminize me, I've started migrating to something in between male and female. I'm not just a submissive man, and I'll never quite be a woman. What I am is a cocksucking slut. The wet little thing I've got dangling in my panties doesn't matter. The only things that matter about me to my sadistic wife are the humiliated tears that pour from my big blue eyes when she makes me fluff other guys so they can fuck her.

Peyton fucks lots of guys.  Cordell isn't possessive; but Cordell's cock is Peyton's favorite way to humiliate me. She loves to make out with him on the sofa while I blow him. She loves to laugh at the long black tears pouring down my cheeks. Peyton loves to watch my face reddening when I look up from giving Cordell a blowjob to see his huge dark hand thrust between her pale thighs, his fingers disappearing into her cunt as he sucks her tits.

And Peyton really loves to hear me gagging as Cordell chokes me on his cock.

I've been getting better. My gag reflex used to be infinitely stronger than it is now. Peyton has trained a lot of that out of me with nightly use of her strap-on. Though she sometimes sticks it in both ends, she really prefers to focus on my "front hole," as she calls it. She likes to fuck my face roughly with her strap-on, and that helps me learn how to deep-throat her boyfriends better. I've learned to take deep breaths, open wide and relax my throat muscles. I've gotten so I can swallow cock pretty easily.

But Cordell is really huge. Even the biggest strap-on Peyton fucks me with isn't anything compared to his enormous cock.

What's worse, Cordell has got very big hands, and he doesn't let them sit idle. He puts his powerful hands to good use while I'm "fluffing" him.

Peyton's been making me grow my hair out. It's almost down to my shoulders. That gives Cordell a very nice handhold when I'm sucking him off, and he's not shy about using it. If I don't fuck my face onto his cock with enough enthusiasm, he just reaches out with one of his huge powerful hands and grabs my hair and pumps my head up and down like I’m a rag doll. He makes me take his cock deeper down my throat; he makes me swallow it all.

All the knee pads do is keep me from bagging the black fishnet stockings Peyton makes me wear. Peyton got tired of buying me a new pair of stockings after every "date." Now, I can wear one pair of fishnets for two or three dates with Cordell. My wife insists on being economical.

Mind you, she doesn't mind if she has to buy new stockings after every date. I mean, even if I kneel and suck for half an hour or even an hour, I'm just "fluffing." Cordell can last forever; he never gets tired of letting me choke on his cock. My cocksucking only stops when Peyton gets so turned on that she has to beg Cordell to fuck her. Sometimes she wants him to take her to bed. Other times, she's so hot that she can't even wait that long. She begs him to fuck her on the couch or on the living room floor, and Cordell always starts out by fucking Peyton doggy style. It's her favorite position; she loves how submissive it makes her feel. She's submissive to Cordell, of course, not to me. He does whatever he wants to her, and Peyton loves every minute of it.

Cordell isn't gentle when he fucks Peyton from behind, any more than he is when he fucks my face. He rides her roughly and really pounds her, slamming the bed or the couch into the wall. If he's fucking her on the living room floor, he can even make the walls shudder a little. He fucks her so hard sometimes I think he's going to bring the house down, but Peyton always begs him for more.

Whether Cordell does Peyton on the couch or the bed or the sofa, he fucks her so hard that Peyton's stockings always end up ripped in the knees. A pair of knee pads would really help, you know? Knee pads just like the ones that I wear.

But Peyton doesn't care. She says she finds it sexy when Cordell ruins her clothes by fucking her so hard. To her, buying a new pair of stockings for every date with Cordell is just part of the price of sex with a real man.

But I have to wear knee pads. Peyton insists on it. She says buying me new stockings for every date is a waste. "It's not like I need you to look all that pretty, darling. All I need you to do is kneel there and suck."

And that's what I do whenever Cordell comes over. But sometimes I wonder: If my wife hates competition so much, why does she make me suck Cordell's cock? I guess the answer is that I can't be Peyton's competition. Sucking his cock is just a show of submission. Yeah, sure, it makes my little dick so hard I leak wet pre-cum till my panties are soaked. But it's not like it's a sexual act. Not like when Peyton goes down on Cordell. When that happens, they make eye contact and Cordell caresses her face and says dirty, romantic things to her. He tells her how pretty she is and what a good submissive little cocksucker she is.

Sometimes I wish he'd say those things to me, but Peyton would never allow it. I'm not supposed to be treated like Cordell's "girlfriend." I wouldn't be, even if I were a real girl.

All I am is a knee pad sissy--kneeling and fluffing so I can watch Peyton get what she's always wanted:  real cock from a real man.

I'll tell you the truth though. Since Peyton never makes Cordell use a condom -- and she doesn't take birth control,--there are a few special days every month that I really look forward to. Peyton tracks her cycle meticulously, and she knows the days that she's fertile. That's when Cordell can't cum inside her. Instead, he fucks her in front of me, sometimes for hours, and when he's good and finished, she makes him pull out.

Those days, Cordell snaps his fingers and motions me over.

My little cock is always hard when I know it's a fertile day for Peyton. I know I’m going to get that special thing from Cordell that I've started to crave. Those days, I feel the sexy softness of my knee pads as I crawl across the floor. I plant my mouth around the tip of Cordell's pussy-wet cock and wrap my hand around the shaft.

I look up into Cordell's gorgeous dark eyes as I stroke him off. I feel his hot, delicious cum erupting into my mouth. I suck and I swallow. I take every drop, making eye contact with him. My eyes burn.

I like to fantasize that there's something more than just contempt in Cordell's eyes. I like to think that those gorgeous, seductive brown orbs hold something more than the disgust of a real man, a Dominant man, for a submissive cocksucking sissy like me.

I like to think he enjoys shooting off in my mouth and seeing how eagerly I swallow. I like to think he has some affection for me.

I like to think that he's having fond thoughts about me as he watches me lick his cock clean of my wife's musky juices. I like to think that it turns him on a little, the way I look up submissively as I lick his balls and say, "Thank you, Sir."

But I never know for sure. All I know is that after he cums in my mouth, Cordell always goes back to my wife. That's one of the things Peyton loves about him. He knows how to nurture her afterglow. He's amazing with the romantic post-sex cuddles.

So all I can do is kneel there with the taste of Cordell's cum in my mouth, and the succulent memory of its texture gliding down my throat. All I can do is kneel there with my fishnet-clad knees cushioned by humiliating knee pads and watch Cordell take my wife in his arms.

Those days, the tears that form in my eyes are a different kind entirely. They feel just as humiliating, but they don't come from my gag reflex, and they don't come from the humiliation of having to wear knee pads over my fishnets. They come straight from my heart.

I taste Cordell's cum and remain on my knees watching my wife with her boyfriend, trying to suppress my soft sobs of despair as black tears run down my cheeks.

I watch them and hope it'll soon be time to "fluff" again.
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Lick Deep and Drool by

Tracy Fox

 

"Hello there, driver," said Rachel Chandler, the new Mrs. Stanley Chandler, as she stuck her head through the opening. "What's your name?"

"Mitch," said the driver.

"Pleased to meet you, Mitch --ohhhhhh, yes!" The bride moaned. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her red-painted mouth popped wide open; she surged forward against the seat and some of her blonde hair scattered across Mitch's face. She moaned more shamelessly, growing obviously excited. Her cheeks were flushed. Her green eyes sparkled.

"I'm Rachel," she said. "Rachel Chandler, as of a couple of hours ago. Do you like married women, Mitch?"

Mitch had driven enough drunken brides to know he shouldn’t touch that with a ten-foot pole. Yet he just couldn't stop himself. Didn't want to, was more like it.

"Sure," he said. "If they like me. And to answer your question, yeah, like the heavy equipment."

"Really," gasped Rachel. "That's so --interesting, oh! Oh fuck, mmmmm. You don't mind if we get busy back here, Mitch, do you? It's a long ride to Napa."

"Not at all," he said, keeping his eyes on Highway 37 just exactly as much as was absolutely required. The rest of the time, he stared at Rachel Chandler's* tits, which were hanging out of her wedding dress. Mitch did like married women, particularly the freshly-married type. Sometimes they panicked and wanted to do something nasty. When that happened, Mitch was always happy to oblige. Rachel, however, seemed quite satisfied with her husband -- she just wanted Mitch to watch. And watch he did; his eyes roved over Rachel's creamy cleavage as her body undulated, hanging halfway through the partition.

"Not at all," said Mitch, risking his job to give her a little bolder answer. "In fact, I appreciate the show. It is a long ride to Napa. You and your husband do whatever you want back there."

Rachel's eyes had rolled back again. She gasped: "Oh, fuck! Fuck, that feels good! Deeper, darling!" That last part she cried out more loudly, so her husband could hear I, well behind her. Stanley Chandler didn't respond, at least not verbally. He just kept doing whatever he was doing.

And what was that? Was he fucking Rachel? Mitch couldn't see the guy's form behind Rachel. What was he doing to her? Stanley was a pipsqueak, but he wasn't that tiny. Could Stanley really be that much shorter than her that he could actually be fucking her, but Mitch couldn't see his face over Rachel's shoulder?

Mitch could feel his cock stirring, very much against his will. A few errant strands of the bride's veil draped across his arm, and she was close enough that he could smell her body, dominating the lingering perfume of whatever sorority slut had used the limo back before Mitch started at Brisingamen.

"I can close the partition, Ma'am, if you'd like some privacy," said Mitch, his cock poking uncomfortably against his waistband.

"Please don't," sighed Rachel. "I hope you don't think I'm a bitch, but it kind of turns me on doing it right here, where someone can see -- oh, yes. Right there, darling."

Mitch glanced, shocked, in the rearview mirror, but couldn't see anything more than the bride's pretty face-- and Christ! It was pretty -- and her mane of blonde hair wrapped up with a flowing white veil. Nonetheless, Mitch knew what was happening back there --something filthy, though specifics could be anything. Was the groom fingering her? Was she sitting on his face? Was he--

"My husband has his tongue up my asshole," she said pleasantly. "God, it feels so good," she sighed. "I love it when he rims me. I like his tongue all the way up there. So deep in my ass that it almost feels like he's fucking me." She laughed. "And that's how it feels when he fucks me, only not as good. Not so wriggly. He's not big, you understand. He doesn't have heavy equipment."

Rachel laughed joyfully. Mitch must have looked shocked.

Rachel asked: "I'm sorry, Mitch, was that too much information? I've had a few champagnes. I guess I'm not good at boundaries. I guess it's the kind of man Stanley is that makes me be that way. You know...girly, submissive, under-endowed. He's wearing panties right now. Was that TMI, again?" Rachel's hot breath hit the back of Mitch's neck. Her blonde hair tickled him. "I can close the partition myself, if you'd like. I'd be disappointed; I do love to show off. But-- oh, fuck! Oh, fuck, that feels good. I don’t want to make you see anything you don't want to see, Mitch. See, or...hear. Uh!" She moaned wildly. Mitch saw her body shifting; she shoved her ass up in the air. Now Mitch could see what was behind her, in the rearview: the fluffy white train of her dress, moving up and down as her hips pumped and her husband desperately tried to keep up with her. She was fucking her ass up and down against her husband's mouth, forcing him to tonguefuck her ass.

Rachel's arm slid through the partition as Mitch struggled to keep driving safely. Her lips touched Mitch's neck as her fingers slid through the gap between buttons in his tux shirt. She slid her fingers in deep and began caressing his nipple.

He felt her tongue, warm and wet, against his ear as she spoke. She asked him: "Would you like me to close the partition, Mitch?"

Mitch opened his mouth to say "yes" but just couldn't get the word out.

He kept glancing over to her, arrested by her stunning beauty and the filthy invitation on her face.

"No, Ma'am," he said. "Please don't."*

"That Ma'am stuff is sexy," she said. "But didn't I tell you earlier to call me Rachel? Oh! Yes, right there dear... deeper... much deeper... oh, yes."

Mitch was fully hard now, and his heart was pounding.     Rachel was biting her lip, her bright green eyes trained directly upon them.

He tried to focus on the road. It was a light morning on the freeway, and the road to Napa was clear. Most guests took their own cars for longer distances, but some did what the Chandler were doing -- rode the whole way. If Mr. Chandler had had as many champagnes as Mrs. Chandler apparently had, then it was a good thing they weren't the ones driving. And from the way she was acting -- well, she didn't seem drunk at all, just shameless.

"Oh!" gasped Mrs. Chandler. "Oh my God, fingers... I love fingers. And tongues. Hooray for tongues. And--"

"Ma'am," he said nervously. "I could really close this partition if you guys would like to, um..."

"Oh my God, aren't you sweet," sighed Rachel, never taking her green eyes off of his cock as she rocked back and forth. "You mean if we'd like to go all the way."

"That's what I meant, Ma'am, yes."

"That Ma'am stuff again. Is there a regulation against such things? Against my husband... putting... his cock... inside me, back here?"

"Absolutely," said Mitch. "There's a rule against any sexual conduct in the limousines."

"Does anyone ever obey that rule?"

"Almost never," said Mitch. "Except at funerals. Sometimes not even then."

"I don't want to break with tradition, but I can't, you see, Mitch. We don't do that. Ohhh..."

"I'm sorry, Ma'am?"

"Rachel," whispered the bride. She was rocking back and forth as her husband licked her. "Call me Rachel. We don't fuck, Mitch. Me and my husband. It's a... special arrangement. His idea, not mine." She laughed lightly. "Though I've learned to like it. Does that shock you? Oh --" She made a squeaking noise of pleasure. She leaned close. She said in a whisper, like she was telling him a secret, a filthy one: "You're rather hard, Mitch."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Mitch, shifting uncomfortably.

"Perhaps I can do something about that."

"Not while I drive, Ma'am," he grunted. "Please."

"Of course not," said Rachel. "But if you're interested..."

"I'm interested," he heard himself saying, his heart pounding.

"Would you like to hear the arrangement?"

He nodded. His cock throbbed and Rachel snaked one arm through the partition, reaching it down deftly to caress his chest through his too-stiff tuxedo shirt. She unbuttoned one button, slipped her hand in and caressed his nipples.

"Stanley is a cuckold," she said as she stroked him, her lips so close she could kiss and lick his ear between phrases. "Willing and eager. I don't fuck him; I fuck other men while he watches. It was all his idea, I assure you. I thought it was strange at first, but it's rather intoxicating. His primary pleasure in life is to be denied while seeing me satisfied. He does all sorts of things to me... pleasing me. You know what I mean?"

"I believe so," grunted Mitch.

"I completely control his pleasure," she sighed. "His tongue's so deep in my ass right now, Mitch, it feels incredible. And he's got three fingers inside me --my pussy, I mean. Fuck, I want something more. I want cock. I could cum right fucking now. Except I want to wait. Wanna know what I want to wait for, Mitch?"

As Rachel taunted Mitch, she made love to his ear and began loosening his tie, kissing his neck, pinching his nipples more firmly. She reached down for his cock, but it was just barely -- just -- out of her reach.

"Gimme," she purred, groping for his cock. "Please?"

"Ma'am, you're drunk. You probably shouldn't do anything more."

"Who fucks strangers sober?" laughed Rachel. "Fuck, I bet you're huge. How tall are you?"

Mitch frowned at her. "Six-four," he said, rounding down.

"Fuck," panted Rachel. "Just feeling his little tongue up in me and thinking about how huge you must be...you're proportional, aren't you? I can tell. I've fucked a lot of guys. Half of them right in front of Stanley -- you see, that's how he is. He's a little faggot. He even fluffs. If you want him to." In a lower voice, she asked: "If you want to fuck me, that is. Do you?"

