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Traffic Stop by N.T. Morley

The man saw the flashing lights in his rear-view mirror and pulled off the road into a dark stretch shadowed by a copse of trees. The cruiser’s floodlight blinded him.

He saw two dark figures making their way to his windows -- one on each side.

He rolled both windows down.

“License, registration, and proof of insurance,” said the cop on the driver’s side. 

It was a woman’s voice -- but then, it was a woman’s chest. Her blue uniform blouse was much, much too tight. She showed some cleavage. A lot of cleavage, in fact. Her badge gleamed in the bright light from the floodlight. The man saw her nameplate Velcro-affixed, over the badge: “OFC CAMPBELL.”

“I’m getting it from my glove compartment, officer,” the man said nervously.

“You’d better hurry, then, Mister. You think we cops have all night to fuck around with assholes like you?”

“No, Ma’am,” the man said. He leaned over to get his license out of his glove compartment. As he did, he was blinded again. From the passenger’s side, another cop was shining a flashlight into the car. That cop was a woman, too, though her flashlight was so big and bright that he didn’t get quite as good a look at her. But there was plenty to look at. Her uniform was even tighter than Officer Campbell’s. The shirt was unbuttoned halfway down the cop’s chest. The man could see lace. The cop on the right was exceptionally stacked. Her tits were practically hanging out everywhere the other cop leaned down, blinding him; he saw her big, full, ripe tits and deep cleavage only through the searing white light and the tears in his eyes. When he saw her name: “SGT TAYLOR,” it was all blurry because his eyes wouldn’t stop watering from all the bright light.

The second cop leaned in and glared at him accusingly. Her face was pretty. Her hair was blonde. She had it back in a tight ponytail. She wore glasses, but with makeup beneath. Her lips were red. She looked angry as hell.

The man handed Campbell his license, registration and proof of insurance. She shined her flashlight at it as Taylor blinded the man again, inspecting the inside of the car.

“Zachary David Palmer,” Campbell said. When he said yes, it was, she started laughing. “Palmer!” she guffawed to Sergeant Taylor. “Palmer, like Rosy Palm and her Five Sisters! Palmer, like jackoff! Like he’s jacking off!”

Taylor leaned in and snickered viciously, blinding Zach.

“Palmer,” she sneered. “Like jackoff. Is that what you were doing on the highway, kid, jacking off?”

“Yeah!” Campbell said. “Jacking off, were you?”

“N-n-n-no,” stammered Zach.

“I think maybe you were,” Campbell said, studying Zach’s license. “Oh, fuck! Lewis College? Damn! You’re a rich pervert, aren’t you? You’re just a kid! They suck dick at that college of yours, Palmer/’

“No!”

Campbell sneered: “What, you mean they don’t allow queers there, or you don’t allow queers in your mouth and down your fuckin’ throat, you stuck-up college boy? What you only give blowjobs to straight guys?”

“No!”

“What, you suck gay dick, too?”

“No! I don’t do that!” said Zach.

“Oh, so you only suck straight men, you homophobe?”

“No! I mean... there’s gay guys at Lewis, but... I mean, I’ve got friends, but I’m not--”

“Don’t you mouth off to her, boy,” Sergeant Taylor joined in, leaning so far into the car that her tight shirt almost burst open and showed him her tits. “Take your eyes off my tits, pervert. You wanna see them?”

“No!” said Zach.

“Oh, so you are queer? Good. We like queers. They have way more fun in prison. You wanna get fucked in the ass, Rosy Palmer?”

“No!” Zach said. “Like I said, I’m not gay. I don’t have a problem with--”

Taylor talked over him: “What, getting fucked in the ass, Rosy Palmer? You don’t have problem with that? Good, because it’s gonna happen a lot when we put you away for a while!”

“For what? What did I do?”

“You know what you did,” Campbell laughed. “Why don’t you tell us, and then we’ll go easy on you?”

“Yeah, Palmer, tell us why we pulled you over!” Taylor barked. She pulled his door open and leaned deep into the car, putting her knee on the passenger seat. It was not a big car, but she was exceedingly tall, or wore really high heels or lifts in her boots -- maybe both, maybe all -- so she moved in nice and easy, like liquid smoke, shining her light in Zach’s eye.

Taylor’s blouse came open as she reached in and slapped Zach in the face. He recoiled, and she grabbed his hand. “You plan on being queer bait in Carrillo, Rosy?” Carrillo State Penitentiary was the local Supermax prison -- legendary for how brutal its inmates were. “They love that there, Rosy Palm jackoff. Just pull out your dick and say, ‘I’m not gay, but I don’t have a problem with it,’ just like you did right now with me, and those big boys will love you. You’ll be down on your knees giving BJs for half-cigarettes and the next minute your cell mate Guido will have you bent over your bunk! Those animals just love to break in the new meat, Rosy Palmer! You know how it works, don’t you, Rosy? You enter prison straight, you get entered straight, you learn to love it, and you walk out in heels and a fucking tiara.”

Holy shit, Zach thought. I am going to have to donate $20 to every prisoners-rights charity in existence to stabilize my karma after this scene. Taylor is one dirty girl... and she’s bad to talk like that. but fuck! This is so fucking hot!

Zach didn’t break character. He whined: “Um... what did I do?”

“Are you looking at my damned tits, Rosy Palmer? You want a pair like this? We’ll talk to the warden, but you gotta go all the way before they’ll let you do your time eating pussy.” Taylor reached into Zach’s lap and grabbed his balls, squeezing. “Snip-snip, Rosy Palmer. Snip-snip, and you’ll do the rest of your time with a fat hairy muff on your face. Have you got a boner, Rosy?”

“No!” Zach squealed.

“What is this, then, a concealed weapon?” Taylor’s hand closed around Zach’s erect cock; she jerked him off viciously, digging her nails in so hard they racked his shaft right through his thin cotton slacks. “Get out of the car, Rosy Palmer. You’ve got a weapon in your pants, so get the fuck out of the car and get behind it and put your hands on the trunk. We’re gonna search you before we take you away to get turned gay by those hot big black dicks up in Carrillo. You’ll like that, won’t you, Rosy?”

“No! Okay, I have a hard-on! That’s not illegal, is it?”

“When you get it from looking at my fucking tits, Rosy, yeah, it sure is, as far as I’m concerned. Here. You wanna see them?” Taylor pulled open her blouse so fast buttons popped everywhere. It was already half-open, so the tails hung loose as she pulled her tits out of her tight cop-blue sports bra. It was one of those push-up sports halters, with just a hint of lace in the deep plunge before Taylor’s ample tits. She crawled onto Zach, ramming her knee into his crotch, nearly crushing his balls as she shoved her tits in his face.

Taylor pushed her big tits tightly together, nearly smothering Zach. He flailed as he struggled to breathe.

“He’s resisting, Officer. Help this suspect to the back of the car and help him undress for his cavity search.”

“Cavity search? Mmmmph!”

Taylor silenced Zach with another hard push of her tits in his face.

“Shut the fuck up, Rosy Palmer prison sissy jackoff. Now get your ass out of the car and get naked. We’re strip-searching your ass... and cavity too. You know what cavities means, don’t you?” Taylor's hand dipped into the front pocket of her tight uniform pants and came out holding a baby-blue latex glove. It must have been as close to cop-blue as they could get. She rubbed it all over Zach’s face; the smell of the latex intoxicated him.

“Yeah, you know what cavities are,” purred Taylor. “It’ll be real good practice for prison.”

She crawled off of Zach as Officer Campbell opened the driver-side door and pulled Zach out. She force-marched him around to the back of the car and shoved him up against the trunk.

He went nice and easy.

“Strip,” Campbell told Zach. “Take everything off. No, leave your shoes on. There might be broken glass or something.”

“Yeah,” Taylor sneered. “We want your feet real nice and pretty for your long, fun stay at Carrillo. They got a lot of foot-fetishists there. Real perverts. They’ll paint your nails for you, if you let ‘em suck their dicks afterwards. It’ll be a nice break from getting bent over and fucked in the ass by your cell mate... and every time you shower...”

Zach felt a hard smack on his ass -- not from a hand; Officer Campbell had pulled her nightstick!

“I said naked!”

“Except for your shoes,” Taylor barked. “Because, you know, the foot-fetish things. All your prison girlfriends, like, the painting-your-nails thing.” She sounded like she was struggling to hold in laughter. “Get fuckin’ naked!”

Zach hurried to unbuckle, unbutton, unzip, pull down his pants; Campbell was up in his business while he pulled his cotton slacks over his lace-ups; she grabbed his T-shirt and pulled it over his head, then shoved her nightstick up hard in his ass-crack.

“Is this fuckin’ naked?” she bellowed.

“No, Ma’am,” whimpered Zach, fumbling for the waistband of his tight nuthuggers. He pulled them down and stepped out of them; the second his feet were free, Taylor was on him, shoving up against the trunk of his car and bending him over.

“Hands on the roof!” Zach could barely reach the roof, but he tried. “Legs wide apart!” Taylor kicked his feet open in case Zach somehow hadn't heard her; when they weren’t spread wide enough to satisfy her, she kicked them wider.

She grabbed Zach’s naked butt, squeezing.

“Get your fuckin’ ass up in the air,” Taylor growled in Zach’s ear.

Zach tried to obey, arching his back and sticking his butt out.

He heard the snap of a blue latex glove... then another, another, another... four gloves. Four hands... and Campbell had holstered her nightstick.

Zach heard the sharp farting sound of a bottle of lube. Seconds later, he felt one cold hand push into his crack, fingers -- two of them -- stretching his asshole. He squealed like a girl.

“What’s the matter, Rosy Palmer? If you can’t handle that, you’ll make plenty of friends in Carrillo. They like ‘em tight, Rosy. You’ll have the tightest white ass those big black dicks have ever had... oh, yeah, you’ll be real tight for those big black dicks... whoever gets to be your cellmate’s the luckiest pervert in Carrillo.”

“We can make it nice and easy on you, though, Rosy,” Campbell growled as she grabbed Zach’s balls and squeezed. Zach squirmed against the pain, but every move he made only got Taylor to shove her fingers harder up into him. “We’ve got some gear that will help you get ready for prison.” Zach heard the rattle of Campbell’s belt buckle; then he heard her unzipping her uniform slacks.

Zach felt a half-hard dick popping out, rubbing up into his crack. He moaned.

“Standard issue, now,” Campbell said. “So many white college virgins are getting busted we gotta help them out,” she purred, slamming her hips up against Zach’s butt and pushing her half-erect dick up to his hole. He knew what it was; it was one of those “pack-and-play” models, the kind that a girl could strap on beneath her underwear and wear all day as if she had a cock... but when it came time to get busy, it was just hard enough to put up her boyfriend’s ass.

“This ain’t your first time, is it?” Campbell could barely suppress the giggle that came with the soft accusation, so she butched it up by ramming her hips hard into Zach’s furry butt as she slammed the dick home. Zach cried out as if it hurt... but, truth be told, it was a lot easier to take than it had been many nights when he’d been tied up, face-down, ass-up, tied to Campbell’s bed, with his face in Taylor’s crotch while she pulled his hair, slapped his face, and reached out to swish her dreaded cane across his butt between Campbell’s thrusts.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you, Rosy Palmer? You’re gonna be real popular in Carrillo.”

“Oh, he likes it, all right,” Taylor said, her slimy hand working up and down Zach’s cock and balls. She stroked the former and squeezed the latter, occasionally slapping them. Zach heard a wet sound and glanced back to see Taylor kissing Campbell’s butt; the latter’s blue uniform slacks had slipped down, revealing her thong-style harness.

Campbell let out a yelp as Taylor licked her ass-crack.

“Jeez! Sergeant!”

“Well,” Taylor purred. “If you don’t want your asshole licked, give me a chance at our suspect’s!”

“Can do,” said Campbell, pulling her pack-and-play dick out of Zach and stepping back, groping his balls as Taylor mounted and entered him. “The way he was bucking, it seems like he's almost ready to blow.”

“Oh, he’s ready to blow,” Taylor purred, pulling Zach’s hair and biting his neck hard. “Aren’t you, Rosy Palmer fish fuck?”

“Fish fuck?” gasped Zach. Campbell pumped his cock harder.

Taylor spanked Zach’s ass, then grabbed it and spread his cheeks hard, so she could fuck him even harder as he humped against her.

“Fish is what they call new faggots in prison!” Taylor snarled. “Speak when you’re spoken to!”

“Yes, Ma’am... I mean... yes, Sergeant... oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck...oh!”

“Oh, yeah,” Taylor growled. “Cum all over your license plate, Rosy. That’ll signal ever cop who spots your car that there’s a hot pervert inside... wants to be worked over by some cops with big, fat, hard dicks.”

“We’ll let you off with a warning this time,” Campbell said. “If you go straight home and eat some pussy.”

“Yeah,” said Taylor. “Eat both your girlfriends’ pussies.”

“You know they like that.”

“And tell them you’re a sissy pervert.”

“And tell them you love them.”

Zach said, “Yes, officers. Will do.”
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Old Paperback by Thomas S. Roche

Ayanna spent the better part of the afternoon curled up on the sofa, reading a paperback porn novel. Its title was enough to make my face turn hot and red with shame, even if I hadn't been standing there, naked and gagged and butt-plugged, in full view of her. The lurid image on the cover was enough to humiliate me even if the paperback hadn't been one from my own treasured collection, and if I hadn't led Ayanna directly to it with my blurted confession after she’d caught me doing what I did earlier.

Stark naked and shaved -- my legs, back, butt, chest, and balls -- butt-plugged, collared, gagged... it was not easy for me to stand there spread-legged with my fingers laced together behind my head. I stood there for almost three hours. Ayanna sometimes took note of my distress and ordered me to move about a little bit.

“Turn around,” she said. “Bend over, slave. Show me your asshole. You know, the girl in this scene gets her asshole raped by twenty men. You’d probably like that, wouldn’t you, pervert? When you read it and jack off to it, in the old days -- back when you could read porn and jerk off, if you wanted -- who were you in this scene, pervert? Were you one of the twenty guys... or the girl? Don’t even answer, slave. Don’t try to lie. We all know what the truth is. Your butthole looks very nice. Stretch out those muscles, slave. Put your arms down... now stretch them out. part of me wants to strap on that big cock I raped you with last weekend and bugger you right now, before she gets home. But you know what? That would be too good for you. I want you to tell Kirstin exactly what you y you were thinking about when you jacked off. It was probably this scene, pervert, wasn’t it? Look at that boner, pervert. You’re rock-hard, like a fucking sick weirdo. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? I know I am. I love to punish perverted, sick weirdos like you. But you know what? That isn’t all I like. I’m getting wet from this book. It’s a sick, weird, perverted, disgusting little piece of trash, just like you, slave. And it’s making me so wet I’m touching myself. Can you hear it, slave?” I could hear squishing sounds, all right, as Ayanna fingered herself, taking care to slap her cunt sometimes between deep, wet strokes of her fingers. “Yeah, you can hear that, bitch, can’t you? You want to watch. But don’t you dare, pervert. It makes my skin crawl to think about a sick weird pervert like you watching me while I wank. But I just can’t stop myself, you fucking sick criminal. You’ve warped my mind with your sick weird perversions, slave. You’ve put bad, bad, bad ideas in my head. Now I can’t get them out.” Her voice lowered and turned rather breathy. I could hear her body undulating against the smooth leather couch. She wore nothing but an old white T-shirt that did not hide her tits -- her full rack and big, firm, hard erect nipples showed right through the cotton. She didn’t even wear panties. When she stood, the T-shirt hung down just enough to be decent by maybe an inch at best, so that when she bent over or even just let the shirt ride up a little, I could see her wispy pubic hair -- and sometimes her cunt. When she caught me looking, she called me a pervert, a sicko, a dirty old man. I was only ten years older than Ayanna, only five years older than Kristin. I protested, once, that that hardly qualified me as a dirty old man. I won’t make that argument again. Ayanna and Kirstin had spent a whole hour with me sprawled on the living-room floor as the crawled, naked, over me, tracing every wrinkle on my face, every sag of my flesh, playing with the small hint of a pot-belly I had developed... laughing at it, ridiculing me for it and for everything. When that shit made me rock-hard, they laughed at that -- and how much they wanted to stick my little dick in their holes.