Mitch frowned. "What do you think?"

"I think you haven't said no," she sighed. "You can if you want, you know. You can fuck me...however you want. You don't have a girlfriend, do you?"

"No," said Mitch. "But -- Ma'am," he said. "You're quite drunk. You should stop. This is technically against company policy."

"Technically?" Rachel laughed. "I should think it would be much more than technically against company policy. Doesn't it violate the letter and the spirit?"

Mitch said wryly: "Well, not the spirit, exactly."

Rachel smiled. "So you've done this before?"

Before Mitch could answer, she gasped, purred and squealed, rocking her hips so her ass was shoved back against her husband's face. "Oh, fuck, it's so fucking deep in there, Mitch! You see, I've trained Stanley to lick me just right. I've made him learn how to properly lick my asshole, because his dick's too small to satisfy me. But yours..." She groped for it again, but with her upper body in that awkward position, Mitch's crotch was hopelessly out of reach. "Have you done this before?"

"Done what before?" Mitch asked warily.

"Fucked one of your passengers," Rachel said. "Oops! I guess I just spilled the beans, huh? As to what I really want, I mean." She laughed. "Well? Do you want to?"

Mitch sighed. He decided to go for it. "Yes," he said.

"Yes, you've done it before, or yes--Oh! Oh, fuck, that's it, baby. Eat me out deep. Get me nice and wet, baby...mmmmm...." She let out a series of filthy moans as she worked her ass back against her new husband's face. "Do you like to fuck girls in the ass, Mitch?"

Mitch said, "yes, I've fucked clients before. Yes, I want to fuck you. And yes, I love to fuck girls in the ass. What man doesn't?"

"Certainly not my husband," Rachel purred. "He's fucking me now. He's just doing it with his tongue, because he's got such an eeny-weenie dick." Her voice got warm and suggestive. "I know you don't, Mitch. That's why I’m so fucking hot for you. You can put your dick anywhere you want," she told him. "Anywhere. I get filthy when I'm with a real man. Especially when I’m drunk. That was a lot of champagne," she told him. "I think I'd let you do anything. You could like....tit-fuck me....butt-fuck me...oh, oh, oh, oh fuck, Mitch, he's really getting me wet for you." At the words "tit-fuck," Rachel had started to work on the top of her wedding dress. A moment later, her huge, firm tits popped out. She squirmed a little bit further through the partition. Mitch felt her tits rubbing up against the side of his face. He kept his eyes on the highway. Thank god it was mostly empty.

A little further through the partition, now, Rachel was able to reach down and grab Mitch's cock through his tuxedo pants. It was rock-hard. She could feel how big he was.

"Should I tell him to keep licking deeper?" asked Rachel. "To get me all open and wet for your dick? Do you want to fuck me in the ass?" She shivered and purred: "In my wedding dress?"

Mitch smiled savagely. "We're almost to the B&B, Ma'am. You've already been checked in."

"Then we can go right to bed?" she asked. "You and me?"

She brushed her hard nipple against Mitch's ear.

"If you like," he said. "And to answer your question, yes. Keep your new husband licking you deep and getting you wet for me." Mitch's big hand slid its way up and stroked the new bride's pretty face. Then he lowered it to her tits and began to caress those seductively.*

"Did you hear that, Stanley?" Rachel Chandler called back to her new husband. "He wants my ass, darling. He wants it. Lick deeper, darling! Lick deep and drool."

Stanley Chandler responded in a muffled groan.

"Yes, Mistress," he cried from between her cheeks.

Mitch pulled the limousine into the B&B parking lot. The second the e-brake was on, he reached up and slid his hand into Rachel Chandler's wheat-blonde hair.

He guided her mouth to his. He kissed her deeply. She kissed him back. Their tongues entwined. Mitch tasted champagne: the complimentary brand that Brisingamen provided.

When their kiss broke, Rachel was panting.

"You really are huge, you know," she said, groping his cock through his tuxedo pants. "I don't know for sure if I can take it. In my ass, I mean, Mitch."

Mitch's hand tightened in Rachel's blonde hair. He grinned.

"You'll take it," he said.

Rachel's bright green eyes widened. She let out a happy laugh and kissed him again. Her tongue wriggled into Mitch's mouth, coaxing his cock into even fuller hardness.

"I like that," she said, squeezing his cock. "See that I do take it."

Mitch's voice was laced with deep sarcasm as he said, "Yes, Ma'am."

He held the door and carried her over the threshold into the Honeymoon Cottage. The new groom, his face wet with spit and juices, stumbled along behind them.
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Lingerie Shopping by Marie

Trompé

Marilyn took Jake on his first lingerie shopping spree the day after he sheepishly admitted his fantasies.

What Jake had said was that he fantasized "about maybe cross-dressing a little." But Marilyn was not the kind of wife who was interested in half-measures.

In Marilyn's opinion, their married sex life had always been mediocre at best, and she decided this was the key. It was time to take full control of her husband, and teach him to accept his new place in the marriage.

She took Jake to a trashy department store and led him around the store picking out thousands of dollars in low-end slutwear. She openly held items up to him and said, "I think you'd look like a perfect whore in this peignoir, don't you, darling?" She seemed to relish the way this made her husband's face turn red. It seemed to get her very turned on. It seemed to get her excited in a way Jake hadn't seen for years.

And it made Jake's cock swell visibly in his plain cotton slacks. That's how Marilyn knew she was on the right track, even though her whining husband kept begging her to stop. She didn't. In fact, she upped the ante.

Once Jake was loaded down with armfuls of cheap, sleazy lingerie, Marilyn French-marched him over to the men's department -- it's not like they could have a man in the women's dressing room, right? She made Jake enter the dressing room and try it all on. Unfortunately, since she couldn’t go into the dressing room with him, he had to come out and show it off to her where anyone could see.

Jake knew better than to argue with his wife. He had never been successful in doing so. Now that she had all those incriminating photos, she had even more control of him. Jake was at her mercy.

So Jake did as she said and tried it all on, his face red and his cock humiliatingly hard in the panties.

In the end, Marilyn picked out $3,400 worth of lingerie for him. At this particularly low-end store, that amount went a very long way. Jake ended up with a whole wardrobe of trashy, slutty lingerie.

It would come in handy, because the next day his wife threw away all his male underwear. Jockeys, boxers, undershirts, socks--they all went into the dumpster in their apartment building. Jake was going to start wearing feminine underthings full-time, Marilyn had decided. If he didn't like it, he could expect his family and friends to get an email with all those pretty pictures of him. Did he want to piss her off?

"N-n-no, Mistress," said Jake. "I'll be good."

And he was. Ever since then, he wears panties and fishnet stockings to work under his suit, along with short black socks that just barely cover the fishnets.

At home Marilyn insists that he never wear outerwear. He must be dressed in cheap, slutty lingerie, trashy high heels, and stockings. She also makes him wear a full load of make-up whenever they're at home together. Lipstick, eye shadow, mascara and blush must all be piled on heavily. She also started getting him waxed:  his legs, back, chest, ass, and crotch. It's a painful experience that Jake must endure monthly, but the benefit is that Marilyn loves to rub her body up against his smooth body right after each waxing. Unfortunately, that doesn't mean she plans to fuck him.

There have been many shopping trips since that first one. When Jake needs his wardrobe of sweet nothings replenished, Marilyn sometimes takes him to that same trashy department store. Other times, they go to the cheapest of whore shops where strippers buy their disposable slut costumes for work.

But Jake's not the only one who needs some sweet nothings. Marilyn has to go shopping for undies as well. But she doesn't buy trashy lingerie for herself. Instead, when she shops for herself, she goes to high-end boutiques on Montage Street, like Bonne Femme and Sudeniro. There, the prices are rivaled only by the snootiness of the clerks. She makes Jake come with her. The stuck-up bitches at the high-end lingerie stores think Jake must be a real catch--a great husband. They're very impressed that he takes his wife shopping so frequently. He acts the part of a dutiful husband, patiently holding Marilyn's purse and coat and letting her pile his arms high with "maybes" she wants to try on. He then obediently waits outside the semi-private dressing room while she tries on the most provocative lingerie in the store and parades it in front of him, demanding his opinion on how hot she would look getting fucked from behind while wearing this garter belt, or having a "real man" spooge on her tits in this or that push-up bra.

When she demands her husband's opinion on some hot piece of lingerie, Marilyn disregards it if it differs from her own, and she does it in the most humiliating way possible. She'll make a disapproving comment on Jake's virility, or lack thereof.

"What would a wimp like you know about pretty lingerie, darling?" she'll laugh, within earshot of the young, hot, stuck-up female clerks. "You haven't made love to a woman in years. If you had, you'd know how fun it is to take a nightie like this off of a woman. I guess I could demonstrate, but...why would I bother? You repulse me, darling. I mean...what kind of a man wears panties under his slacks?"

What kind of man, indeed?

Even though it's his wife who made him start wearing panties instead of jockey shorts, it's Jake who still puts them on every day. They both know some part of him loves this treatment. Otherwise, why would his cock bulge in his slacks like that? Why would it leak so much precum on his panties?

He wants this. He always has. He's always needed it. He loves Marilyn for giving him what he needed, but couldn’t understand that he needed.

It's true, and Jake can't deny it: He loves his wife. In fact, now that she femmes and humiliates him, he loves her more than ever. And he always will.
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Lucky by Naomi Taylor

 

"Excuse me, Mistress, may I lick your pussy?"

Claire was up with her ass in the air bent halfway over the bar; thank God the barstools were so fucking sturdy at this place or she'd have gone headfirst into a wall of premium vodkas. She'd climbed up halfway onto the bar not to pull a Coyote Ugly but to get the attention of the bartender, Dylan, who was completely engrossed in flirting with a cute boy in a sailor's suit.

Claire came down from the barstool and settled onto her six-inch stiletto heels, her disbelief and anger evident on her pale face. What the fuck had he just said?

The six-foot, jockey-clad male submissive who stood before her was lucky -- very, very lucky -- that Claire had been trying for a full ten minutes to get the attention of Dylan, The submissive was also very lucky that he had such an amazingly nice chest.

The expression of shock and outrage that passed Mistress Claire's face was actually a cover-up for the aesthetic pleasure she took in looking at the guy, and the relief she felt that she no longer had to worry about skeegy guys trying to pick her up, since one just did. He actually wouldn't have been that skeegy except for the pick-up line; beside the chest, he had a nice pair of muscular tattooed arms and... my word. Claire popped her eyes back up to his, and made them hard, an inspiration she'd gotten in ample measure from the front of his jockey shorts. My, how she did love tightie-whiteys.

"What did you say?" she hissed with practiced outrage.

The submissive dropped his eyes and lowered himself to one knee. "I asked if I could lick your pussy, Mistress," he said. "I know it's rude. I'm so sorry. But I've been trying to catch your attention for an hour--"

"Did I give you permission to kneel?"

The submissive's mouth hung open for an instant, and he said "I apologize for--" as he began to stand.

"Did I give you permission to stand?" Claire spat.

The submissive stood there tottering in mid-crouch, unsure what to do. She let him hover there for a moment, taking some pleasure in it. When his eyes raised to Claire's to beg direction before his impressive thigh muscles gave way, she snapped "Did I give you permission to look at me?" and he went back to one knee, shaking his head.

"Do you honestly think that cunnilingus involves licking pussy?" she asked.

He shook his head rapidly.

"What does a little bitch like you lick, then?" She cut him off when he opened his mouth, by hissing "One word!"

"Clit," he murmured. "Mistress."

Which, seriously, was the only right answer; if he'd said anything else he would have been kneeling in front of an empty barstool and the next day Claire would have been complaining to her friends about how fucking clueless guys are. The fact that he'd actually said two words, Claire totally let slide.

Claire stuck her foot out and poked the front of his tightie-whiteys with her pointy toe. She was somewhat dismayed to discover that her read on the guy a moment ago had been wrong; he had not, in fact, been hard. He was now, though, hard enough that the jock strap could not contain him, and he was quite amply breaking the rules by letting his swelling dickhead poke out over the waistband.

"Did I tell you to put that away?" growled Claire as he reached for his cock to shuffle it back into his underwear. He looked cowed and put his hands at his sides while she planted her butt on the barstool and teased his cockhead with the bottom of her shoe. As she rubbed, she could feel the grainy dirt on it from the floor of the bar --hell's bells, could this be any more unsanitary? that pleased her. She deftly teased his cockhead with one stiletto heel and smiled as he squirmed.

"What kind of a man asks that of a strange woman at a bar?" she asked. "Without introducing himself."

He opened his mouth to speak, and she snapped "Did I tell you to introduce yourself?" His face went red and he fell silent. She laughed and his cock swelled under the assault of her stiletto heel and her contempt. She could feel herself swelling, too, her clit engorging against the mesh G-string, which she immediately regretted wearing, because when they got sufficiently wet they felt kind of clammy... and they were exceedingly clammy right now. They got less so, their moisture gaining warmth, as she tormented the submissive's cockhead with her heel, making him sway back and forth and redden with discomfort and mounting excitement. She hooked the front of his jockeys with her heel and pulled them down to his balls, tucking them under and taking a moment to scrape the stiletto under them, forcing the tightly-cinched orbs on the far side of his waistband, leaving his cock pointing out invitingly and, more importantly, with staggering vulnerability.

Claire was kind of amazed she'd pulled it off; six weeks ago, she'd barely been able to walk in high heels; now she was performing complicated cock and ball torture moves with stiletto heels, all while feeling her heart pound with swiftly mounting arousal.

Every few seconds, she glanced around for bar monitors; they were not supposed to playing here, which was just one of the many things that made her so wet.

She planted her stilettos on either side of him, leaning forward both to shroud his exposed cock from any potential narcs nearby and to give him a look up her skirt, which did not react modestly to being on a barstool. In fact, the look on his face told Claire that he could see just about everything.

"Speak," she said.

He did not say anything. "I can't hear you," she growled.

"I’m sorry, Mistress," said the submissive. "I've... I've been watching you, and I wanted--"

"You already said what you wanted," Claire cut him off, taking great pleasure in it. "And I’m considering the offer, but I can't let a pickup line like that go unpunished. If I'm going to even consider it, first I'm going to have to make you pay for being rude."

"Of course, Mistress," said the submissive. "I--I'd--I'd like that."

She leaned forward, chuckling, and caressed his face, from hair to temple to cheek to throat and then hard with her thumb into his mouth, deep, forcing his tongue down, which made him whimper.

"I don't think you will," said Claire, and he went hot-red from face to chest to cock. He obediently sucked her thumb while she dug her nails firmly into the flesh of his throat. He whimpered some more and gagged a little when she pushed her thumb far enough back.

Oh motherfucking holy Hell she got hot when he whimpered and gagged like that. It was like a hot wave of angry need from her sex to the back of her throat, and the mesh thong felt clammy again, so clammy that she resolved to lose it almost immediately.

In fact, she'd been performing her final test of the courtship ritual -- five o'clock shadow test; if the fucker was anything less than baby smooth it would be a flogging at best, maybe a caning -- no way Claire was going home with razorburn on a friggin' Tuesday. Her fingers had caressed a face like silk or satin, but her thumb had found a tongue as warm and wet and supple as they came, with one added feature that would have been the deal closer if she wasn't already sold: a tongue stud, smooth and flat and heavy.

She had her hand out of his mouth in an instant, leaving a thin string of drool, was off the barstool and had her skirt up and her panties down, giving him (and anyone else in the bar who was looking) a glimpse of her smooth sex. Then she'd stepped out of them and spread her legs, which made her skirt crawl up and put her smooth, exposed sex right at face level. She bent close, caressing his face some more; she liked her clit so much better without the fucking mesh. "You want a taste of this?"

He knew, as she did, that they weren't supposed to play at the bar; but on a Tuesday, anything might happen, especially since Dylan was making out with his sailor boy instead of getting drinks or monitoring the bar area. It was evident from the way his eyes went bright and hungry, the way his mouth hung slack, that he was ready and eager to eat Claire's perfect pussy; the way his tongue lolled out when she hooked one leg over his shoulder and began to pull him closer told her everything she needed to know. Which was what gave her such perverse pleasure in planting her other knee against his shoulder. She held him well out of reach, but close enough to smell her, a fact attested to by the long deep breaths he was taking.

Claire had never been much for toys, really; she liked hands and claws and teeth most of all. But her ex-boyfriend Steve had purchased her the most wicked little toy, pleading the twin male prerogatives of being concerned about her well-being and wanting to know she could beat him up. She kept it tucked at the top of her right boot, lacing that side slightly looser. She snapped open the expanding baton and watched him go pale.

"What's that?" blurted the submissive.

She caressed his face with it. She tried to surreptitiously glance around to see if any bar staff were watching, but truth is she didn't care anymore; the fact that these things were illegal in this state only made her wetter knowing she was going to apply it to this cheeky stranger's ass.

"This is your punishment," she cooed, bending close to him, moving her legs to envelop him and letting her smooth thighs caress the sides of his face as she coaxed him closer. He grabbed the struts of the barstool and hung on for dear life. As she leaned forward her breasts popped out of her corset, and she grabbed the back of his hair to force his head back. She began to draw a circle around his face with one hard nipple, then the other, while she looked down into his face and savored the fear. "You want me to punish you, don't you?" she asked in a voice as rich as chocolate. "After all, I don't even know you and you asked me if you could suck my pussy. That's very rude, isn't it? I should punish you for it, shouldn't I? That's what you want, isn't it?"

He swallowed hard; his eyes flickered to the baton and she held his head against her belly as she reached down to prod his balls with it.

"Say please punish me, Mistress," she purred, and oh, how guilty she should have felt that it was the reluctance she hoped for in his voice that made her so fucking wet. But she didn't feel guilty, just horny, and once she heard him say it, his words reluctant and trembling, she pulled him close, pinning his face against her breasts and his body between her thighs. She leaned down, discovering that with a tall guy like this, the baton just barely reached where she wanted it to.

"Pull down your panties, bitch," she purred. "Show me what I'm hurting."

She'd been a bit worried he'd change his mind, but then, it was that possibility that excited her. But he didn't. He pulled his jockey shorts down to mid-thigh, exposing an ass so perfect she desperately wished she could see it better. But it was worth it to have him pinned against her, surging and quivering, as she leaned over, reached the baton down and caressed his bubble butt.

Normally she would have warmed him up, but how long did they have until they got kicked out of the bar? Not long, probably, so there was no time to fuck around.

She swatted. His body jumped against hers. She sighed with pleasure and struck him again. It really took some doing with a tool like the baton -- hit even a muscular ass like this at the wrong angle and she could really hurt the little fucker. But hit him obliquely, with great care, and -- oh, yes, that's the thing. She began swatting him regularly as he writhed and trembled in her grasp, his ass going red as she drew him closer. She picked up speed. He squirmed. He let out a pathetic little whimper. His cock made a clanging sound against the metal strut of the barstool. He jumped back from the impact. She swatted him again. His back arched; he gripped the barstool firmly and tried to suppress his cries as she punished his ass.

When he opened his mouth to squeal like a little bitch, she silenced him with her breast -- if he really made some noise, he'd get the monitors over here from the dungeon, and nobody wanted that. Claire pulled his face hard against her and he began to obediently pleasure her nipple with his mouth and tongue. "There, there, let Mama make it better," she cooed, and grabbed his hair to shove his face between her legs.

She almost lost it as she felt his tongue against her clit. It had been too fucking long since she'd had a guy down there; all this sadist and masochist shit had her totally distracted by hurting people, and most guys who offered to service her were less like eager little suck slaves and more like beard-burn nightmares drooling on her snatch. She'd been meaning to find the right submissive boy to properly train, but so far none of them had seemed worth the effort.

This time, she forgot all about the training; there were a few moments, sure, toward the beginning, when she was opening her mouth momentarily to give pointers, but each time all that came out was a girly sound of pleasure, so she stopped that right away. And before he'd started, she had it all planned out, how he was going to do a crappy job, all drooly on her labia and pubic bone, which she hated, and she'd bend over and give him another ten or twenty hard smacks on the ass, getting hotter as she punished him until maybe she could even let him get her close.

That ended up not happening, because there was no drooly, there was no beard-burn, there was just this... tongue, doing things that made her eyes roll back in her head. He did not dive right in to the clit; sure, shed' given him shit earlier about using the term "lick pussy," which would have been the perfect excuse to punish the poor fucker when he did exactly that -- except that it felt good enough that she didn't want him to stop. There were long lush minutes of him teasing her from top to bottom, majora to minora, upper thigh to entrance, all tangled up beautifully with a little clit, a little more clit, still more clit, surging slowly as he built her to her breaking point.

Then he was on her clit, at exactly the right moment, when she couldn't stand waiting and didn't want any more teasing, just the slow steady surge of his tongue against her clit as she rocked back and forth on the barstool.

For Claire, there were two kinds of tongue jobs; the first was the familiar experience of being in the hands of a guy who could take direction and help her get off; that, she knew, but it was exceedingly rare. Then there was this, which was pretty much entirely new; this guy seemed to know how to get her off himself, almost without her participation, which seemed disgustingly untoppy but who really gave a fuck?

People were watching, now, all around her, keeping a respectful distance-- barely -- as she crossed her legs behind his head and spread her arms out Christ-style to steady herself against the bar.

As his tongue seethed against her, she realized she was actually going to come, which simultaneously gave her a feeling of surrender and a thrill of overriding dominance -- she had never done it before, not in this way, and she was as powerless as she was powerful, powerless to stop it and powerful enough to let it happen.

She came, pleasure coursing through her body. She writhed shamelessly, moaning evidently, grinding her hips up and down and fucking her pussy against his face, not even caring that people were crowded tight around her and everyone in the bar seemed to be cheering. She'd popped all the way out of her corset and she realized that she was probably breaking about thirty liquor laws. But even Dylan had the grace to wait until she'd finished and had pushed the submissive's head out of her crotch before leaning over the bar and saying to her "Claire, do you and Shawn mind taking it to the play space?"

Her eyes took a moment to focus; the submissive knelt before her, panting, his cock still sticking out hard and his face glistening with drool and her juices.

Claire laughed, looked at Dylan, looked at the nameless submissive, and said "Yeah, or maybe my apartment."

Dylan spread his hands in good-natured surrender. "Girlfriend, that's up to you."

She knew she was fairly insane for even considering it, but the guy really had a way with that tongue.

Claire eyed the sub, whose name was apparently Shawn. She raised one eyebrow, read the expression on his face. She squared herself on the barstool and nudged his cock with the tip of her boot. It was harder than ever.

She bent forward and caressed his face. "Put your dick away, stranger," she said. "Let's cab it."
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Medical Attention by Skye

Black

 

I woke up spread eagled, stretched,

helpless. I tried to move and nothing happened. As my vision cleared, I saw myself in the monitor facing the bed. I stared, disbelieving. My arms and legs were in full-length casts, toes to crotch, fingers to shoulders, all four limbs suspended with bolts through the sides of the casts, heavy traction weights holding me immobile. I had been forced into a giant X on the hospital bed, both my arms and legs cocked just slightly at a wide angle. My head was shaved and wrapped in thick white gauze and, under it, there was a white plastic brace that attached to shiny metal prongs inserted into the corners of my mouth. My belly was circled by a thick off-white plastic brace with shiny aluminum struts attaching to both my leg and arm casts. The brace went from my hips, just above my crotch, to my chest just beneath my breasts.

And there was nothing covering those

parts of me. Not even a sheet. My breasts were bare, exposed on the big monitor facing me. My crotch, also bare, had been shaved smooth, even the tiny dusting of pubic hair I usually wear having been denied me.

The traction spread my legs very

wide.

I saw the winking red eye of the

surveillance camera, the camera providing me the perfect view of myself. The monitor alternated between a full-body view of me, spread-eagled and immobilized, a close-up of my bare pussy, a close-up of my tits, and a close-up of my distressed, gauze-shrouded face.

I had been painted with makeup. Far

from the deathly pallor that should haunt an accident victim, I had been given rosy cheeks with blush, thick eyelashes with mascara, bright blue eyelids with eye shadow. And, most arresting of all, I had been given full, accentuated lips with an intensely red shade of lipstick.

But even that didn't seem to make

sense, because I was wearing a dental spreader. Hooking to white plastic headgear that was not only strapped to my spine but connects to a collar going around my neck, two shiny steel prongs had been inserted into my mouth at the corners, spreading my lips a little. I could still open and close my mouth, but as I ran my tongue around the inside I could feel the prongs going back along my cheek, almost to the back of my throat, and I knew there was no way I could spit them out. With my brightly painted lips, the dental spreader gave me an obscene parody of a clown's smile.

The monitor showed me my whore's

painted face, then my breasts, then my pussy, up close. Then it showed all of me again, all of me, helpless and stock-still spread-eagled in the hospital bed.

The hospital door opened. A nurse in

a starched white uniform came in. But the uniform dress was just a little too short, too tight on her rounded hips, the top cut just a little too close on her full breasts. Her white lace bra was visible under the low-cut top, which had a button or two undone. She was wearing makeup, too -- lots of it.

"I see our patient's awake," she said.

"How are you feeling, Mrs. Rubin?"

I murmured a wordless groan.

The nurse tsked. "Poor girl, doesn't

remember a thing. Well, I'll let the doctor answer all your questions. He'll be here in a moment; I've got to get you ready for him, or there'll be hell to pay. He can be so demanding. I would hate to get in trouble with him. Now, be a good girl and take your medication, won't you?"

The nurse produced a small paper

cup of pills. "Do you have to use the restroom?" she asked.

I nodded, and she sighed. "All right,

well, let's do that first," she says. "It'll make administering your medicine much easier. And much more interesting." She took a plastic urinal from a nearby table. She positioned herself between my spread legs and tucked the urinal just under my crotch.

But before she pressed it there, she

took a moment to slide her fingers up the inside of my shaved pussy. It felt exquisitely sensitive, almost painfully so. She teased my lips apart, perhaps under the pretext of making sure I don't dribble. Whatever it was, I didn't ask her, because the touch is sending shivers through my immobilized body.

"My, my," she said, slipping her

thumb into my pussy and making me gasp suddenly as a surge of pleasure erupts into me. "The patient is producing excessive lubrication. Clearly she likes looking at herself in the monitor. Don't be ashamed; many of our patients get very turned on looking at themselves. And I do understand it, Mrs. Rubin; you certainly make a pretty picture. You like seeing your pussy all clean like that, Mrs. Rubin? We had to shave it. The doctor insisted on it. And those tits of yours look much better bare. It's a shame you don't show them more often."

The nurse tipped the urinal cup to my

crotch and says, "All right, go ahead."

I let my bladder go, a steady stream

filling the urinal. I let out a sigh as I released myself. When I was finished, the nurse dabbed me with a paper towel and upended the small paper cup of medication into the larger cup of urine, tinting the yellow urine with a bright red artificial cherry color. She then popped a cap on the top of the urine cup.

A sipper cap. With a long, curved

straw.

"Time to take your medication, Mrs.

Rubin," she said, and came around the side of the bed toward my head, holding the cup and straw out for me.

It was very hard for me to get my lips

pressed closed, because of the prongs inserted into the sides of my mouth. I tried to turn my head, but the brace around my skull was attached both to my collar and to the top of my belly brace. I couldn't move.

"Now, now, Mrs. Rubin. There's no

use resisting. This medication will make you nice and relaxed. You're going to need it, when the doctor examines you. Don't you want to be nice and relaxed for doctor?"

The nurse took hold of a small knob

on the side of my head brace and twisted it; I felt the twin prongs separating into two each, spreading my lips.

I tried to move my head, pull the

dental spreader away from me. But of course I couldn't; I'm helpless. My lips were now parted perhaps an inch.

The nurse inserted the straw into my

mouth and tipped the cup upside down. I gag as I tasted my hot, salty urine, mixed with the unnatural taste of cherry-flavored medicine. My throat closed as my mouth fills. Finally I couldn't breathe, and I gulped down a mouthful of urine, coughing and sputtering, droplets running down my chin and onto my tits.

"Now, now," said the nurse, taking

the cup away and wiping the urine off my breasts. "You're going to drink it all, and if you gag like that it'll just make me have to do this."

She twisted the knob again and the

spider gag forced my lips wider, wider, until finally my mouth was as wide as it could be, open in an obscenely receptive "O" just as the monitor flashed to a close-up of my painted, forced-open face.

"Now try to swallow better this

time," said the nurse. "I hate having to wipe you up."

She tipped the cup again, and a

stream of warm urine hit the back of my throat. I opened my throat wide this time and took it in gulps, managing to get it all down without choking again. The salty taste made my stomach churn. When the cup was empty, the nurse took it away and gently touched my breasts. Her hands lingered there, her fingers caressing my skin and making my nipples harden. She pinched my nipples lightly, experimentally, as if seeing just how hard they are. She seemed to approve.

I could already feel the cherry

medicine affecting me; I felt like I was floating. Slow waves of euphoria rolled through my naked body, making me feel like the room was spinning. My clit swelled more in response to the pleasure.

"Good girl," she said. "I'll leave the

gag on you; Doctor will appreciate that. Now, to prep you."

She pulled out a pair of bolts that

held the bed; I realized that I was not on a normal hospital bed, but a breakaway bed that folded under, turning it into more of a gynecological exam table. It had to be custom-built. As she folded the bottom half of the bed away, I was left hanging spread with my ass just barely on the edge of the table and my legs spread wide and thrust up into the air. My cunt was now even more exposed than before. The nurse took a position next to me and bent down, looking into my face and smiling. She was so close that I could smell her perfume, and the sweet scent of her breath.

Her hand traveled down my body and

found my shaved pussy. She began to stroke me gently, rubbing my clit as my eyes went wider. My clit responded, growing harder as my pussy lubricated. Pleasure flowed into me and I resisted it as surely as I resisted the traction holding me still, but there was nothing I could do. Two fingers slid into me, telling the nurse just how wet she was making me. She drew firm circles around my clit with her wet fingers, and then drew back her hand and slapped my cunt.

I gasped and tried to protest, but the

only sound that could come out was a strangled squeal as she drew back and spanked my cunt again. She spanked harder, a third time, then a fourth, more rapidly, as I shuddered and moaned. Pleasure mingled with pain as she tortured my cunt.

"Clearly the patient likes it rough,"

she smiled as she paused in spanking my cunt. She then launched into it with new eagerness, slapping harder, faster, making my clit explode in sensation and making me mount toward orgasm. I fought off my climax even as it thundered toward me.

The doctor entered the room out of

my field of vision; I couldn't even turn my head to see him. I lay there, displayed on the monitor, painted mouth spread wide open, body totally immobile, cunt being violently spanked as I was forced toward a climax, floating on cushions of sedated pleasure.

The nurse stopped. "The patient is

prepped, Doctor."

"Start the recording."

"Yes, Doctor." The nurse produced a

small tape recorder and held it out for the doctor to speak into as he came around between my legs. I tottered on the edge of orgasm, whimpering deep in my throat far behind the dental spreader. I was so close I could feel it starting, my orgasm. Just a little bit would get me there.