“Here I come, slave. I’m going to cum real hard. This poor girl is getting her butt raped yet again, slave. I’m pretty sure they’re gonna double-penetrate her. Fuck, you are such a weird pervert--oh! Oh, fuck! Oh, yes!”

Ayanna came loudly; between her ragged gasps of orgasm, I could hear her body humping against the black leather sofa. Sometimes I heard her fingers plunging in her wet cunt, too. As she shivered back down to normal with the closing spasms of her climax, I heard her spanking her pussy, too. It was a wet, slapping sound that I knew all too well. Ayanna loves to have her cunt spanked. She loves to do it herself, but she loves even more to have Kirstin do it, while I stand there and watch... or kneel... or face away, forbidden even the sight of Ayanna getting her pussy punished by my wife.

“Turn back around, slave. I’m not quite done with the book. There are like five or six more chapters. I’m probably going to want to get off again. I bet you probably have to pee, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered, pleadingly.

Ayanna tucked her long, dark, perfect legs beneath her perfect butt. She set the paperback novel in her lap, creasing the spine -- I almost cried, right there -- and then leaned back into the softness of the big leather couch. She propped her arms on the back of the sofa and surveyed me with pleasure, her dark eyes roving with ease up and down my shaved body, her pretty dark face and her kissable cranberry lips twisted up in a satisfied smile.

“You can’t piss with a  hard-on, though, can you, slave?”

I shook my head, feeling the intense pressure in my bladder... and another kind of pressure in my cock and balls. My nuts were distended painfully, snapped into a stretcher harness that pulled them down three or four inches, so that my scrotum and all of its ducts and veins, etc., were forced into a narrow, painfully-constricted channel, with my swollen, long-denied balls mushrooming out at the bottom, tortured by their great distension.

How long had it been? Like, forever. Neither Ayanna nor Kristin were inclined to let me jerk off, lately. They were far less inclined to jerk me off, suck me or fuck me. Ayanna did that a little, when she first moved in... but she soon lost interest, since she’s much more into my wife than me. Ayanna still liked to “milk” me -- something she did with her strap-on a couple of times every month, having learned to angle her big silicone dick down so it hit my prostate and forced out the maximum cum-drool of watery slime from my long-denied balls.

Sometimes I sneaked it. Once a week, maybe, at most. Usually, Ayanna and Kirstin turned the other way. But Ayanna was here today, working from home, and the task she was on for her job had long ago bored her. After she caught me in the upstairs bathroom -- I’m not allowed to close the door, even when I use the toilet for private activities -- she took the afternoon off, interrogating me as to what I was thinking about, and -- after she’d retrieved the paperback from my locked-up collection -- making me watch while she read it and masturbated -- twice, now, with more to come, probably.

Ayanna cocked her head. There were footsteps on the stairway.

“Has it been that long? Damn, you must really have to piss, slave. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned softly.

“Too bad you can’t piss with a hard-on, pervert. Your wife’s coming. I bet she’ll have mercy. Maybe she’ll even give you a hand job. I bet she will, slave. She’s such a soft touch for you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, trying hard to keep any brightness of hope out of my voice. I wasn’t as optimistic as Ayanna that Kirstin would have any mercy on me. When she opened the door -- it was unlocked, of course -- and walked in, I could see the grim look on her face, and I knew it was even less likely than I’d hoped that she would have mercy and let me get off.

Kirstin looked me up and down for a second, then ignored me, turned toward Ayanna, smiled, slammed the door. Kirstin looked splendid, if tired, in her neat navy-blue jacket and her white blouse with a few extra buttons undone. She does that, sometimes, on her long commute from Humphries Park. She lets her cleavage hang out in the car, because... why not?

Now, she let more than just her cleavage hang out, as she bent over the sofa and kissed Ayanna deeply. “Hi, baby,” she purred between deep kisses, audibly wet and borderline obscene. Ayanna’s hands wandered, unzipping Kirstin’s blue skirt and pulling it down her body. Next came her blouse and her bra, but not her garter belt, stockings or heels... and she didn’t wear panties. 

Ayanna caressed my wife’s breasts as I felt the throbbing ache in my back and thigh muscles from my long period of endurance submission. Standing was much worse than kneeling... and, with my boner rising and falling as I watched Ayanna get aroused at the filthy words in the paperback, even more humiliating.

Kirstin slid onto the sofa, up close to Ayanna, one pale, stockinged leg cocked over Ayanna’s dark, bare ones.

Kirstin looked me up and down. Her eyes lingered on my embarrassingly erect cock. Her gaze moved from there to my eyes, which I could feel were moist with shame. She watched me watching her, a tiny smile playing on the edges of her red-painted lips. My wife always looks good when she goes off to work; at the end of the day, she looks even better. There’s something so hot about how she sashays home, her face bearing all of the strain of the day. I know she’s had a day of frustrations... and she might decide to take some of those frustrations out on my ass. Or my cock.

From the looks of her, she’d had a very hard day. She had a lot of frustration to take out on whatever part of me it amused her to use for such a purpose.

And Ayanna was about to give her the perfect excuse.

“What have we here?” my wife asked with open disgust. “Was he bad?”

“He was very bad,” Ayanna said, retrieving the paperback from where it had fallen, next to the couch. She held it up, showing my wife the cover with disgusted triumph.

Kirstin took the paperback from Ayanna’s hands.

“Biker Gang’s Rape Slave,” she said, her lips curling.

“Your little pervert was jerking his sad little dick. I caught him before he could get off.”

Kirstin made an amused sound of disgust.

“He was jerking it?” she scoffed. “Gross! Fucking gross!”

“Yeah, he was pulling his peter,” smirked Ayanna. “I caught him just in time. He really had that hand going.”

“To this?” my wife cried. “That's impossible! I’m sure I locked all these up! In the upstairs glass collector’s case, right?” She scowled at me. “Slave, did you steal the key?”

“N-n-no, Mistress,” I stammered.

“He wasn’t wanking to this, baby,” Ayanna said. “He was thinking of this.”

Kirstin screwed up her face. “What?”

Ayanna got up and came over to me. She got behind me and curved her arms around me. She squatted down so low that I could feel her breath on my shaved butt, and even up into my crack. She reached around me and let her hands caress my calves and then move up my thighs, her fingertips barely touching me as they traced a path to the welts on my--ow!

“I made him tell me, Kier. I used that cane that you bought at the Tucker Street Fair.”

“You don’t say. And you were fantasizing about this stupid novel while you jacked off without permission?” my wife asked disgustedly.

“That’s what he told me,” Ayanna said sharply, before I could answer. Her fingers traced the short welts on my thighs -- eight of them, four on each, forming a path of pain that made me quiver as she touched them. 

Ayanna rose to her feet, slowly, letting her full, gorgeous, warm, wet lips tickle the small of my back. It made my aching back spasm; together with her fingertips teasing my sensitive thigh-welts, I hurt so bad that my eyes rolled back into my head.

Ayanna reached her full height behind me; she’s almost as tall as I am. Without much warning, her hands moved from my thigh-welts to my cock and my balls; her right hand seized my balls and squeezed, while her right gripped my cock painfully, her painted fingernails digging viciously in to my sensitive cock-flesh.

Her warm breath was against my ear as she snarled:

“Unless you were lying, slave. Tell me you were! I’d love any excuse to make sure you never jack it again.”

“I wasn’t lying,” I whimpered. “That’s the book I was thinking about.”

“And the dirtiest scene, huh?” Ayanna purred, squeezing my nuts tighter, raking my dick with her sharp fingernails. “That fucking filthy scene of that big biker gangbang with those poor sorority girls... you jacked it to the filthiest scene in the whole fucking book, didn’t you, pervert?”