The doctor's fingers slid into my

pussy. I moaned, right on the edge. But he only gave me one smooth thrust, testing my wetness, and slid his hand up to test my clit. So close....but he didn't let me come.

"Patient presented with extreme

vaginal lubrication," he said, businesslike, into the tape recorder. "And unusual swelling of the clitoris and nipples. Complete immobilization was recommended and performed."

As he spoke, the doctor unbuttoned

his lab coat. I looked up at him through drugged, sleepy, horny eyes, my mouth forced wide open so I couldn't even beg him for what I wanted. I swallowed with some difficulty and ran my tongue along my brightly painted lips, feeling the waxy coating of lipstick, teasing my lips with the very tip of my tongue. It was the only way I could communicate.

"Patient's urine was administered

orally with codeine cough syrup, which aggravated patient's arousal and excited her further. Vulvar assault by the attending nurse brought the patient very close to orgasm, indicating extreme arousal."

The nurse reached down and

unzipped the doctor's pants.

"During examination, patient showed

noticeable flushing of the chest, further distension of the nipples and a sexual response to the sight of her own lips painted like a whore's." The nurse's hand disappeared inside the doctor's pants and pulled out his cock, naked and half-hard. She began to stroke it and it swelled as he talked. "Doctor's recommendation is for vaginal intercourse followed by anal penetration, with semen to be administered through existing dental spreader upon completion of the sexual act."

The nurse guided the doctor's

cockhead to my exposed pussy, and I moaned as he entered me. The nurse held out the recorder, capturing his grunts as he began to thrust into me. His hands rested on my casts, as if keeping my legs spread -- though there was no way I could have closed them, held as they were by the traction cables. He pounded into me roughly, fucking me so hard it made the hospital bed groan and creak. It was only a moment before I came, gasping, my moans loud and distorted through my wide-open mouth.

"Primary orgasm was achieved three

minutes after penetration," the doctor said, glancing at his watch. "Buildup to secondary orgasm began immediately."

The doctor plunged deep into my cunt

and fucked me as I came. The sliding thrusts of his cock brought me down from orgasm and I began to build toward a second one. As I did, I heard the snap of latex gloves and felt the nurse's gloved fingers prying open my cheeks even as the doctor kept thrusting into my cunt. Her fingers slid into my ass, slick with lube, and opened me up, first one finger, then two. More lube was added, and she forced a third finger into me.

"The patient is ready," said the nurse.

The doctor pulled his cock out of my

pussy and let the nurse position it at the entrance to my ass. My moans came even louder as he entered me again, this time forcing open my tight ass. I shuddered in the traction ropes and came again, coming within moments. "Anal penetration produced a second orgasm in just over one minute. Oral semen to be administered now."

The doctor pulled out of my ass and

took the tape recorder out of the nurse's hand. He came around the bed and positioned himself at my upper body. The nurse turned an unseen crank, lowering my head until my upper body was far enough below my hips to put my mouth within easy reach of the doctor's cock. Then she guided the doctor's cock to my mouth and began to stroke the shaft with her long, slim fingers. The head hovered between my wide-spread lips, and the doctor groaned into the tape recorder as the first hot stream of come shot onto my tongue. I moaned and gulped it down, swallowing the next stream, and the next, until the taste of my own urine had been washed away by the pungent flavor of the doctor's come.

"Patient eagerly received

administration of oral cumshot approximately fourteen minutes after initiation of vaginal intercourse. Condition of vaginal lubrication seems unchanged, but no further treatment recommended at this time."

The nurse tucked the doctor's cock

back into his pants and buttoned up his lab coat. The doctor left without a word.

The nurse extended the lower half of

the hospital bed again and unhitched the traction cables. She then pulled the Velcro straps on my hard breakaway casts and unbuckled the braces on my stomach, neck and head. She unclipped the dental spreader, freeing my mouth. I panted heavily as she unwound the gauze from around my head. Laying there naked, no longer restrained, I could feel the spasms in my pussy that spelled the afterglow of two intense orgasms.

The nurse wiped down my thighs, my

pussy, dabbed away the lube that oozed out of my ass. She bent down and kissed me on the lips, smearing my lipstick, .

"Thanks for visiting The Citadel," she

said. "We hope you return soon."

I was too tired, exhausted, and dopey

with codeine to answer. I just smiled up at her and gripped her hand.

"Take your time getting dressed,"

said the nurse. "Your husband will be waiting in the lobby. I'll try to make him comfortable."

She winked at me, and I sighed. It had

been way too expensive, this fantasy of ours -- after all, there's only one professional dungeon in the state with a fully operational medical exam room, set up to provide traction.

It had been almost more than our

budget could bear.

I looked up at the monitor, which still

showed me, spread, naked, used. Glistening with sweat, painted like a whore. I watched as it showed my pussy, tits, face. I felt my clit swelling. My hand slowly slid down the front of my belly, still marked by the angry red impressions of the brace.

I touched my pussy, feeling it wet, hot

and aching. I began to stroke my clit, feeling another orgasm surprise me as it began to pulse into being.

Expensive, yes. But oh so worth it.

I heard the hospital bed groaning and

squeaking in protest as I came.
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Misbehaving Wives by

Sarah Baxter

 

At first, I'm disappointed. I go to the trouble of coming home late reeking of liquor, cigarette smoke and sex, and you have the gall to be asleep. I've been sending you texts all night, showing you pictures of how great Katrina's bachelorette party is going. I've sent at least twenty pictures, maybe more, and not all of them were taken by me...because sometimes, I had my hands full. Not a whisper back from you. I kidded myself, thinking that maybe you liked them so much that your hands were full...but I guess that's not the case. I guess my dirty texts have all been dumped into the great void of your exhaustion.

Poor little thing...you couldn't sleep last night. Probably because I kept you up. Well, what do you expect? I'm thirty, now, hitting that period that savvy men know represents a woman's sexual prime, sometimes to the point of insatiability. And sometimes I really feel insatiable lately. I feel like my man -- or men, if I may be so bold -- can't keep up with me. Oh, men can try to compete, but basically it's hopeless. When we hit our prime, girls like me need something more.

So do my girlfriends. You'd know that if you'd been checking your texts.

When I get upstairs, I find that you haven't even bothered to turn off the light. You're sprawled under a single sweat-moist sheet. Your e-reader sits on the pillow next to you -- right where my head would be if I wasn't out feeling boobs and posing for pictures. I'm not disappointed anymore, for two reasons. First, you look so cute with that oblivious expression of sleep on your face, your mouth open wide, your soft snores filling the close,  muggy air of our bedroom. Second, I know -- or suspect -- what I'll find when I touch the on-button of that e-reader.

And there it is, when I gingerly lean over you and click the thing to life.

It's so tastily sordid that it kinda gets me hot.

Misbehaving Wives: Volume VIII.

I can't help but wonder if you've read Volumes one through seven already, or if you skipped right to this one because of the subtitle. Volume VIII: Lesbian Cuckwives.

It disturbs me slightly that I know what a "cuckwife" is. It's one of your things, I guess. One of your kinks. It isn't exactly rocket science, if you know what a cuckold is. It's a guy whose wife sleeps with other men -- or, broadly, with other people. In more modern parlance, it's a husband whose wife sleeps with others while he watches. But he only gets to watch if he's a good little boy, and she wants to reward him. Or if he's a bad boy, and she wants to punish him. Or if he's somewhere in between, and she doesn't give a damn. If the husband's bad and doesn’t get invited along on his wife's dates, he just gets to hear about them later.

Or get text messages about them...which sometimes, if he's a really bad boy, he doesn't even bother to read.

I don’t know what it is that drives me to distraction here. Is it that I caught you reading something dirty? Trashy? Cheesy? All of those things, and none of them. Mostly, what makes me wet about your disgraceful little fantasies is that they're yours, deeply-held and secret, confessed to me only in stammered half-sentences, sometimes when I beg, while you blush and can't make eye contact.

That's why I can't resist dropping my panties and even stashing them in my lingerie drawer...just in case you go looking for them later. After I pull down the sheet and climb into bed on top of you.

I don't bother to take off my dress first. It smells too good. It bears the scent of female sweat, cheap perfume, liquor, cigarette smoke, the faintest hint of weed. I bet I smell good, too...which you'll find out in a moment.

I straddle your face. You're naked, your cock stiff and seething in an oblivious night-erection. Nocturnal boners: the secret thrill of every dirty girlfriend. I put my mouth on it as I lower myself onto you.

You wake up with a terrified gasp, my crotch in your face and my mouth on your cock. I'm bare beneath my little black dress -- not just naked but smooth, the result of Katrina's pre-bachelorette party late-afternoon six-girl salon visit, complete with Brazilians for four of us. It was a pretty weird experience, which you'd know if you bothered to check your texts. I'll tell you about it sometimes. But for now, I've got other stories to tell.

As your gasp recedes, I hear your murmur of chastisement: "You scared the fuck out of me."

I answer: "I hope not, baby. My girlfriends left me so horny. We went to a strip club and got totally crazy...but Kayla just can't eat pussy like you. She's not trained, you know? Of course, some girls can eat pussy...that's why I need to compare..."

You're still sleepy. I hear the shock in your voice: "What did you say?"

I lower my sex to your mouth and all but smother you.

"Be quiet, baby, I'll tell you everything. I was a really bad girl, and not just with Kayla. You remember Jen, that cute blonde receptionist who works with Katrina?"

The best you can do is a muffled and noncommittal semi-affirmative --muffled by my pussy as I start to ride you. Obedient as ever, you begin licking, working from my clit to my entrance, entrance to clit, tongue performing magic in my slit exactly the way a sleepy boyfriend's tongue should. You're good at this, but I don't need to tell you that, do I? Not yet, at least...

"Well, her name is Jen...you'd remember her if you saw her. She's hot, baby, you'd like her. We were so drunk, and she's bi, so...once she saw Kayla doing such a sloppy job..."

I hear a little squeal from between my legs; you lick deeper, more enthusiastically. I don't really know if you've finally gotten the memo that I’m fucking with you, or if you think what I'm telling you is true -- or if you really just don't care. But I really really just don't care, because I'm getting off on telling you -- the parts I'm planning on making up, and the parts that you'd know were real...if you bothered to check your texts.

As I ride your face, my words come as fluidly as the wet licks and kisses I give your cock and balls in the heavy-breathing chasms between clauses. "We were all so worked up from seeing these strippers...girl strippers, baby, I don't know why Katrina wanted to see girl strippers." I hear a moan from my crotch, as you try to keep up with my thrusting pelvis.

I go on: "And they didn't have G-strings on, baby, can you believe it? They were totally nude. They do full nude at the Night Palace now, did you know that?" (They don't, but I’m improvising...which seems to suit you just fine, whether you know it or not.) "You have to go over the county line, but they do it...all the way nude, and you can get up close and personal with them. It's a two-foot rule, but the bouncers don't enforce it if you're female." I laugh, brushing my lips against your cock. "Like a cop is going to write me or Katrina a ticket for getting too close to a stripper's pussy? Anyway...I don't know what came over us. Most of us don't get to look at pussy up close, you know? The way it smells..." I ride you harder. "The way it tastes...when the bouncers aren't looking..." I laugh joyfully, rubbing the head of your cock with my thumb. "I even gave it a lick. That's what started it. That's why Kayla couldn’t resist asking if I would mind if she tried it...you know, not right there in the strip club or anything...not when we had this perfectly comfortable limo with a fully-stocked liquor cabinet..."

The pace of my thrusting quickens. I lap wetly at the underside of your cock as you listen intently, responding to every bombshell with deeper and more enthusiastic licks.

"Anyway, I knew I shouldn't...I mean, I know technically it was cheating, but Katrina and Daisy convinced me that it would probably be okay with you as long as I sent you lots of pictures. I guess you'd know that if you ever checked your texts, baby."

I can almost feel the tremors of your eyeballs swiveling in your head. I you’re your hand twitching against my smooth calf; you want to reach for your phone. Sad for you that I've moved it just out of your reach...I think ahead, baby. I won't have you checking your text messages while you eat me out -- even in a special case such as this.

"Anyway, Kayla was so drunk she didn't even mind the pictures...didn't mind everyone else watching....even the limo driver got a nice little show. It felt so good, baby...but it wasn't quite the same." I move down to your balls, licking between sentences as I stroke your spittle-wet cock with my hand. "Kayla's feelings were a little hurt when I told her that, but she'd made me promise to be honest. And that's when Jen came in. See, she's bi, I guess...she even had a girlfriend back in college." (I haven't the faintest idea if Katrina's coworker Jen is bi, but she's cute enough that I wouldn't throw her out of bed...and neither would you, I'll wager, so I run with it.) She offered to give Kayla...you know...lessons. I guess I was drunk enough that I didn't mind letting her use me as her demo model." Thinking fast between hit-and-run lipstick caresses on your shaft, I add: "I mean, I guess it should have been Katrina, but...I'm her best friend and all, and Daisy and Cheryl were tag-teaming her, so Katrina and I just held hands while we each got totally done...Jen totally knew what she was doing, baby...totally incredible. She looked so good down between my legs, baby, so pretty and sexy with her party dress all down around her tits..." I add pointedly: "Which you'd know, loser, if you ever checked your phone!"

I feel your hand twitch longingly against my leg again. In response, I press my sex down harder on your face and ride you more eagerly. The pressure of your chin against my pubic bone is what does it, pushing me closer and closer to orgasm. I can tell you're close as well...and in a minute, I’m going to have to stop talking if I want to do it right. So I press my advantage and lay it on thick:

"For a minute there," I pant, "I thought I was going to turn lezzie. I mean, like, right before I came, I’m all, oh, no, this is so amazing, I don't think that guy at home in my bed can compete with this!" I laugh cruelly. "That's what I thought, baby, just like that -- 'that guy at home,' 'cause I couldn't remember your name! That's how good it felt!"

In response to my jibes, your arousal mounts. You give a shuddering surge under me, your hips rising with the tight strokes of my hand on your shaft. Your tongue works more quickly. I'm not far from cumming. But my storyteller's instinct has been awakened, and I can't close things out without tying them up.

My mouth works up and down on the underside of your shaft. I've been drooling the whole time to get you nice and slick for my hand. So when I talk with my mouth against your cock, my words come out wet and sloppy. But they'll do the trick nicely.

"But that's when it hit me...it's just not the same. It's not good enough to get the licking of my life, if there isn't a cock in my face while I get it. So I was thinking, baby, maybe I could invite Jen over to sort of give you lessons....?"

That does it. I feel your hips rising. I take your cock in my mouth just seconds before it happens. You explode, moaning, the sound muffled by my sex. Salty wetness fills my mouth. I moan as I spread my legs further and snuggle down against you. I rock my hips more insistently, pumping as you grab my ass and pull me down onto you. Then it's my turn to moan, even if my mouth is full as I do it. The climax flares white-hot though my body. The bursts of sensation seem to rocket from my clit to the top of my head...then to settle into my sinuses, as the taste of your cum makes me start to sniffle.

When I lift myself off of you, my thighs are trembling. I swing around and lay up against you, still wearing my smelly party dress.

You loll in half-sleep, panting, your chin and lips glazed with my sex. Your eyes are closed as you twitch all over. I've left a frightful mess on your belly. I always was a little bit of a sloppy eater. But then...you'd know that if you ever checked your messages.

Your lazy eyelids rise a little. Your eyeballs swivel again...not to me, but to the nightstand.

Then you look at me guiltily.

I give you a pungent look of disapproval. Then I smile.