I whimpered, “Well, Mistress... um... it gets quite a bit dirtier...ow!”

Ayanna yanked and twisted my balls.

“Even dirtier? I read like half of it, and that damn thing is a fucking sick perverted filth-fest.” She tortured my cock and balls viciously with her fingernails, humping her body up against me so that her pubic bone slammed into the base of my butt-plug, sending tremors through my body. I moaned.

“Yes,” I said. “It’s so filthy... that’s why I remembered it.”

“That’s fucking sick, you weird pervert... wait, Kirstin, what the fuck?”

My wife was sprawled out on the couch, her stockinged legs spread. Her right hand worked fervently between them, while her left held the paperback open in front of her. She had a couple of fingers in her pussy, middle and ring from what I could tell, while her thumb rubbed her clit.

“What?” Kirstin smiled, only glancing away from the book for an instant. “It was creased here... it just opened to the scene you talked about.”

“And you started--ugh! You’re as bad as him, Kier!”

“Yeah,” my wife panted. “And you’re the Virgin Mary. I guess that’s why the pages are damp.” Kirstin’s hand moved even faster as she lifted her hips off the sofa. When my wife wants to get off, she does it pretty fast. When she’s got me beneath her and she’s riding my face, she can take all the time in the world.

If I knew Kirstin, she had thought dirty thoughts on the long commute home. She was ready for action before that paperback found its evil way into her hand.

Behind me, Ayanna sighed. She let her nails retract a bit; she seized my cock with her whole hand and started to stroke it.

Ayanna growled in my ear:

“I guess I can’t fault you if she likes it too, slave. Consider this a little thank-you for the dirty fantasies. Not that I wanted them... but, then, I doubt you wanted to get caught. Or did you, slave?”

I saw my opportunity to earn a little mercy.

I lied: “Yes, Mistress. I wanted you to catch me because I knew I shouldn’t be doing it.”

Ayanna’s grip tightened on my balls; she kept jacking my cock, picking up speed as Kirstin moaned, sprawled on the couch.

“Bullshit, slave,” hissed Ayanna. She dug her teeth into my neck, biting hard. I cried out. “You’re so full of shit... no, it’s not shit, is it?” She laughed as she upped the ante by beating me off with full strokes, “accidentally” slamming the heel of her hand into the aching swell of my overfull bladder.

I cried out in pain; my wife answered me with a howl of pleasure.

“Fuck, they’re fucking her cunt and her ass at the same time! That poor girl... oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

“Go ahead, pervert. Shoot it on the floor... then if you lick it up real good, I’ll let you piss. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried pathetically, my eyes rolling back, my mouth open wide as I came with a yell. My full bladder already constricted the ducts that connected my balls to my cock, and the ball stretcher made it even more intense. Pleasure and pain blasted through my body; my knees weakened; had Ayanna not been holding me tight, I might have toppled.

Hot streams of jizz shot onto the hardwood floor. When I looked down, it was glistening... just like my wife’s fingers. The latter were spread, wet, across her bare breasts.

“That poor little slut,” said Kirstin. “She should have known better than to go into a bar called ‘The Fly Trap.’”

I lowered myself to my knees, trembling, and brought my mouth to the floor. Ayanna took pleasure in putting her bare foot on my head while I licked my jizz off the floor. In my peripheral vision, I could see my wife watching us, enjoying every minute of the display.

“Yum,” Kirstin said, returning her wet hand to her wetter pussy, caressing herself lazily while she watched us.

When the floor was clean and glistened with my spit instead of cum, Ayanna stuck her foot into my face. Without being prompted, I kissed it obediently, showing my submission.

“Good little slave,” she said. “All right, slave. You can piss.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whimpered. I started to scramble up to my feet, but Ayanna’s foot found its way to my shoulder and pushed me back down.

“Crawl,” she said. “Crawl there, crawl back. And don’t be a bad little boy while you piss. You just piss... then come back.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Holy fuck,” laughed Kirstin, her fingers still working between her legs. “You haven’t been letting him piss?”

“He abused the privilege a couple of hours ago,” Ayanna said. “So I made him wait.” She raised her voice and called after me: 

“Leave the door open!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said as I crawled down the hallway to the bathroom.
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Carbon Copy by Billie French 

The first thing I noticed when I got home from work was the pile of shredded shipping material out on the front porch. It looked like it had been a pretty large box. The label  was handwritten, the “from” field bearing only “J. J.” as the name, and some address in Atherton with a 408 area code on the phone number. Whatever the package was, it was a personal gift. It wasn’t some nasty pain toy.... or so I decided by the time I fumbled my keys out and stumbled inside, my cock, balls and nipples all aching.

When I entered the condo, I saw that both Jesse and Hunter were sprawled on the couch.

They were both wearing my underwear.

Or, rather, both my wife and her lesbian lover were wearing the underwear I used to wear, back before Jesse decided to make me cross-dress full-time. 

Both women were petite. I’m not an especially large man, in height or in girth. Hunter, at five-three and perhaps 105 pounds, was smaller than me by a bit. Jesse is two inches shorter than Hunter and weighs less than either of us. This means that my jockeys and tank tops fit her and Hunter both pretty well.

Except that both my Mistresses had enormous bulges in their jockey shorts.

They weren’t just regular strap-ons, though. They didn’t stick out rock-hard the way strap-ons do. They were more like cocks would be if they were soft... except they were way, way, too big to be soft-pack prosthetics or something like that. Something was weird here.

“Hey, baby,” Jesse smiled at me, running her hand over the front of her jockey shorts. “Hunter and I have been waiting for you! We got some new toys today! We’re going to try them out on you!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said nervously. “I saw the packaging on the porch.”

“Oh, that’s just the box,” Jesse smiled. “The actual packaging’s over there. We have to put them away when we’re done with them. They’re self-cleaning, isn’t that awesome. They also regenerate their own cells.”

Jesse pointed to the island between kitchen and living room, where pair of large steel cylinders sat. They were about the size of small trash cans, and had thick black power cords coiling their way into the wall socket. Condensation dappled the silver surfaces on the outsides, but I could see the logo and legend: “Carbon Copy, LLC.”

I tried to smile; instead, I think I looked panicked.

“Carbon Copy,” I asked with measured innocence. “What’s that?”

“Haven’t you heard of it? Cloning technology... organ cloning, to be specific.”

Jesse smiled, rubbing her fingers across the front of her jockey shorts with mounting gusto.

“They clone cocks,” she continued. “Prosthetic cocks... and not just for poor guys who have been in bad accidents or whatever. They clone them for recreational use. For girls to, well... become guys, sort of... or chicks with dicks. Fuck, is that term offensive?”

“Totally,” Hunter smiled. “So offensive that it makes my dick hard. Could you say it again, while I call your husband a cocksucking sissy slut? Look at the way she’s drooling! She can’t take her eyes off them!”

Hunter and Jesse both laughed at me. I forced myself to look away, but it wasn’t easy... and it didn’t last. I couldn’t take my eyes off those mammoth cocks... because I knew if Hunter and Jesse were wearing them, waiting for me to come home... I was about to end up on the business end of at least one of them -- probably both.

Jesse waited for me to look back at her; my eyes naturally gravitated to her big dick, even more quickly than it did to her pretty tits in that clingy white cotton. Her nipples were very hard, as were Hunter’s, and both women’s tits were deliciously perfect. But as for novelty, they had nothing over those giant dicks... especially now that I knew they were cloned.

Jesse patted her half-erect member through the distended cotton. “These little babies have internal neural interfaces. They...mmm! Let’s just say they’re insertable. And look at these balls!”

Jesse pulled the crotch of her jockey shorts to the side, and I got the shock of my life.

She displayed a half-tightened human scrotum complete with a faint dusting of fur -- but, to my surprise, those balls were a dark chocolate-brown color, quite in contrast to Jesse’s milky-white skin. 