"Go ahead," I tell you indulgently. "You can look..."

Eagerly, you reach for your phone.
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The Naughtiest Christmas

by Xavier Acton

 

I was always naughty about Christmas presents. Wrapped up under the tree, just sitting there taunting me, their contents begged to be guessed at, but I've never been a very good guesser. I am, however, great at wrapping things -- and rewrapping. I know it's bad.

And Erica has always been good at surprising me.

Maybe she knew I'd sneak a peek at her Christmas goodies. She and I had only been together for three months, but since she lived with four roommates --and spent most of her time at my considerably more spacious top-floor apartment -- we'd decided to put our gifts for each other under the tree at my place.

The afternoon I most caddishly revealed Erica's gifts, she was stretching herself into unlikely postures at her yoga class, dreaming of how I was gently prying the tape from the big box, delicately peeling back its shimmering silver paper.

And staring with mixed horror and excitement at a box stuffed with gifts that would make the Marquis de Sade blush. And maybe even giggle.

First there was the ball gag, improbably large for Erica's small, pert mouth. It had a red ball and black leather straps that formed a harness, presumably meant to go around the head. The dog collar might have been intended merely as a post-punk fashion statement if it weren't for the shimmering silver chain with its clip and black handle, without a doubt meant to serve as a leash. Then there were the wrist and ankle cuffs, black leather and padded with sheepskin, clipped with metal carabineers to nylon-webbed straps.

I felt my cock hardening as I ran my fingers over the glistening black leather of Erica's gifts. We'd joked and teased about bondage, but never tried it -- yet. Our three months together had been filled with frenzied sex, but the erotic charge we felt for each other was such that we'd rarely had time for experimentation. We were too busy fucking.

Now, though, I knew Erica was presenting me just such an invitation. I imagined her as my prisoner, cuffed, gagged and stuffed full of dildo, my paddle leaving her gorgeous ass a bright-red, rosy hue. Just the thought of it was enough to make me touch my cock. I stroked myself to orgasm right there under the Christmas tree, with the vivid image of a decked-out Erica as my prisoner blazing in my head. I had to jerk off again just to get my hands steady enough to carefully rewrap the present so my naughty Santa wouldn't know I had betrayed her confidence.

#

Despite two orgasms, I was still horny as hell when Erica dropped by after yoga. I seized her the second she arrived, pressed my lips to hers while I wrestled her out of her leotard. Her body writhed against mine as I turned her around and pressed her against the door, then entered her from behind, still standing. The whole time I was picturing how she'd look in those delightful Christmas gifts. She came before I did and wondered, later, at my sudden and uncontrollable passion.

"I guess I just missed you," I said guiltily.

#

The few weeks until Christmas flew by in a flurry of frenzied sex punctuated by the occasional gift-buying. I was hotter for Erica than I'd ever been, knowing what a kinky, naughty secret she held. She thrived on the "secret" of her presents, and begged me to guess at the contents of the silver-wrapped box. I played my part as best I could, wondering out loud if she'd bought me that down comforter I'd liked or a new leather jacket.

She seemed gleeful each time I guessed wrong. "I think you're going to love it," she would say, then look worried. "I think."

"I'm sure I'll love it," I would say, trying hard not to be too obvious. "Is it a new set of curtains for the living room?"

"For God's sake," she said once.

"How boring do you think I am?"

"Not very boring at all," I said with a smirk.

#

We decided to save our presents for each other until after the Christmas Eve trips to visit our nearby families were completed, until after we'd made the rounds of our friends' houses on Christmas Day with bottles of wine and gingerbread cookies. We came home on Christmas with Erica positively bouncing.

"I get to open my present first," she said. "After you open yours, we're not going to do anything except play with it. All right?"

"Awwww," I whined, just to be annoying. "Can't I open mine first? We'll want to play with yours, too."

I finally gave in, and Erica cheerfully shook the heavy box that held her laptop computer. When she opened it, she sat there staring at it in horror.

"Jesus Christ, it's too expensive," she said.

"It's the thought that counts," I answered blithely. "Besides, you can get into cybercrime to help get me out of the poorhouse. Now can I open my present?"

She put her arms around me and kissed me. "All right," she said. "But I'm not 100% sure you're going to like it."

"Oh," I chortled. "I'm quite sure I will."

Her eyes narrowed in a moment of suspicion, but then she smiled broadly. "Open it!"

It felt strangely deconstructive unwrapping a present I'd wrapped in the style of Erica's wrapping, pretending to struggle with the little strips of tape and the big red bow. When I opened the box and feigned astonishment, I was only partly acting -- because I could hardly believe I'd made it to Christmas without spilling the beans. And I was so fucking turned on knowing that Erica, at her request, was about to become my prisoner.

I held up the harness in shock and dangled the leash and the collar in front of her.

"You are one naughty fucking Santa," I said, starting to play the role. "You are a very, very, very bad Santa."

"Do you like it?" she asked sheepishly.

"I love it," I said. "This is such an incredible fucking turn-on. I've fantasized about this for as long as I can remember. I can't believe you bought all this stuff."

"But you like it?"

"Oh yes," I said. "I like it."

She nuzzled her face into my neck and whispered, "Want to play?"

"Absolutely," I told her.

"I've got another part of your present," she said. "I'm going to go change into it."

"Excellent," I told her. "I'll meet you in the bedroom."

Erica disappeared into the bathroom while I went to the bedroom and slipped out of my warm Christmas clothes. I turned down the lights, laid the naughty gifts out on the bed and laid down alongside them, as if in invitation. My cock was already hard anticipating the submission of my little slave.

Erica came out of the bathroom wearing the hottest piece of lingerie I'd ever seen on a woman. She wore a black push-up bra, accenting her small breasts, and a black garter belt with fishnet stockings, the black lace panties on over the garters. The sporty type, Erica usually favored relatively utilitarian cotton-spandex panties with sports halters. Seeing her decked out like the sluttiest femme in creation turned me on even more.

"Do you like it?" she asked nervously.

I climbed onto the bed.

"Get over here," I told her.

She came for me, climbing onto the bed and pushing me onto my back. She kissed me hard, then trailed her tongue down my neck and nibbled my ear. Her hand disappeared into her lace thong and came back slick with her juices. She slid her fingers between my lips.

"See how fucking wet you make me?" she whimpered, pushing her fingers deep into my mouth. I nodded, sucking eagerly at her juices. Her voice tightened. "I'm going to make you pay for that."

"Um... okay," I said, confused.

"I'm going to make you pay for that, you little bitch."

"Excuse me?"

"Oh, you want to play hard to get?" she growled.

"Um," I said.

"Go on," she said, and her hand left my mouth only to return a moment later with the ball gag. "Play hard to get all you want. Mistress Erica's in charge tonight, slave, and you don't get to say no. Understand?"

Her finger was pointed right at the tip of my nose. My eyes felt like they were swimming uncontrollably in my head as I tried instinctively to focus on it. Finally, I looked up at her eyes, which were cold with fury. Her beautiful face held an expression I'd never seen before.

She grabbed my hair and slapped my face.

"Get it?" she snarled.

It wasn't even a tap, so light I could barely feel it, but it made the point and established the role. All my images of Erica bound like a submissive tart were swirled together in a mélange of shock and dismay -- even as my cock throbbed harder than ever between my legs.

She slapped me again, barely a touch, just a whisper that told me she was in charge.

"Get it?"

"No," I sneered, looking at her with mock disgust. "I don't get it at all."

So she slapped me again, this time harder, hard enough that I could feel it, hard enough that my cheek warmed under the blow and sent a cascading flood of excitement down to my cock.

"I'll shut up that smart mouth," she said. "Then you won't mouth off any more."

Breathing hard from the light touch of her slap, I nodded. "Yes, Mistress. You'll have to gag me to keep me from mouthing off."

She laughed. "Oh, you'll mouth off later," she said. "You felt how wet I am." Then she popped the ball gag into my mouth and quickly and expertly cinched the black leather straps around my head. It took her all of 15 seconds. What felt like another 10 seconds was spent locking the dog collar around my neck and attaching the leash. Just how good was she at this, anyway?

I had propped myself up on my elbows during our saucy little exchange, and now Erica grabbed the metal ring at the top of the head harness and pushed me down flat onto the bed, curling the chain leash in her hand and holding my face absolutely still. My mouth spread wide around the ball gag, and just as an experiment, I tried to talk.

"Slaves are meant to be seen and not heard," said Erica. "Except when I slap you. Then you can whimper."

"Yes, Mistress," I tried to stay, but it came out as a strangled yelp, which only seemed to turn her on more. She grabbed the leather restraints and quickly cinched them around my wrists, expertly threading the nylon webbing through the headboard. Then she climbed off the bed and gave my ankles the same treatment. The rough way she grabbed my legs to position them just so made my cock surge against my belly.

Erica circled the bed once like a beast surveying her domain, a cruel little smile on her face. She hooked her thumbs in her little black lace thong and pulled it down her thighs, revealing a freshly-shaved pussy, yet another something I wasn't expecting. Stepping out of her thong, she pushed it into my face, smearing the crotch -- soaked with her juices even though she'd barely worn it at all -- over my face. I took a deep breath of her scent and felt my cock respond with a fresh pulse of excitement.

Then Erica descended on me hungrily, pouncing on the bed, one hand grabbing the ring of the head harness and the other curving around my hard cock.

"My slave knows what his Mistress wants," she growled. "Stay hard long enough and maybe I'll let you eat me out." She threw one lithe leg over my hip and stretched on top of me, guiding my cock between her spread legs. Her cunt was molten, slicker and wetter than I'd ever felt it, as she sank down on my cock. A shudder went through me as she pushed herself onto me and sat up, towering over me and looking absolutely delectable as she began to grind slowly back and forth.

She reached down dug her nails into my chest; my back arched as she left long, angry furrows down my bare chest. My hips lifted off the bed and drove my cock deeper into her; she pushed down against me and wriggled back and forth, stroking the head of my cock against her G-spot. She laid down on top of me as she began to pump her hips up and down. She seized the ring of my head harness with one hand, wrapped my leash around her the other and growled into my ear.

"You like that, slave? You like servicing your Mistress with that big, hard cock?"

I nodded fervently, feeling the pressure against my head as she held me still both at the top of my head and at my collar. Her eyes closed as she began to moan.

"Right... there..." she sighed. "Don't move, slave. Hold absolutely still."

She began to fuck me hungrily, and I had to fight to obey her command. I wanted to fuck her hard, but I didn't dare-- even after weeks of relatively vanilla sex, I knew from experience that Erica came faster when she could do the fucking. I struggled to hold still as she pumped her cunt down onto my cock, her moans growing in volume as she got closer. I also had to fight not to come -- I didn't want to give up my hard cock just yet. I wanted to please her, and I knew my Mistress would come several times before she was satisfied.

"Right... fucking... there..." she groaned, and came, her body shuddering against mine as she drove herself down onto my cock. I could feel her pussy clenching around my shaft as her orgasm overtook her. She only stopped for a moment, though, as the shivers of her completion went through her. Then she was on me again, fucking me harder than ever and sitting bolt upright, her yoga-trained thighs lifting her wholly off of my cock and then ramming her down hard onto me again.

I wanted to tell her I was going to come, that I couldn't hold off any longer-- but all I could do was whimper deep inside the gag. I was an instant away from letting go before Erica shuddered again and, still gripping the leash, drew her nails down my chest again, this time breaking the skin. The pain brought me back into my body and away from my orgasm as she came for the second time. I held myself still, desperately trying not to come as I looked up at her and felt my arousal throbbing powerfully through my whole body.

"That's a good cock, slave," she told me. "You've earned your reward."

Her thighs shaking a little, Erica drew herself off of me and quickly unbuckled the harness that held the ball gag in my mouth. I took a deep breath as she pulled the ball free and forced the harness up over my forehead. She passed the leash into her other hand and turned around on top of me, spreading her legs and settling her pussy down onto my face.

"Show your Mistress how much you appreciate her using your cock," she snarled, her voice sounding more forceful than ever. My tongue settled onto her clit and began to seethe against it; she rode my face upright as she ground her hips back and forth. "Taste your fucking cock," she growled, and her voice descended into whimpers as I serviced her pussy, licking all the way from her entrance to her clit and back again, then suckling gently on her clit. I could taste an unfamiliar musk mixed with that of her pussy. She reached down and grabbed my cock around the base, behind my balls, and squeezed -- just firmly enough to make me squirm.

"Harder," she ordered. "Suck my clit harder and I'll let you come when I do."

She began to stroke my cock as I obeyed; she knew I was as close as she was. As I worked her clit faster, she slumped forward onto me, tugging on the leash even as she guided my cock between her lips. She began to suck me fiercely, matching every stroke of my tongue on her clit. My hips rose to meet her, and I knew I was going to come in her mouth.

I exploded moments before Erica did; her lips clamped tight halfway down my shaft and she took every drop of my come. My cock muffled the cries of her third orgasm, but I could still hear them and, even more so, could feel the vibrations of them coursing through my body. As she finished coming, she lifted herself off of my face and then pushed down again, the momentary break intensifying her orgasm. She sucked my cock dry as I increased my pressure on her clit, and when she finished swallowing everything she slid off of me and turned, laying fully on my body. She pressed her lips to mine and the unexpected taste of my own come did nothing but make me descend further into my role as her slave. Her tongue slid sticky into my mouth and I opened wide for it, my cock still spasming from my intense orgasm.

Finally spent, my Mistress laid on top of me and gently rattled my chain. When she finally reached up and unclipped the webbing that held my wrists to the bed, I put my arms around her and held her close.

"So, slave," she sighed. "Were you surprised?"

"Oh yes," I said sheepishly. "It's exactly what I deserved."

She gripped my leash and smiled.

"You've got that right, slave. That'll teach you to peek."

My face reddened and my Mistress nuzzled her face against my ear. Scratch and Sniff by Jodi

"So I was right," she said. "You did peek. You're a naughty little slave, you know."

"Yes, Mistress," I said. "I most certainly am."

I bowed my head meekly, but she could see the smirk on my face. I could tell from her expression that she was going to make me pay for that, too.
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Fowler

 

It's not easy for me to say, but it feels good once I say it:

"Sniff my panties, you sick fucking pervert."

I've just taken them off, and I’m holding them up to your face. They're filthy. They stink. You're tied down tight to the chair that I love -- the one that I made you buy at an antique shop because I wanted to tie you to it. Now I've got you right where I want you, tied to the big wooden chair with a combination of ropes and restraints. I've even got your collar attached via rope to the back of the chair, so you can't turn your head or do anything else to get your face out of the way of my filthy underwear.

"Sniff my fucking panties, pervert. Does that make you hard? Does that make your little dick hard?"

It's not easy for me to say things like that. I'm not a mean girl. But with your little dick and how badly you fuck me, sometimes a girl has to teach her man a lesson. No matter how much she loves him, she has to hurt him, humiliate him. Sometimes she knows what a sick little pervert she is, and how bad he needs to sniff panties. Sometimes she knows what a naughty boy he can be. Sometimes she knows what he does when he thinks she's not looking, sneaking her underwear out of her hamper and sniffing them, even jacking off to them....

And sometimes she does something about it.

"Drink it deep, sicko. Sniff them get a real good whiff. Is it making your tiny fucking cock hard? Maybe my boyfriend's cock will get hard when he sees it. He'll think it's a clit. That's how much bigger his is than yours, pervert. No wonder you have to sniff panties and jerk off into them." I laugh savagely. "And it makes your little tiny dick hard, doesn't it? I bet it starts getting hard any minute. Oh! That's as hard it gets?"

I tease you, rubbing my panties in your face. You play innocent and reluctant, trying to turn your head so you don't have to smell them. I'd understand why, if you really didn't want to; they're filthy. I've been wearing them for five days. I've been getting them all nice and dirty for you. I've been cooking them up special, touching myself when things slow down at once, sneaking a little recreational porn viewing in on my laptop on my lunch hour, so I can get them nice and juicy and aromatic. After five days of that, they're more than just aromatic. They stink. It embarrasses me a little, I guess, to know just how ripe my own body can get. But in some ways, I find it hot.

But I'm nothing like you, you sick pervert. Sniffing them, huffing them, jacking off to them. You're trying so hard to pretend you don't want it. Good thing I tied your collar to the back of the chair -- you can't turn away. You don't have a choice. You can't do a damn thing but sniff my panties and suffer.

"If that's as hard as it gets," I say, "Oh, that's my bad. I fuck so many other guys behind your back that sometimes I get you mixed up. You're the one who thinks he's my boyfriend, but really he's just a sick pervert weirdo who jacks off with my panties." I laugh with all the cruelty I can muster. "For a second, I thought you were one of my real boyfriends -- the ones who get to fuck me. The ones with dicks that get three times as long as that, and way harder. But now I remember which guy you are, so....I shouldn’t be disappointed. After all, it's not like I actually have to fuck this disgusting thing. Do those smell good, pervert? Do they make you want to go down on me? Do you think you'd be doing me a favor by putting your disgusting face between my legs and shoving your gross little tongue up my pussy and lapping at it like it was an ice cream cone? You sick weird incompetent pervert. If you knew how to lick pussy, you probably wouldn’t have to jerk off into dirty panties. Would you, weirdo?"

I don't want an answer. I'm crushing my panties hard to your face, making you inhale their ripe scent. I've silenced you with a gag, so you're not going to say anything. Just how I like you, baby.

"Yeah, you sick fuck? Do you think you can lick it worth a damn?" I reach up and part my pussy lips, showing you how wet and ready I am...ready for something else, for another man, for a toy, for my fingers -- anything but your cock or your tongue.

I'm still wearing my dress, but I've got my foot up on the leg of the chair. The stiletto heel of my black pump is tucked underneath the meaty part of your arm. The ball of my foot is precariously balanced on your arm. I'm not heavy enough to crush you, but the weight of my body clearly taxes you. Meanwhile, my other foot's on the floor. That puts my knee up so high, my thigh spread so wide, that my dress has ridden up to show everything.

As you look at my spread pussy lips and the glistening wetness beyond, I see the longing in your eyes. I let you savor that hunger for a moment. I savor it, too. It's so fucking hot to see how bad you want it. I let you dream for a moment. I let you dream about licking it.

Then I cut your dream short. I shove my dirty panties harder into your face, I shove harder on your face, almost smothering you with my filthy panties.

"You sick fuck panty pervert," I tease you. "You actually think I would let you lick it? You are fucking disgusting. You think you're the world's greatest lover or something! God's gift to women. I bet you think I can't wait to spread my legs for your drool, huh? Oh, fuck, no, I bet you think I want more! You think you're actually going to get fucked, don't you, you sick pervert? I bet at the very least you think you're about to get a handjob. Why do you think I would fuck you? You think I lay around in bed diddling myself just waiting for some weird pervert to jerk off in my panties, because it gets me wet? You think it's some kind of compliment when a guy sniffs a girl's panties, jacks off into them? What a fucking sick pervert! Oh, yeah, I'll give you a handjob, all right, you fucking sick pervert. I'll give you the best handjob you're ever gonna get from a girl. No woman would ever touch this sad little thing unless she wanted to hurt. Did your last girlfriends manage to restrain themselves? Or did they do what I'm doing now?"

What I'm doing now is seizing your cock, digging my fingernails into it. I've just had them done, so they're strong and sharp. I told my manicurist to go for tensile strength over flash, pointiness over attractiveness. She heard me. They're pretty pointy, and the lacquered finish is pretty damn strong. I drive my fingernails deep into your hard shaft and drag them away in a raking motion. You squirm in the chair. I laugh at you.

"What's the matter, pervert? Don't want your handjob after all? Why not? You earned it, jacking off into my panty drawer all those times, sniffing my dirties, rubbing them over your face like I'm doing. You milked enough baby-sick out of this disgusting thing to soak every pair that I own. You earned this HJ, pervert. You'd better enjoy it. It's all that you're ever going to get from me. Here, perv, take a whiff while I jack you off...."

I grind my panties into your face again, harder than ever, making you smell as I drag my nails up your shaft, leaving hot furrows of red. When my fingers clear your tormented head, I swat your dick hard. I smack it down with a vicious pleasure. Then I grab it again, dig in my nails and twist my hand cruelly as I draw my fingers up. I rake your shaft while I smother you with my panties. When my hand clears the head again, I go back to slapping. I slap, swat and rake your dick over and over again, while you whimper and whine into my filthy underwear.

I keep at you until I can tell that you're getting quite close. Your dickhead is leaking. I can feel the slime leaking out of it, onto my hand. I give you one more vicious raking stroke, bringing girly squeals out of you.

I laugh.

"What's the matter, pervert? Don't you like it? Oh! I know what you need. I know what you've got to have in order to cum. Isn't that the definition of a fetishist? Sick fucking pervert. Can't even squirt out a load without having panties against his dick..."

I take them out of your face. I hand them from my left hand to my right. I wrap my panties around your dick and jerk you off as I lean forward, one knee up high against your shoulder. I pull your head forward so you're just close enough to my dripping pussy -- probably -- to get a smell of that.

"Suck it deep, pervert," I tell you as I jack you off. "Right from the source. Drink that yummy scent in, right from the spigot. Holy shit, you're a pervert! Oh, what a sick fucking weirdo you are! You're going to cum, aren't you, sicko?"

You don't have to answer. I already know you're right there on the edge.

"Oh!" I say brightly. "There we go! There's all that gross smelly slime that you stroke into my underwear every time you get a chance! Let it go, weirdo. Maybe if I milk enough of it out of you, you won't be such a sick pervert anymore! Think it's possible?"

Hot cream spits out of your dick and onto my hand. Before you came, I adjusted my panties so that your cock is poked through the leg holes. I get most of your cum on my hand and my wrist, just the way I wanted it.

When I'm finished milking you empty, I bring my slime-covered hand to your face.

I wipe your cum off on your cheeks and your chin. I feel your bristles beneath me. I rub a big dollop of your jism right under your nose.

Then I wipe my hand off with my panties. I give your cock the same treatment.

I bring my foot down. It's a good thing, too. I was starting to get a cramp in my leg.

I climb halfway onto you, halfway onto the sturdy arms of the chair.

I pose myself atop you, legs spread.

I unbuckle the strap of your ball gag. I pull the gag out and toss it. I kiss you and shove my tongue into your mouth. The taste and smell of your cum is all over me.

When I withdraw my tongue, there's a drizzle of spit on your chin, joining the shimmering slime of your cum. I sniff the aroma of your ejaculate. I lick a smear of it off your chin and then kiss you again, shoving my tongue deep. At first, you recoil, but then you relax. You let me kiss you. I know you can taste it. I like that. You squirm a little more. You struggle.

That makes me wet -- when you struggle.

I kiss you again. Then I pull back, look into your eyes and smile as cruelly as I can manage.

"Was it good for you, pervert?"

You don't say a word, but the fire in your eyes gives me every answer I'll ever need.
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Seven More Days by N.T.

Morley

 

Brian's chastity tube is made of hard plastic; it locks around his distended balls and secures his tiny dick pointing down. He can't even get all the way hard; about one-quarter mast and he's squirming in pain, which is the way Natasha likes it.

It's now been twenty-one days since Brian had an orgasm. He's never been hornier in his life, and Natasha knows it. For about a week, now, all she has to do is toy with the key as it hangs from the chain around her neck, and Brian starts to whimper as his dick gets hard.

Every morning he uses the shower massager on it, running water over his cock to clean it. Once a week Natasha unlocks his cage for a more thorough cleaning.

Tonight, on the twenty-first day, she has him prepare two washcloths and two basins -- one with soapy water, the other with clear. Then she ties him, naked, to the bed.

She undresses where he can see her, Her naked body is glorious. After twelve years together he could still barely even look at her without popping a boner -- before he'd gone twenty-one days without an orgasm. Now, he's squirming and pulling at his bonds already.

At midnight, he starts his last week of torment.

Natasha kisses her way down Brian's body, letting the key dangle against his flesh. She unlocks the padlock. His dick is already painfully hard; she has to work to get the chasty tube off.

She laughs at him.

"What is this?" she purrs, caressing it. "It can't be a dick -- it's too small!" She gently thumbs his glans. Brian squeals and pulls against his bonds. If he didn't have a cock-shaped gag strapped snugly into his mouth, he'd beg her to stop. She wouldn't listen.

Natasha leans over him to rummage in the nightstand drawer. As she does, she's careful to rub her tits in his face. She knows he could blow his load any seconds after twenty-one days without, so she shoves her knee in his balls.         She grinds her knee painfully against his swollen nuts.

She perpetually rotates her bedside toys so he never knows what she'll use on him. What toy is she looking for in the nightstand? Nasty-ass nipple clamps with jagged alligator teeth? A cock whip? Electrodes? Her "nutcracker" -- a heavy rubber mallet?

Holy fuck...he hopes it's not needles or something...is it?

Natasha's slender hand comes out holding an eighteen-inch ruler.

"You know," purrs Natasha. "I've always wondered just how tiny it is. I remember measuring it once, but that was a very long time ago. Do you remember?"

He does remember, but he can't respond; she's shoved a dick-shaped gag in his mouth and padlocked the strap around his head. He can't say a word --just like he can't beg her to stop caressing his dick. The pleasure's exquisite, but he can't fucking stand it.

Maybe he could stand it, if he thought she might miscalculate and accidentally jerk him off.

But he knows she won't.

Natasha caresses his balls with the edge of the ruler, making a show of groping in her memory. "I mean, I know we did measure it, but it was such a small number I'm sure I forgot it right away. Then again, maybe I'm remembering it wrong. I mean, it seems really small...but what with all those bikers and black guys and football players and Armenians and such I keep fucking behind your back, maybe my judgment's off a little. Do you remember how big it is, baby?"

Seven inches, Brian thinks as hot humiliation floods through his naked, bound body. She doesn't really fuck football players, bikers, Armenians. She's never even had sex with a black guy, as far as he knows; she just gets off on telling him about it. But then, his cock also isn't that small -- if anything, it's mildly above-average. Seven inches is fairly impressive anywhere except porn...but that's not what it's about. It's about the hot pulse of agony that surges through him when his wife complains about how inadequate he is.

His dick throbs hard from her flirty tone of voice, from her chiding words, from her nude body rubbing up against him, her hand on his cock, stroking him. Because he knows that she isn't going to stroke him off. Not till she's finished with him.

In another seven days.

Natasha caresses his balls with the ruler.

She says with relish, "I'll tell you what. Let's measure it again. If I'm remembering wrong, I'll go ahead and give you a handjob."

She smacks his nuts hard with the ruler and cackles as he jumps.

"Actually -- here, honey, how about this. If it's larger than an inch, I'll stroke you off and let you cum all over my face. You'll like that, won't you? You've got to be packing an inch, don't you? Even your pathetic cock? I mean, of course I know it doesn't satisfy me, but I'm kind of weird like that...I like really big dicks. The fact that yours seems so disgustingly tiny could just be about all those Russian rent boys I've been letting gangbang me while you're at work, don't you think? Even your little noodle has to be an inch, doesn't it?"

It's seven, he thinks pathetically, but the heat pulsing through his balls and his cock and the rest of his body doesn't come from the pain. It comes from knowing there is no fucking way he's getting a handjob tonight, even though he wants one so bad he could almost burst into tears.

She'll never admit his dick is an inch long, and she won't give him a handjob. Not for seven days.

Natasha makes a great show of stroking his cock gently, edging him right to the brink, while Brian squirms and moans. The bed creaks with his struggles.

Natasha breathes, "Don't get mad, baby. I'm not trying to tease you. I just want it to be just as erect as it can be, baby. I want to give you the best possible chance. Isn't that nice of me?"

Instinctively, Brian makes an "uh-huh" sound behind the gag and nods his head.

She draws the very tips of her fingers down the shaft of his cock.

He groans and whines and whimpers and pulls at the restraints that secure him to the bed.

The pleasure is excruciating.

He's maybe three seconds from cumming; all she'd have to do is tighten her grasp and jerk, maybe once, maybe twice. Certainly no more than half a dozen times.

He'd blow his load all over her hand. Three weeks' worth of jizz, with Natasha's constant teasing. His nuts are swollen with it. They're so blue they're indigo.

Natasha stands Brian's cock up straight up from his crotch. She measures.

Her mouth drops open. She makes a horrified sound.

"Eighteen millimeters, baby. What is that in inches?"

Seven, thinks Brian, bitterly -- but his arousal is soaring. Didn't he beg for this? Didn't he softly coax his beautiful wife into locking him up and tormenting him like this? Didn't he talk her into it by making...promises?

He sure as hell did. And she knows it. She's really pressing her advantage. She whaps his balls again with the ruler and says harshly, "Darling! What is that in inches?"

Brian can't say a word; his mouth is stuffed full with silicone dick. So he just whimpers in pain as his blue, abused balls throb.

Natasha gets up. She gets her laptop. She sets it on his chest and cuddles up against him, absently caressing his cock between keystrokes as she punches "18 mm convert to inches" into the search engine.

As her laptop puzzles over that query, she reaches down and flicks his swollen nuts hard with her fingers. She digs in her long, painted fingernails. She twists and torques his balls a little. Then she gets all sweet and nice and lets her fingertips tickle up his cock, which only makes him squirm more, and yowl and cry behind the gag. She gently thumbs his glans again, purring into his ear.

The heat at the base of her of her laptop sizzles into his chest, meeting the pulses of pain from his nuts and the agonizing pleasure from his cock.

"Holy shit," Natasha says when the answer comes up. "It's even smaller than I thought! Zero-point-seven inches, baby. Sorry, darling. No handjob for you."

She takes her hand off his cock, caresses his face, kisses his cheeks.

If he wasn't gagged, he'd probably try to point out that the ruler has had "CM" plastered over with "MM," which he can clearly see as she makes him kiss it, before she whacks his balls again. He wouldn't tell her that because he wants to dissuade her from telling him how small his cock is. On the contrary, he loves the way Natasha thinks on her feet. If he pointed out that his dick was actually eighteen centimeters, how would she handle it?

Would she tell him boys can't do math? That he must need glasses?

Or would she just laugh and say, "Keep telling yourself that, baby. Live in denial if you want...it's kind of adorable. Do you also believe in Santa Claus?"

Now Natasha's all over him, rubbing her tits on his chest, in his face. She grinds her pussy on his thigh; it's incredibly wet. She leaves a snail trail up one thing and down the other, then wriggles up and teases her slit gently up and down his cock. Brian goes cross-eyed, whimpering. Soon his dick is slicked-up, juicy with her pussy.

"It's really too bad," she purrs into his ear. "I was almost considering fucking you. Would you have liked that?"

Her laugh of pure joy makes his heart race.

"I know I wouldn't have, but it seemed the nice thing to do. But you're just too small, baby. I'm sorry." She crawls up his body, taking her time, leaning heavily on his face and rubbing her cunt on his chest while she rummages in the nightstand some more.

This time, her hand comes out holding a vibrator.