I could not see an even line where the prosthetic balls ended and Jesse began; it blended in to her flesh easily, but the effect was one of cognitive dissonance. Both Jesse and Hunter are white; Hunter tans a bit more than Jesse, but they’re both fairly pale. When Jesse and Hunter fuck me with strap-ons, they often wear black cocks -- by which I mean dark chocolate-brown. Both of them know all too well that this whole adventure started because I developed a fixation on seeing Jesse fucked by black guys. I don’t know what it is about it; it became kind of an obsession. Once Jesse tried it, that was just the start of my life as a cuckold. She would later make me her sissy. Once she decided to start dating women exclusively, it wasn’t long before my wife turned me into the humiliated sex slave to two emotionally and physically sadistic lesbian Dommes... her and Hunter, her now live-in girlfriend.

Or, at least, so I thought. As it turned out, they were no longer lesbians -- even Hunter wasn’t, which was pretty big news, given that she’d always happily claimed to hate men and get off on causing me pain not from erotic enjoyment but because she genuinely liked seeing men suffer. (That never stopped her from getting off hard on my tongue, or from masturbating herself to a squirting orgasm while she rode my face when I wore a dildo-gag... but Hunter often joked that was because I was really a little sissy, not a “man.”)

Anyway, When Jesse slid her hand up into the leg of Hunter’s jockeys and fondled her balls, I saw them, too; they were also dark brown, also very realistic, also lightly furred, and slightly looser than Jesse’s. But they were tightening up fast, as her also presumably chocolate-brown cock stiffened beneath the tortured white cotton fabric.

I don’t know how much you know about human testicles, but when a guy gets a boner, the nuts tighten up and get close to the body -- it’s about body heat, and just how hot it needs to be to facilitate sperm production and sperm survival. Jesse’s balls were shockingly realistic -- more realistic, even, than the balls on the new dildos she and Hunter had bought to strap on, all the better to fuck me. Those cocks -- and their highly realistic, “articulated” balls -- were made from those new flesh-like silicone compounds they use in hospitals to create prosthetics for accident victims and the like.

But deze nuts were far more realistic than that -- so realistic that while Jesse grabbed them and kneaded them, pulling them down, I swear I saw them breathe. They seethed a little, tightening up as Jesse’s dick stiffened inside her jockeys. I could see the white cotton starting to bulge more prominently as she massaged her balls with one hand and, with the other, rubbed the front of her white cotton underwear.

Jesse’s cock was getting so big that it strained my old jockeys to the breaking point. Hunter’s was not far behind it in terms of tumescence. They were both getting fully erect... in response to arousal, obviously, just as if they had real cocks.

My mouth hung open. I was staring like a yokel, not believing what I saw. Real cocks? Two of them? On my two Mistresses?

Hunter purred happily: “I guess today you turn bi, faggot.”

“Darling,” said Jesse. “Don’t be homophobic. Or transphobic. Or whatever. We’re still girls... even if we’re wearing real cocks.”

“But our little sissy is going to be sucking real cock,” laughed Hunter. “What does that make him, if not a pansy bisexual panty-wearing faggot?”

“I don’t know,” Jesse smiled. “A hot little sissy bitch cocksucker?”

“C-c-c-cloning?” I stuttered. “Um... neural interface? You mean... you feel what’s in that... um... those... um... those... wow. Those things look really big.”

“They are big,” said Hunter with bubbly pleasure, caressing my wife’s chocolate balls. “What were they, ten and a quarter inches or something?”

“Hunter! Eleven and a half, please! And eight and a quarter around... cause girth matters, dear.”

“Oh, I know that,” Hunter laughed. “Do you, Billie?”

“When a dick’s this big, girth definitely matters, baby. Don’t you remember, Hunter?”

“Oh, I remember,” purred Hunter. “But once it was in me, I lost my head for numbers. If you know what I mean.” This last part was directed at me, as if she were intending it as a direct threat. “How long should we wait till we fuck him?”

“I say a week,” Jesse said. She smiled and explained to me: “Hunter thinks we should ass-fuck you right now, baby. I said I wanted to wait and make you, well, anticipate it.”

Hunter made a pouty face, mocking me. “Poor, baby. Once you take big black dick up your tight asshole... you can’t pretend to be straight anymore! You’ll be an ass-fucked little... may I, Jess?”

“All right,” sighed my wife. “Say it.”

Hunter’s hot mouth seemed to make love to the syllables as she mewled at me:

“You’ll be an ass-fucked little bitch.”

The head of Hunter’s dark dick popped out over the waistband of my old jockeys. Jesse’s hand slid up and started to fondle it, stroking the long, well-defined bulge of Hunter’s black cock up and down, letting her fingertips linger on the drooling head. I could see glistening pre-cum at the tip, leaking out as Hunter and Jesse fondled each other’s cocks.

“I think that word is hot, too, darling. It’s just that I don’t, you know, want to be, you know, transphobic. Or homophobic or whatever. I mean, we agreed to be beta-testers mostly to fucking humiliate you, Billie... I mean, remember what a little pussy you were about sucking my strap-on? And what kind of weird, homophobic little repressed ‘straight boy’ wants his wife to get fucked by a big black cock... and then sit on his face so he has to eat the guy’s cum? I mean... how is that ‘straight,’ baby? What could be gayer? I guess we can call you a queer, Billie, because you’re the one with the real perversion, Billie. Being into both boys and girls, well... that seems pretty normal. Especially now... oh, fuck, mmm...” Her grip on her girlfriend’s cock tightened. “And it’s so fucking hot making you confront it. You look like you could faint, baby. Maybe we should fuck your tight ass today. I mean... look at the size of these things! We’re gonna rip you in two...”

My wife’s big black cock popped partway out of my old jockeys, the tip protruding above the waistband. Hunter pulled the jockeys down, exposing the giant shaft, and... wow. I think my eyes bugged out. My knees felt weak. Maybe I would have been slightly less intimidated if it hadn't been mention of those cocks ripping me in two that had caused my wife’s organ to reach full erection. But it was, and I was... intimidated, that is. Hugely intimidated.

Now that I could see the cock Jesse wore, I realized they were right about girth. I knew girth really matters, because I’d been fucked in the ass for so long by both Jesse and Hunter. But... GIRTH? Girth like this would matter so much more. Those things were bigger than any strap-on my two Mistresses had yet made me take. I could believe they really were eight-and-a-quarter inches around.

Could I even take one without splitting in two? Hell, for that matter, could I even fit one in my mouth?

“H-h-how did y-y-you two end up... beta-testers, Mistress?”

Jesse said, “Remember Jamaal? Sure you do, baby. I know you’d never forget Jamaal Jordan.”

Oh, fuck. Jamaal Jordan? Fuck no, I hadn't forgotten. How could I ever forget? I’d beaten off to that name over and over again... back when Jesse used to let me jerk off. Before she locked me away. Before she began to dish my “big O’s” out with an eyedropper.

“Of course you Jamaal,” Jesse said. “How many times did I tell you what a well-hung stud he is? So good in bed... well-endowed, and he knows how to use it? How many times did you beat off to those little stories, Billie?”

“A lot, Mistress,” I whimpered.

“That’s right,” said Jesse. “A lot. You loved to hear me tell you all about how Jamaal would fuck my brains out till I just screamed! You thought I was exaggerating, didn’t you?”

“No, Mistress,” I whimpered, eyeing her bulge. “Well... um... well... maybe a little.”

“Well, here you go, Billie. Here is the proof. This is Jamaal’s cock, baby. He had it cloned by his new biotech company. My ex is both rich and hung, and here’s the proof of both. So you tell me, Billie. Was I exaggerating?”

My eyes crossed as I looked at the huge bulge in her jockeys.

“No, Mistress. You weren’t exaggerating.”

Jesse had, indeed, told me about Jamaal Jordan quite a lot. I could never forget those stories. They were instrumental in my transition from interested voyeur and possible cuckold to cocksucking sissy slave.

Back when I was just beginning to confess my fixation on my wife cheating on me with black men, I had begged Jesse to tell me if she’d ever had any black lovers. She’d had one: Jamaal Jordan, her long-term lover, sometime-boyfriend and frequent fuckbuddy in college. He was her frequent fuckbuddy because she kept going back to him for booty calls. He had a really big cock, and knew just how to use it. He was amazing in bed.

Back when this first started, Jesse had learned how aroused I got whenever she told me details of her sex life with Jamaal. It took some prodding, but she gave me all of the details... or most of them. I swear, I must have heard about damn near every fuck they shared, in exquisite detail. 

I had loved every second of it. Jamaal Jordan had become one of my go-to fantasies about my wife... back when she let me jerk off, that is.

“See, Jamaal’s in biotech now,” Jesse said. “He got that PhD he used to talk about... whenever he wasn’t fucking my brains out. Anyway, he’s got an MBA, too, and he’s, you know, and entrepreneur. I found him on FriendBook, and I thought, well... why not? I mean, I can fuck who I want, now. Why not?”

“Yeah,” said Hunter with a slightly sour look. “Why not?”

Jesse laughed. “Don’t you play violins now, Hunter. You got yours!”

Hunter’s frown turned to a smile. She stroked her cock through the white cotton. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

Jesse continued: “Jamaal and I met up for lunch. You know ‘lunch,’ don’t you, baby? That’s what a married woman calls it when she makes an afternoon date with her ex-boyfriend at a really nice restaurant downtown that just happens to be in the lobby of a really, really nice hotel with really great rooms... and really big beds... and really thick walls, so no one can hear what a screamer you are... I’ve always been a screamer, but our neighbors here wouldn't even believe how loud I am when Jamaal’s on top of me.” Jesse watched me with intense pleasure, obviously loving how I squirmed when she told me she’d fucked another man. Not that it was a surprise... but the sharp jab of chastity-spikes in my dickhead was more than enough to make me feel humiliated... far more humiliated than Hunter, obviously, because at least she got a big fat cloned dick in the bargain.

Jesse went on: “Jamaal paid for the room, of course. He’s really loaded now.”

Hunter pouted, her sour face having turned to something a little more playful.

“I was jealous when Jesse told me she was going to fuck him,” Hunter said. “So I feel your pain, cucky.”

Jesse laughed. “I bet I know what you’re thinking, perv! She wasn’t jealous of me, baby... she didn’t want to fuck Jamaal. At least, not at first. You know Hunter is a lesbian.” My wife looked at her lover and asked, “Was a lesbian?”

Hunter shrugged.

“I still am, I guess. A certified man-hating lesbian bitch. But... with exceptions for big black dick.” She grinned wolfishly. “Especially Jamaal. He’s really quite nice, Billie. You should meet him!”

Jesse laughed again. “Oh, Billie’s met Jamaal millions of times in his fantasies. Haven’t you, slut? You used to jerk off thinking about him fucking my brains out in college. But you don’t jack off anymore, do you, chastity-girl?”

“No, Mistress,” I whimpered, struggling to keep my mind off the images that flowed from Jesse’s disclosure. I could imagine the same scenes that she used to relate to me... ones I would repeat over and over again in my mind’s eye while I jacked off as she dated other men or went to swing parties stag, making a total slut of herself and texting me the photographic proof. I thought about mythic Jamaal fucking Jesse doggy-style, bareback, cumming in her unprotected pussy... I thought about him tit-fucking her... cumming on her face... spanking her... tying her up, even... having a threesome with her and her best friend in college, Angela... Jesse had told me all those stories and more. Filthy stories, and the images were as intense as when I first replayed them while I jacked off.

Back when I could jack off.

Now, even getting erect like this made the spikes of my padlocked chastity tube dig into my sensitive cockhead, making me whine.

Jesse went on: “Well, I don’t need to tell you that the sex was amazing. Hunter really was pretty pissy about it when I told her that, but--”

“Why would I not be?” Hunter broke in bitterly. “I mean, ‘polyamory’? What kind of hippie dyke voodoo is that?”

“But I told her I was doing it, baby. She’s always known I’m not monogamous. A few years with you being my only taste of dick broke me of that habit permanently. Married sex gets so boring, baby, especially when your partner only has that to work with.” She aimed her bare foot at my bulging slacks, where the plastic dome of my spiked chastity tube tormented me more and more with each dirty word my wife or her lover said. “I’m not a one-man woman, baby... or a one-woman woman... or even a one-of-each woman.”

Hunter made an offended noise, as if Jesse’s words could impugn her sexual attributes and skills as easily as they impugned mine.

Jesse added defensively: “What? I never said they were at all comparable.” She turned to Hunter and looked in her eyes and kissed her tenderly on the lips. “I love to fuck you, baby. You’re nothing like her.”

By her, she meant me. Jesse has long used the feminine pronoun for me, sometimes, to emphasize what a sissy I am. When Hunter entered the picture, such use became far more common.

Hunter and Jesse began to make out. My dick stirred painfully in its chastity tube. I writhed in pain. Hunter shot me a vicious look, smiling evilly. When he tongue was no longer in my wife’s mouth, Hunter blew me a kiss.

Jesse continued her story: “Anyway, after Jamaal and I... got reacquainted...” Jesse’s whole body gave a little shimmy at the memory. “...I convinced Hunter to have dinner with Jamaal and me.”

“I was pretty reluctant,” said Hunter. “I mean... I’m not all that social with men, you know?”

“She doesn’t like them,” said Jesse, as if she needed to remind me.

“Hey, I admit it. Certified man-hater, here.” Hunter took her hand off my wife’s big stiffening black cock and put it up in the air as if taking an oath. 

“I know that, Mistress,” I murmured nervously. I had felt the savage weight of Hunter’s oppression pummeling me in the butt many times.

“Mostly white men, though,” said Hunter. “Black men really are much better. I didn’t know that. If I had, well... this whole thing might have gone differently.” Her index finger described a triangle, from Jesse to Hunter to me.

“It still might, slut,” Jesse teased her. Hunter slapped Jesse playfully on the shoulder while Jesse continued: “Anyway... same restaurant downtown, Sabine’s, in the lobby of the Valjean Hotel.”

Hunter said, as if embarrassed: “Jamaal really turned on the charm.”

“Hey, he had to,” My wife beamed. “He knew he was seducing a lesbian.”

“Who’d have thought that would work? He’s not the first to try.”

“First to succeed, though,” said Jesse.

“Maybe,” blushed Hunter, smirking playfully.

“Anyway, Billie... like I was saying, Jamaal paid for the hotel room a second time. Did I mention he’s loaded?”

“In more ways than one,” Hunter said with relish, stroking her cock with one hand and Jesse’s with the other.

“Hunter found that out.”

“If I’d known how fun sex with men could be... well, hell, I’d still be a lesbian, I guess. That way I can call you a queer with impunity. Are you drooling yet, cocksucker?”

“Um... Mistress?” I didn’t know how to respond. All I could do was squirm as my dick struggled to get hard... and prepare for what I knew had to be coming.

I was going to suck some cloned dick. Big black dick.

Jesse said: “Anyway, Jamaal was so pleased when I brought my hot lezzie girlfriend...”

“Way less lezzie now,” Hunter laughed.

“He said that he was considering entering the lesbian market, but he knew little about it.”

“You know, with strap-ons?” said Hunter, caressing her big dick with pleasure.

“Cloned bones, I guess you could call them,” Jesse giggled. “I mean... a guy like Jamaal does not exactly get plowed by his wife’s strap-on, the way sissies like you do.”

“He didn’t even know if lezzies like us really do use strap-ons,” Hunter jumped in. “Or if we’d want real dick instead, you know? I mean... I didn’t. Or so I thought.” She ran her hand up and down on her new cloned boner. “Now I know differently. Turns out I like it.”

“Right,” Jesse said. “That’s why Jamaal wanted to make us consultants for his new startup, Carbon Copy!” Jesse said. “Hunter here... slut!... was pretty drunk by then -- they have really good wine at Sabine’s, and Jamaal’s so loaded he bought us the best wine they had.”