She snuggles up against him, switches it on.

She draws it down the shaft of his cock, making him squeal. She laughs merrily. She nuzzles the vibe up between her legs.

She sighs softly in pleasure and undulates against him.

She mewls, "You don't mind, darling, do you? I mean...since you can't satisfy me...you do love me, don't you? Don't you want me to cum?"

He groans into the gag, and nods.

"Good, baby. I'd let you eat me, but the last time you did, you drizzled pre-cum all over my foot, remember? And Mister Tiny certainly can't go back in his chasty tube right away...not till I give the poor boy an ice pack..."

Natasha is moaning, humping against him. Every now and then she takes her hand out from between her legs and caress his swollen balls, his aching cock.

"Once I have a good hard, I'll get the ice pack, and we'll send Mister Tiny back to shrivelsville. Then I'll take that gag out so you can tell me how much you love me, baby, while I fall asleep in your arms. Won't that be romantic?"

She humps his leg harder, using it to brace the vibrator against her clit. The vibe is a powerful model. The trembling rumbles up his leg and into his balls. Worse, it makes her leg vibrate a little, so he can feel the sensation when she rams her knee into his balls and grinds it against them. She doesn’t quite knee him in the balls, but it's something more than just rubbing. It hurts like hell -- but he can tell it makes her hot. Maybe it's the way he squirms and squeals when she rams her knee into his blue balls. Maybe it's the risk she's taking; she has to know those vibrations are almost making him cum.

She works the vibe faster and knees his balls harder.

She mounts toward a screamer while she purrs in his ear:

"Seven days, baby. Only seven more days...then you get your revenge..."

He thinks, Revenge? What she's going to get isn't revenge.

The torments of the last three weeks --and the one to come -- were Brian's idea from the beginning. It took him a good long while to gently cajole Natasha into becoming his chastity mistress.

See, she's usually a bottom.

She's certainly getting the hang of having Brian wrapped around her finger, all right. But she never stops looking at the big picture.

Next month she knows it's her turn.

Brian has her belt ordered. It's a daily-wear model with nice tough straps that won't even let her hand down.

It's harder with women, because you don't have the useful tool of inhibiting erection. Get a woman horny enough, and she can cum from riding a horse or a bicycle. And he knows his wife; when she really gets going, the little slut cums like popcorn kernels going off. By the time he's had her in chastity a few weeks, she'll just have to rub her clit against something and she'll cum.

So Brian spared no expense. The chastity belt he's gotten her is guaranteed to keep her secure. She'll spend a month in bondage, being teased by him constantly. She'll be locked up good and tight, secured against orgasm and pleasure.

But "revenge?"

Nah, thinks Brian, the pleasant rush of adrenaline hitting him as Natasha begins to shudder all over. "I'm cumming...I'm cumming," she moans, her mouth up against his neck, her breath coming hot and fast and hungry. "I'm going to fucking cum!"

Her breath comes deep and ragged as her perfect breasts heave. This is gonna be a big one.

Next month, he thinks, won't be my revenge. It'll be her reward.

Natasha lets out a screamer, shaking the bed. She humps his leg and kneefucks his balls while she cums. He's never seen his wife climax so hard. Even the pain in his nuts can't distract him from the fact that she looks and sounds amazing. He's never been happier.

When that gag comes out, it's easy for him to tell him how much he loves her. She falls asleep in his arms while he thinks, Seven more days...
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Snowball by Brett Olsen

 

Tonight at the dance club, Sasha and Valery really got crazy. They were really grinding up against each other, almost kissing, practically making out, and flirting with plenty of guys. Other guys wanted to watch, me included. I had tried, but there were a lot more aggressive guys than me, with a lot bigger shoulders, who pushed me out of the way. I had lost sight of them both for a while, and it was only by pure luck that we managed to meet up again just before last call.

Now, here in the back of the cab, they were still going at it. They weren't quite making out, but were totally wrapped around each other, petting and groping and playing and teasing and laughing. They were both drunk as hell, with me pinned between them. Half of me thought I was going to get totally lucky and get dragged into a threesome, but in reality I knew it would never happen -- Sasha's far too jealous for that.

Instead, the two hot girls laughed their asses off about what perverts guys are --all because we always want to see two women together. They speculated openly on whether guys were secretly gay.

"I mean, if you all want to see two girls together, what's to stop you from wanting to see two guys together?" Valery asked.

"That's -- well, that's different," I said.

Sasha totally agreed with Valery's logic. But obviously, that didn't make any sense. Unfortunately, I was way too drunk to effectively argue with either of them, let alone both. And I was completely flustered and still full-on erect. I guess it made me blush pretty obviously and get embarrassed -- the way they made fun of men.

But it was even worse when the two of them made fun of me directly. Sasha's hand totally went to my crotch, and I had this super-obvious boner.

"Your little boyfriend can't seem to keep it in his pants," said Sasha, slurring her words as she laughed drunkenly.

"Hey! Are you jacking his little thing off?" Valery laughed, sounding even drunker than Sasha. "You bitch! That's my little candy stick!"

Little thing? Little candy stick? I blushed an even deeper red. I know I'm not all that huge or anything -- not like the other guys Valery says she's been with -- but she always shrugs and says that I'm "adequate." I mean, "size isn't everything," right? Isn't that what they say?

Sasha laughed again, this time with a sound of disgust in her voice. "Oh, don't you worry, you can have it all to yourself. I prefer something a little more impressive."

Still, Sasha didn't take her hand off my cock. She rubbed it and smacked it and flicked it with her fingernails, so hard it hurt and I squealed like a girl.

That made Valery and Sasha laugh even louder.

"Then why didn't you do something with that football guy from State?" asked Valery drunkenly. "He looked pretty impressive."

"Who says I didn't?" asked Sasha, still holding my pecker, absent-mindedly --but digging her fingernails into it, wanting to hurt me. "Didn't you notice how long I was in the 'ladies' room' just before we left?" Sasha laughed and lunged across my body, using my dick like a handhold. I squealed underneath them as Sasha planted her red lips on Valery's and shoved her tongue into my girlfriend's mouth.

Valery recoiled, making "Ugh!" and "Eeek!" sounds.

"Is that cum?" shrieked Valery.

"You know it!" laughed Sasha.

Valery howled: "You total slut! You blew him?"

"All the way to the creamy finish," laughed Sasha, lunging after Valery again, totally crawling over me. "It helps settle my stomach. No hangover!"

"Ugh!" said Valery.

"Oh, come on," Sasha said. "You love it!"

Sasha's lips came closer to Valery's again, and it looked like the two of them were going to kiss.

Valery shot me a wry look. Her lips were full and swollen, smeared messily with red lipstick. She smirked.

"Not anymore," said Valery with a mock-innocent sound to her voice. "I'm a one-cock girl now, remember?"

Sasha issued a snorting sound of disbelief. "Yeah, right!"

With a glance at me, Valery snickered. She sensuously drew her hand across her tits in a big "X," her palm rubbing visibly against her nips as it passed over them. Valery was wearing this super-tight, stretchy top that hid almost nothing of her tits; the push-up bra she was wearing left her erect nips hanging out just over the lacey tops of the cops. I'd been able to see her nips getting hard all night, and they were the hardest they'd been yet

Her voice was richly sarcastic as she caressed her tits in a vague "X" shape.

"Honest!" Valery said with a snide glance at me. "I swear! Cross my heart!"

"Yeah, right!" repeated Sasha, adding "Liar!" just before she shoved her tongue in my girlfriend's mouth again.

Fuck, they were hot as they kissed like that! I blushed hard and tried to think through the cloud of hard alcohol to figure out what Sasha was implying. Was she just teasing my girlfriend, or...?

This time, when Sasha's lips pressed to hers, Valery didn't pull back.

Instead, she let Sasha kiss her, till her tongue was in good and deep. When their lips parted, strings of spit ran down onto my lap.

Valery giggled and said, "Fuck! That tastes good. He must be a Delta!"

Sasha laughed. "Nope! He didn't even pledge! Just a linebacker!"

"Well he tastes like a Delta!" laughed Valery, leaning over me.

Then she lunged forward and kissed Sasha again...this time totally taking the lead.

I watched in mingled horror and arousal as my girlfriend kissed Sasha deeply, their tongues entwining.

"Yum," panted Valery when their lips parted again. Then she glanced at me. "Want a taste?"

My eyes went wide; my jaw dropped. "What? Ew! No! Did you really give that guy a blowjob?"

Sasha's hand had come off of my pecker at some point; I realized it had left my dick because she was feeling up Valery's tits. But now, Valery's hand returned to my dick and began to squeeze and knead it while she and Sasha exchanged knowing glances, up close and personal.

They seemed to establish something between them. And right after that, Sasha sprang into action. I was so drunk I didn't see it coming.

Sasha kissed me, open-mouthed and wet and deep. She pressed her lips to mine and shoved her tongue into my mouth. When I tried to pull back, I discovered she had the back of my head pinned against the seat of the cab. Sasha thrust her tongue as deep as it would go. I tried to close my mouth, but then I realized that Valery had grabbed my face and had one thumb shoved into my mouth, forcing my jaw down so I couldn't resist Sasha's kiss.

And I tasted it. I tasted it strong. The flavor of cum lingered on Sasha's tongue. She really had given that guy a blowjob -- and now she was forcing me to taste it while Valery watched my helpless plight.

Now, if you want to know just how it is that I recognized the taste of cum, well...that's kind of an embarrassing question to answer. I guess it's because I don't always last as long as Valery wants me to. And when that happens, well...Valery likes me to finish her off with my tongue.

I complained about it the first few times, but Valery just laughed and made fun of me.

"So typical of a man," she teased me.

"To want to squirt it inside me, but to be too much of a wimp to lick it out of me."

Why should I be squeamish about lapping my own cum out of her pussy? She demanded an answer. I didn't have one, but I still tried to protest.

Finally, she teased me that since I couldn’t seem to last as long as it took her to cum, maybe I'd rather if we didn't fuck at all.

That convinced me. I stopped complaining after that. Since then, my "trips downtown for a gallon of milk," as Valery teasingly called them, had become a regular thing, happening almost every time I spent the night with my girlfriend. That means I end up shoved down between her legs while her pussy is still leaking cum...sometimes lots of cum, all over my face. I know the taste of my own cum almost better than I know the taste of Valery's pussy. Almost.

But this was different. This was another guy's cum. And it wasn't on Valery's tongue -- thankfully! -- it was on Sasha's. Sasha was tongue-kissing me deeply, sensuously, while Valery's hand worked over my hard cock and started unfastening my belt.

It looked like I had my threesome!

Even so, no amount of hotness on Sasha's part could change the fact that I was kissing a girl who'd just given a blowjob -- and whose mouth still tasted like cum!

When our lips parted, I spat and sputtered and made disgusted sounds. The truth was, it wasn't that bad. In fact, it was kind of a turn-on to think that Sasha had just blown another guy, and here she was, ready to get going with me. That was kind of slutty of her -- and I don't think I need to tell you that I'd always found Sasha incredibly hot.

Sasha grabbed my hair and forced my head back. She laughed drunkenly.

"Shut the fuck up," she slurred. "You probably love it!"

Then Sasha was kissing me again, while Valery worked on my pants.

It was really happening -- I was going to have a threesome with Valery's hot friend Sasha, right here in the back of a cab!

I put my arms around Sasha, pulling her gently against me. She was wearing this super-tight tube top that didn't have very much to it. The simple act of pulling Sasha onto me was enough to dislodge it. The tube top popped down and her tits popped out.

This sent a surge of excitement through me. Sasha's tits are amazing. Sasha is stacked. I know from hand-washing her bras that Valery is a solid D-cup; Sasha was bigger. I guess that means she has to be a double-D, right? Well, they were damned near perfect, that is for sure. In fact, there was some speculation on campus as to whether Sasha had actually gotten a boob job.

When she wiggled against me drunkenly, the tube top came down even further. Our lips parted, and I felt her full, ripe tits pushing against my face. She brushed them back and forth, letting me get a quick lick of her nipples; then she grabbed my head and buried my face between them, practically suffocating me.

I let her. I felt my cock pulsing full and hard in Valery's grasp as she stroked it through my slacks. When Sasha finally pulled back and let me breathe, I was more turned on than ever. Then Sasha's mouth was on mine again, her tongue shoved deep in my mouth while she took pleasure in making me taste the stranger's cum. I was starting to lose the flavor of it, which was a little bit of a relief. But I guess Sasha didn't know that, so she wanted me to show her how eager I was to taste it. I just kept obediently sucking on her tongue as she thrust it deep into my mouth. Her hands roved all over my chest, playing with my nipples. She pinched them, hard, through my T-shirt. I squealed, and both girls laughed.

"Don't be a pussy," purred Valery. "You want my friends to think you're some kind of a wimp?"

"N-no, Mistress," I whimpered, instantly cursing myself for using that honorific in public. Sasha's eyes widened, and she looked from me to Valery.

"Did you say 'Mistress'?" She let out a peal of laughter. Valery winked at her.

Sasha went back to shoving her tongue down my throat, forcing me to taste what was left of the linebacker's cum. Her fingers worked my nips even harder, pinching and twisting. I tried to force down my whimpers of pain, but it wasn't easy.

While Sasha and I made out, Valery got my belt undone. She unzipped my slacks. She took Sasha's hand and guided it into my fly. I felt Sasha's slender fingers wrapping around my cock, stroking it through the silk, filmy, thin material. I could feel the sprinkles of lace at the top rubbing against my smooth-shaved dickhead...

And that's when I remembered.

I squealed in surprise, realizing what had happened. Sasha let out another peal of laughter. I tried to pull away -- but I was trapped between the two girls, and Sasha was leaning heavily on top of me. Sasha straddled me with her thighs tightly cinched against mine, so there was nothing I could do.

And her hand was inside my pants. Valery's hand was on top of it. Even if I'd been able to reach down and try to pull Sasha's hand away, I couldn't have fought against both of them. Besides, what was the point? Sasha's drunken laughter already told me that she knew what she was feeling!

"Are you wearing...panties?" she asked in wonderment.

I didn't have to answer. She could see them, now...feel them.

Valery held Sasha's hand firmly on my cock. She got on her knees and leaned over. It was her turn to kiss Sasha again, while I lay pinned beneath the two of them, practically helpless. My arms were around Sasha; my hands on her butt, squeezing it perfectly under her super-short skirt. I guess I could have struggled or try to push her away...but again, what would have been the point? My secret was out, and Valery was fully participating in what was quickly turning into a threesome...

Valery whispered something into Sasha's ear, and the two of them giggled.

"I'm game,' said Sasha. She glanced at my face, quickly, like she wasn't looking at me, just evaluating me. "Can you make him?"

"Oh, yeah," said Valery.

"Okay," said Sasha, and lowered her face to my lap.

"Holy shit!" I said as I felt Sasha's warm lips working against my cock through the thin, stretchy material of my ladies' underwear. "Oh, holy fuck, Valery, is this okay?"

"Shut the fuck up, pervert. You want to see two girls together? See this." Valery kissed me, while she caressed the back of Sasha's head.

Sasha pulled down my panties. My dick popped out. She started giggling.

"God it's so fucking small," she laughed.

"You don't have to tell me," Valery laughingly answered. She shoved her tongue in my mouth, aggressively kissing me as Sasha teased my cock, flicking her tongue back and forth across the glans. She wouldn't take it in her mouth; she just kept teasing, while she squeezed and kneaded my balls.

"He won't last long," Valery said when our kiss broke. She was breathless, like she was really turned on. My hand slid down to her ass; I reached up under her, felt up her pussy. God, she was wet. She was not wearing panties. Wait, hadn't she put them on back when we left the house?