“Yeah, it was, like, this amazing red,” Hunter added. “Chalet de Coq Noir or something.”

“It wasn’t ‘Chalet de Coq Noir,’ my wife smirked. “That’s something else.”

“Well, it’s all I remember from that night,” quipped Hunter. It was pretty obvious that it wasn’t a joke.

“Anyway,” Jesse said, “Hunter -- slut! -- said she wouldn't want to try a cloned cock unless she knew what it was cloned from, first.”

“You believe that?” Hunter smiled. “I was so drunk! How’s that for a pick-up line?”

“Like you even needed a pick-up line? I’d given him all he needed. ‘This is my girlfriend. She’s gay.’ That’s all any guy needs.”

“Yeah, but most of them don’t get us into bed,” Hunter said, watching me closely and loving how squirmy I was getting over their filthy conversation.

Jesse went on teasing Hunter: “You could have been wearing an Indigo Girls sweatshirt, instead of that fuck-me dress and those slut heels you did wear...”

Hunter giggled: “You say the nicest things, Jess!” Then, to me, as if confiding, Hunter said, “I really did dress like a fucking whore. I don’t know why... I just feel all femme sometimes. You would have loved it... but that was the night we put you in your cage in the basement. Remember? You were there all night. You probably thought we came home and forgot you... but nope, Billie-girl. We just never came home.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I remember.”

Jesse broke in: “Anyway, I guess Jamaal’s got a patent on this new temporary-use organ-cloning technology... and then, like, he’s licensing some Belgian tech on the tactile interface.”

Jesse tugged the crotch of her jockeys aside again, pulling her balls up to show me the place where something that appeared to be a flat fleshy disk was nestled at the entrance of her pussy.

“That’s this part,” she said. “It goes up in our pussies, and... Mmm, that feels nice. Real nerves in there. Real skin. Mmm, that feels nice.”

Jesse caressed her own hairy balls. They were chocolate-brown... just like Jamaal’s, from the pictures I’d seen in Jesse’s online photo album.

Since Hunter moved in, Jesse usually keeps herself hairless down there. Hunter prefers it -- and to tell you the truth, I do, too, not that it matters. Hunter got waxed on a regular basis, too.

The soft fur of the cloned scrotum ended about where the interface was, the dark flesh of the cloned monstrosity blending into my wife’s sex. I could see the bottom of her labia, stretched by some kind of insertable plug. It seemed to distend the entrance of her pussy quite a bit. I guess it would have to, to make enough contact to transmit sensation for that kind of monster.

There at the base of my wife's balls, I saw what appeared to be a key. I noticed for the first time that both she and Hunter had not one but two keys each on the silver chains they always wear around their necks. Ever since they locked me in to the chastity tube, they’ve kept those keys close at hand in case they want to offer me a handy or a chance to jerk off -- or, more likely, to tease me with the unlikely possibility of either event. The only other key to my cock-locker is in the fire safe at the back of Jesse’s walk-in closet -- “In case Hunter and I get killed in a car accident or something.” Only Jesse and her lawyer have the combination to that safe.

Hunter mused: “It really took a lot to get me to spread my legs for a man, but... wow! Once I did... everything changed.”

“That’s for sure.”

“Don’t worry, girly-girl,” said Hunter. “This dick is magical. I know you’ll like real cock almost as much as I did.”

“Almost,” smiled Jesse. She cupped her hand at me as if telling me a big secret, and stage-whispered: “She’s such a big fucking slut, now!”

Hunter  shrugged and smiled. “Hey, it’s a badge of honor. Lesbian cocksucker, here. Also, a bareback fuckslave.”

“Yeah, we both went bareback,” Jesse said. She rubbed her belly with the same sensuality she’d been stroking her prosthetic cock. “Two times for me.” She made the “V” symbol, which she usually uses to mean I should eat her pussy. “Well... two dates, but I guess, what, like... ten times he came in me?”

“Twice while I was with you,” Hunter said. “Three times in me.” She positively glowed with pride, as if being a dyke who had spread her legs for a big black cock was some kind of honor.

“So we might be starting that lesbian family we talked about,” Jesse purred, petting her belly while Hunter stroked her cock. Again, she made the “V” sign with her fingers. “Two mommies... one big, black Daddy.”

“I never knew cum could be so hot,” said Hunter. “When it blasts up inside of you. I always thought it was a gross idea, before. I guess when the guy’s not a pansy-ass sissy, it’s a whole different ball game.”

“Oh! And there’s more where that came from!” Jesse said.

“Yeah!” Hunter joined in. “We forgot to mention that. That’s part of why they plug in.”

Jesse pulled her balls out and fondled them. “These little babies don’t have a prostate, of course.

“You know that’s where most of semen comes from, right?” Hunter asked.

“Of course he does,” Jesse said. “He’s eaten enough of his own. Billie knows all about semen, darling.”

“Jamaal says they produce ten to fifteen milliliters a day when they’re not plugged in.”

“Thirty to forty a day when they’re in the regenerators,” Jesse chimed in.

“What did Jamaal say the total reservoir is?” Hunter asked Jesse.

“One deciliter,” Jesse answered. “What is that, a thousand milliliters?”

“A hundred,” said Hunter. “Still... that’s a whole lot of cum, huh?”

“What did he say the average cumshot is, Hun?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Hunter shrugged, smiling. “That’s not my department, remember? Jamaal’s were, like, huge. Not that I have that much to compare it to.”

“I think it was, like, a couple of mils or whatever.”

Hunter said: “Short version is... you’re gonna be eating a whole lot of cum, sissy-slut.”

“Yeah, baby,” Jesse purred. “You’re gonna gobble down four big fat nuts’ worth of jizz.”

“Load after load after load,” Hunter said excitedly.

“After load after load after load,” Jesse added. “For a whole year. That’s how long the beta-test lasts. Billie, you’re gonna be eating cum every day for a year.”

“And getting it pumped up you-know-where,” Hunter gloated. “When she lets me.” She glanced at Jesse affectionately.

“Soon, Hun. I just want to make him, you know... anticipate getting real dick shoved up his tight ass.”

“It won’t be all that tight once these babies have pumped a few hundred loads up there.”

My wife shook her head. “Nope. Not tight at all.”

Hunter said: “So what’s the problem, dicksucker? You’ve got two rock-hard dicks and they’re very glad to see you.”

“Yeah, dicksucker,” my wife joined in. “What are you waiting for, an engraved invitation?”

“No, Mistress. I don’t need... wow. Those are seriously realistic.”

“No shit,” said Hunter, stroking both Jesse’s cock and her own urgently. “That’s the whole point. Don’t you want to become a real queer, instead of the kind of pretend-fag cuckold who wants to only eat jizz out of his wife’s cunt?”

My wife chimed in with the verbal abuse: “Yeah, sissy. Don’t you want to become a real fag like the guys in the porn we jerk off to?” Jesse and Hunter had taken to masturbating to gay porn... it was Hunter’s idea, and it turned out both of them liked it, especially making me watch it with them while I was locked in my chastity tube.

“You don’t even have to have sex with a man!” Jesse said. “Come on, we’re two hot girls here... chicks with dicks! Oh my god, can I say that?”

“It would be offensive,” Hunter said. “To, you know, trans women. Except that it’s true. We’re chicks, right? And now we have dicks.”

“Real dicks,” chortled Jesse. “They’re cloned right from a real man’s cock! They even shoot!”

“So what do you say, queer? Time to earn your dicksucking merit badge. I think you know stiff dicks don’t have a conscience... we’re not taking ‘no’ for an answer.”

“Yes, Mistress, I know.” I knew better than to say ‘no’ to Hunter, in any event.

I got out of the easy chair and started toward the sofa, my knees feeling weak. 

When I was about a meter away, Hunter’s bare foot darted out and caught me in the nuts.

Hunter keep fits by attending kickboxing lessons four days a week. Even a light tap from her hurts like hell. Making matters much worse is the fact that my nuts had been swelling for many long weeks of denial, coupled with constant teasing from both my wife and her lesbian girlfriend.