Sasha's mouth suddenly engulfed my cock, and she started to suck. I didn't think about much of anything for a minute, because that felt so fucking good. Valery sighed softly and pushed her butt up and back, forcing my fingers up into her -- or, more accurately, fucking herself on my fingers. She let out a moan as she wiggled her butt back and forth on me. She was so wet she was dripping. Juices were really pouring out of her. Lots of it. Jeez, was she pissing or something?

Sasha's mouth worked like a vacuum. Her hand was cinched tight around my base, while her lips worked violently up and down on my shaft.

It didn't take long... Valery's right, I don't usually last. It was less than two minutes, I'd say, before I cried out in pleasure.

Her lips stayed tight and firm around my shaft as I came in her mouth. I couldn't believe it. It had been so long since Valery gave me a blowjob -- a real one, not just a tease -- that I barely believed it had really happened.

But then Sasha came up with the evidence. She was on me, aggressively, pinning me down while Valery grabbed my hair and forced my head back so that Sasha could kiss me. Before I knew what was happening, Sasha's tongue was shoved deep in my mouth -- and she was spitting my cum out, right into my forced-open mouth.

I tried to turn my head, to spit my cum back out, but both girls had me held down good. Sasha's right hand was around my throat, squeezing. Her left hand was on my jaw, holding my head in place and forcing me to keep my mouth open. Valery had one hand shoved down into my panties, gripping my balls and squeezing so hard it hurt like hell. Her other had had somehow found its way into my shirt, and she was pinching and twisting my nipple so hard that lightning-bolts of pain shot through me.

"Swallow!" barked Valery. "Swallow it all, bitch. You swallow it, every last drop. Clean up your mess, pervert. You want to see two girls together? See this."

I obeyed her. How could I not? Sasha kissed me, deeply, tonguing me till she was sure that I'd eaten it all. It had been weeks since Valery had let me cum, and so Sasha had taken a really big load. She'd gotten most of it, but a single stray rivulet ran down her chin.

Valery saw it and whispered in Sasha's ear. Sasha cocked her head, forced her smooth chin up against my mouth.

"Lick it up, bitch," said Valery.

I did it. Why not? I was gagging on the taste of my own cum, and lots of it.  I licked the last drop off her chin, while Valery pulled up my panties.

"Here's what we're going to do," Valery said. "You're sleeping over, Sasha. When we get back to our place, Kyle gets tied up. If he wants to watch...then he has to be tied. And that is the last fucking blowjob you'll give him. But you can give me one," she added.

"Oh my God, you total lezzie!" laughed Sasha. "You don't have one of those strap-on things, do you?"

"You sucked my boyfriend's cock," said Valery. "You know how small it is. What do you think?"

"I think he takes it in the ass," laughed Sasha. "It's okay, cum-eater. Anal and oral, right? All faggots like them both."

I winced and squirmed under her. I didn't argue, though.

"Are you gonna fuck him?" Asked Sasha. "I mean, like, tonight?"

"Oh, no, no," said Valery. She leaned in close and purred in Sasha's ear, just barely loud enough that I could hear. "I'm fucking you," she said. "I'll fuck your brains out."

"Yum," answered Sasha. "Sounds good to me. But, you know, like...after? I've never done that to a guy." She smirked at me, taking pleasure in teasing me. "I've never buttfucked a faggot."

"Then we'll just have to see if my harness fits you, too," said Valery. "After I fuck your brains out with it."

"Sounds good to me," Sasha said again.

Nobody asked me if it sounded good to me... not the tying up part, the watching part, or the getting fucked in the ass part.

They didn't have to. I just looked up at them, eager and hungry, submissive and helpless. The two of them could do whatever they wanted with me.

I had my threesome.
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Strap-On by Jay Fredericks

 

I knelt on the bed, my ass in the air,

my hard cock throbbing in my hand.  I was on my knees and elbows, my freshly-shaved ass-cheeks presented for the woman who was about to deflower me.  Who was about to take the last virginity I possessed.  Who would enter my body, taking from me whatever little innocence remained.  I was about to be fucked in the ass by a woman.

My wife Tricia entered the room,

looking more beautiful than ever with the black leather harness strapped to her body and the enormous flesh-colored rubber cock jutting out and precisely the correct angle to penetrate my ass.

We had picked the harness out

together not two hours ago at Stormy Leather, a sex-toy shop downtown.  But the dildo was all Tricia’s doing, and it looked much bigger than I would have selected.  Even so, I trusted my wife --despite the quivering fear which rose in my stomach when I looked at the dildo’s hard length sticking out of her body like a real dick.

It had all begun as part of a deal:  I

had wanted to try anal sex, and Tricia, though an accomplished sexual adventure, had never been fucked in the ass.  It was not something that interested her, but the fantasy  kept returning to me every time I looked at that tight, glorious ass of Tricia’s.  I continued to bring it up, and she continued to decline the invitation to part her cheeks for my hard shaft.  Until one day, she had made the proposition.

“If you agree to let me fuck you up the

ass,” said Tricia, smiling, “then I’ll let you do it to me.  But I get to fuck you in the ass first.  Once you take it from me, then you can have me whatever way you want.”

“How do you mean, fuck me up the

ass?”

“We’ll get one of those strap-on

harnesses that holds a dildo,” she said mischievously.  “The dildo will be the size of my choosing.”

The idea of having something in my

ass was, frankly, disgusting to me.  I had resisted, complained, argued.  But the draw of Tricia’s tight, firm buns proved too intense, and finally I agreed to accept my wife’s cock into my ass.

But she had insisted I be shaved,

first.  She wanted to see my ass-cheeks shaved and parted around her cock.

Tricia approached behind me, leaning down to place her mouth between my cheeks.  I moaned as she began to tongue my tight opening.  The sensations were intense; at first I was frightened, but then it began to feel better and better.  My cock seethed as I stroked it.  Tricia licked deeper.  The tip of her middle finger, well-lubricated, was teasing my opening.  I gasped as I felt it penetrating me; she gave me her finger slowly and tenderly, and the first fears I had were beginning to melt away.  My ass stung for a second as she gave me two fingers; then, almost without knowing I was doing it, I was pushing back onto her, eagerly inviting her in to my ass.  She gave me three fingers, and I felt about ready to explode.  Then, her fingers left my ass, and I felt empty -- but never fear.  I glanced back over my shoulder and saw Tricia stroking her cock up and down until it was glistening with lubricant.

Slowly, tenderly, my wife began to

penetrate my ass with her hard cock.  My ass seemed resistant at first to accepting the thickness of the enormous cockhead. But I breathed slowly and Tricia followed the patterns of my body --finally working the head so that it popped in smoothly, accompanied by a surge of sensation and fear throughout my body -- and then a delicious sensation as Tricia sank into me, her cock penetrating me until the rubber, sculpted balls were pressed against my own balls.

Slowly, Tricia began to fuck me in

the ass, stroking her cock in and out as I pumped my own hard meat.  The sensations were so new I didn’t sense my orgasm coming until it was upon me -- groaning, I shot my load all over my hand and the bedspread.  Tricia laughed, continuing to fuck me slowly as the sensations mounted and my cock dwindled.

“Delightful to be on the business end

of one of these, isn’t it?” cooed Tricia hungrily.

I could only moan in agreement as my

wife mercilessly plumbed the depths of my ass, thrusting again and again and again into me.
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Ten P.M. Sharp by Valery

Bond

She's not a whore, but as she puts on

her makeup she thinks to herself that she might as well be. Thick mascara, heavy eyeliner, garish red lipstick -- she would never wear makeup like this of her own accord. She's forty years old and routinely gets carded, to which she's been known to say "For fuck's sake... I have children in college!" -- which she does, one at Berkeley and one at Vassar. She was a young mother, too young, which is why she's on her second husband and only now really learning to fuck the way she's always wanted to.

But the makeup makes her look so

slutty that she might actually pass for her own age which, strangely enough, seems to work for her -- and, hopefully, for the guy she's dressing up to fuck.

Dressing up to fuck. That's what she's

doing, and it feels evil and wicked and bad and wrong and impossibly sexy. She's getting dressed up to go out, about to leave the house wearing clothes that mark her as the kind of slut who'd fuck a guy without knowing his name. If anything, it makes it even wickeder that she's getting picked up at 10pm. Who goes out on a date at 10pm to do anything but fuck?

Could you even really call a 10pm

rendezvous a "date"? Only in the sense that the word is a euphemism for "trick" or "appointment" or "fuck." What she's about to do is leave the house for casual sex with a man other than her husband. Like a common tramp, rather than a married woman. Like a whore, rather than a respectful, suburban-dwelling PTA mom, which is what she was.

Or maybe she was a little bit of both.

She finishes putting on her makeup,

turns toward the bed, saunters slowly toward it.

There's a man tied there, spread-

eagled face-up, gagged.

Her eyes rove over the naked,

struggling body of her husband. His cock, bound up in complicated bondage with rough hemp ropes, juts hard and throbbing, drooling pre-come as he strains against his bonds, working his hips in desperate humping motions. He's ten years younger than her, and not the father of her children. They met later, after the first husband had divorced her, after she'd learned how to fuck. They've been married for five years and she's always worn the pants in the family; having him tied to the bed is just a new way to keep him honest while she goes out to fuck.

His eyes are open wide and roving

all over her hungrily. He's been watching her the whole time as she slipped into her skimpy lace garter belt, her sheer black stockings, her red high-heeled shoes, her barely-there miniskirt (no panties), her form-fitting, low-cut silk top (no bra), her little bolo blazer that buttons just tight enough across her tits to hide her nipples -- until she unbuttons them, which is what she does now so her husband can see how hard her nipples are.

The clothes are several years out of

date, but they're what he selected when she made him pick out her outfit for the night. It was a telling choice; She had worn just this outfit on their very first date together, ten years before. Then, she'd worn a bra and underwear, and tights instead of garter belt and stockings. She hadn't slept with him on that first date; she'd been younger and had a reputation to protect. Now, she was once again in the position of pretending she wasn't hot for him, for entirely different reasons.

"You know I wouldn't have to do this

if you could just satisfy me," she purrs, tucking one leg under the other as she caresses his bound-up dick. "If you knew how to use this properly, I'd be happy to fuck and suck you all day long." She bends forward, runs her tongue from balls to base up the shaft to the tip, making him arch his back and groan. She swirls her tongue around the head and licks off his pre-cum, which has been drizzling out for an hour, ever since she first tied him up and started getting ready for her date.

She licks the pre-cum off hungrily and

makes a pleased sound.

"I'll be doing that to him in half an

hour," she sighs. "I'll be licking up his pre-cum, and then I'll be sucking his cock. Do you think I should swallow or spit? Guys always want you to swallow, but that seems so intimate. Maybe I'll just jerk him off on my face." She gets up on her knees and looks in the mirror over the bed. "Damn you, I've messed up my lipstick."

He groans as she wraps her hand

around his cock and slowly, deliberately jerks him off, building to the point where he's about to cum. He looks up at her with eyes wide and wet and desperate. She times it so she stops just before he reaches the point of no return. She laughs and lets his cock slap against his belly.

She climbs off the bed and leaves him

groaning there while she fixes her lipstick.

"But you can't satisfy me," she says.

"That's why I have to fuck other men. It's all your fault, baby. But don't worry. I don't blame you. You're just not man enough for me."

She sets her purse on her husband's

muscled chest, just above where his weeping cock has drooled a shimmering puddle of pre-cum. Streaks of lipstick glisten on his prick. She opens her purse, then opens the nightstand drawer. She tears open two 12-packs of condoms and stuffs them free-range in her purse. She makes a show of considering the evening ahead of her, scratching her head, twisting one lock of her newly-blonde hair around her finger. She pulls out a third box of condoms and empties it into her purse. It's now stuffed so full she can barely fit her vibrator in with the extra batteries. To fit the ball gag in, she has to reach in and rearrange everything.

"In case he likes it kinky," she

explains with a voice like chocolate as she tucks the ball gag away. "I've been thinking of experimenting."

She sits down on the edge of the bed,

reaches over, fondles his cock. He's cooled down a little, but he's still about to cum; she could get him off with a stroke, but she won't. She's going to make him wait.

"Don't hate me for this," she sighs.

His eyes go bright and hungry; he

grunts behind the gag and shakes his head "No." No, he doesn't hate her.

"Good," she sighs, caressing him.

"I'm glad you don't hate me. You know it's necessary. I'll come back to you refreshed and ready. Maybe once I've been satisfied, we can even make love again. Like we used to."

His eyes get all big and eager, and

she has to drive it home.

She laughs softly. "With me enjoying myself, I mean." The expression on his face is a mix of humiliation and arousal.

She's still got her hand on his cock,

stroking him right at the brink but not letting him cross.

There's the sound of a car outside,

and a soft little toot on the horn.

"That's my date," she says brightly.

"Right on time -- 10pm sharp." She laughs. "He must really want to fuck."

She stands up and displays herself

with a flourish.

"How do I look? Perfectly fuckable?"

He looks her over and doesn't know

how to respond, so he makes a pleased groaning sound as if to tell her how hot she is. She smiles cheerfully in response.

His cock has drooled a little pre-cum

on her fingers, so she leans over and wipes her hand on his face. She kisses his forehead.

"I'll be late; don't wait up," she says.

"And please don't jerk off, darling. You know what it does to you."

She takes her purse and goes out the

front door.

Tottering down the walkway on her

high heels, she breathes the chill night air. She can barely believe she went through with it. He won't be staying bound, of course; to leave him there unsupervised would be unacceptably dangerous. The safety scissors were within his easy reach, and they'd already practiced him getting out of bondage. She'll even call him on her cell phone in fifteen minutes, just to make sure he's in a condition to answer the phone; she won't say a word, but she'll know he's safe.

But by the time he's free she'll be

gone. By the time he looks out the window to get a glimpse of the man who's spiriting off his wife, she'll have climbed into the back of the taxicab and said "Downtown Center Cineplex" and be on her way. She'll catch a 10:15 movie, then a midnight one, and be out of the midnight movie just in time to get a drink at the bar in the Hilton next door so she can get home after last call smelling of liquor and cigarettes like a cheap little tramp. Any men who tried to buy her a drink, thinking her slutty clothes marked her as easy meat, would get politely declined with a flourish of her ring finger.

He'd be waiting for her, hungry and

desperate to "reclaim" his wife; he'd be all over her, and she knew from experience that she'd cum like crazy, more times than she'd be able to count. She got wet and a little fluttery just thinking about it, and she planned to think about it a lot through the length of the two movies. By the time she got home, she'd be as ready to fuck as her husband would.

But she'd know, and he never would.

Was it real, or was it a fantasy? He'd made her promise never to tell, and she wouldn't. The permission to fuck around if she chose to was as liberating and arousing as the desperate urgency that built in him as she left him at home with the knowledge that he was being cuckolded -- maybe. The warmth of that secret inside her was an even bigger turn-on, and one she kept like a cherished gift to him, one they could share without sharing. Her silence was both a tender show of love and the winning stroke in a perversely kinky game of turn-ons.

She catches a glimpse of herself in

the rear-view mirror as the cab driver pulls away from the curb. The makeup makes her look so slutty that she actually looks her age. Right now that seems to work for her -- and, she knows, it'll work for the guy she's dressing up to fuck. By now he's probably cut through the ropes and is standing there peering out the window. His cock's harder than ever, she knows, and when she comes home he'll put it to very good use.

She relaxes into the taxicab seat and feels the heat growing between her thighs.
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