Hunter’s kick dropped me down to the floor. I rolled back and forth, moaning and clutching my aching balls as my wife and her lover laughed.

To my humiliation, that made my dick start to stiffen again.

Hunter said: “How do slaves move around in this house?”

I struggled to my hands and knees. “They crawl, Mistress.”

Jesse chimed in: “And do they wear clothes when they suck dick?”

“No, Mistress,” I said.

“Then strip!” Hunter barked.

It wasn’t easy to undress while remaining on my hands and knees, but I didn’t dare risk Hunter’s wrath by standing again. I kicked off my dress shoes and socks to reveal the pale pink seamed-back stockings I was wearing under my slacks. I squirmed my way out of my coat and tie, exposing the matching pink bra -- complete with embroidered flowers -- that I’d had on all day while I worked. I fumbled my thin belt open. I unbuttoned and unzipped my dress slacks. I pulled them down to expose the pink panties -- they matched the bra, with the same cute embroidered flowers -- bulging with the hard plastic dome of my chastity tube. Circling my waist just above my hips, the matching garter belt had the same flowers; it’s long garters descended to the embroidered lace bands at the top of my seamed stockings.

“I’d like to see him erect while he sucks real dick,” Hunter said. “You don’t mind, do you, Jess?”

“Not at all,” my wife said. “Come over here, slave. You may stand. Pull them down.”

I did as my wife and her lover ordered, coming over to the couch and pulling my pink panties down. Jesse leaned in, and Hunter reached in to fit one of the keys on my wife’s silver necklace into the inset lock on my chastity tube.

My tube clicked open. My cock began to stiffen instantly. Hunter leaned in, hawked and spat on my dick. She let her lips brush the shaft as it rose and pointed up. Just the barest caress from that man-hater’s lips made my dick reach full erection in a few torrid seconds.

Jesse pulled my panties up, tucking my small cock away. My dick seemed much, much, much smaller with those two monsters sticking out of her and Hunter’s jockey shorts.

“Now,” Jesse said. “Time to suck, slave. Suck dick, sissy. You'll learn to like it.”

I lowered myself to my knees and reached out to take hold of both cocks at once. My hands shook. I had sucked every strap-on in Jesse’s and Hunter’s collections... but these dicks were different.

I took my wife’s cock in my mouth. It tasted familiar, like her mouth in the old days when she used to suck my dick and then French-kiss me deeply. Later, she’d spit the cum back in my mouth. Not long after that, she stopped giving me BJs altogether. Jesse loves to suck dick... but when she started cuckolding me, that pleasure became reserved for the men she met at swing parties, play parties, or singles bars, or through her many personal ads... or on the street, sometimes, when she was really horny and a hot guy whistled at her...

I started sucking. The cloned dick was fully erect by then, its massive size challenging my mouth’s capacity.

I could feel Hunter’s bare foot tucked down under my crotch, rubbing up through my panties against my hard dick, as if to remind me that I was fully erect myself. I didn’t need a reminder... it was intensely humiliating to be rock-hard while I was ordered to suck dick. Real dick, this time, not just a realistic strap-on dildo. And when Jesse came, she’d be pumping real cum down my throat... fresh cum, drunk straight from the spigot, not the kind she’d drizzled out of her pussy a thousand times after she got fucked at parties or in our bed or in the back seat, or...

“Hey, pervert,” Hunter growled. “Whose balls does a girl have to kick to get a blowjob around here?”

I came up off of my wife’s dick with spittle running down my chin.

“Sorry, Mistress,” I said. I moved over to Hunter’s cock and started sucking. The two cocks were indeed identical; they tasted the same and had all the same ridges and ripples and veins. They were both too big to fit comfortably in my mouth, but I tried to relax and worship them as best I could.

Jesse and Hunter both smelled like dick, down there... the familiar scent of their pussies had vanished. It had been replaced by the evocatively real smell of cloned dick.

The aroma of dick overwhelmed me as I traded off between Jesse’s and Hunter’s cocks. They seemed as real as real can be, and they were as rough with me as Jesse had always let “real men” be with her. Between my reluctant slurps up and down on each dick, I found them pulling my hair, slapping me in the face with their big, heavy cocks, smearing pre-cum all over my face until I was shiny with it.

They also talked dirty, heaping verbal abuse on me while they made me suck their dicks. Talking dirty in bed was something Jesse had always loved, and to her assessment I’d never been able to do it as well as she liked. Other men could, as I’d found out when my wife started cuckolding me. The verbal abuse had started as a natural outgrowth of that cuckoldry, and Jesse’s natural affinity for dirty talk. Hunter had ten an even filthier mouth than Jesse, and more prone to verbally abuse men, for pretty obvious reasons. She swore like a sailor and loved to humiliate me with her cruel, dysphemistic words. Once Hunter moved in with us, the two women egged each other on. In the last three months, they’d raised their verbal abuse of me to the status of fine art.

“Yeah, that’s it, cunt,” Hunter hissed, smacking me in the face with her big dick so hard that it stunned me and made my head spin.

“Yeah, you horny little bitch,” my wife cooed, pulling my hair and slapping me with her own dick while I struggled to open wide and take it in my mouth so they’d stop slapping me. “Suck that big black dick, bitch. Teach us how a sissy bitch cocksucker sucks real-man dick.”

“Yeah, that’s it, you fuckin’ cocksucking whore. Show us what a fuckin’ dicksucker you are,” Hunter added, rubbing her cock over my face while I bobbed urgently up and down on my wife’s.

“You love dick,” Jesse growled, pumping her hips. “You love big black dick.”

Jesse passed me seamlessly over to Hunter, who rammed her cock down my throat. I was forced to open wide, relax my throat-muscles, and let her fuck my face, lifting her hips with a rhythmic motion, violating my throat so I drooled everywhere.

She snarled at me, almost out of breath: “If Jamaal’s black dick could convert me, Billie, what chance does a cumdump like you have of resisting it? You’re basically queer to begin with!”

“Yeah, baby... why even fight it? Don’t be embarrassed about this little clit-boner, Billie-girl. It doesn’t mean you’re turned on by the taste of dick... having it rubbed all over your face... don’t be embarrassed that big black dick gives you a hard-on, Billie-baby...”

“Yeah,” panted Hunter. “There’s not much to be embarrassed about anyway!”

The two girls laughed. Jesse had leaned and reached down to stroke my cock through my panties. Despite my protests and reluctance, it was rock-hard. It might have even been harder than it was before I started sucking dick. I could feel a clammy wet stain on the front of my pink panties. I was already leaking pre-cum.

Hunter grabbed my head with both hands and began to pump my face hard, slamming her big black cloned dick down my throat. I gagged and drooled everywhere, trying to relax and open wide, making my mouth and my throat a smooth fuckhole for her.

“Look at her! She loves that dick down her throat! Is your face a nice tight little cunt for big black dick, you horny sissy pervert?”

I tried to grunt a “Yes, Mistress,” knowing obedience was expected -- but Hunter was fucking my face much too hard for me to do anything more than gurgle a little. I still shivered to hear Hunter call me “she” and “her,” which she did quite often, now. Jesse had done that sometimes since she started to make me wear panties, but it was more and more frequent since Hunter had moved in. Sometimes I fancied that Hunter, the man-hater, was trying to make me into a girl so she wouldn't have to live in a house with a male of any form.

Part of me didn’t mind that one bit, which is what scared me. What would it be like to get myself turned into a “real girl” and have Hunter be nice to me? Maybe even let me “make love” to her, rather than just being an obedient, drooling sissy mouth to lick her pussy and, now, suck her cock?

To my own shock, I found myself wondering...

Did they also clone pussies? And how would that work?

Hunter went on fucking my face and throat for several long, rough minutes. She didn’t give my wife a crack at me; Jesse, for her part, did not ask for one, but just kept tightening her right hand around my left hand, which was still wrapped around her spit-covered dick. Meanwhile, with her left hand, Jesse tormented me with fluttery strokes of her fingertips up and down my shaft, teasing my dick through the sodden satin of my panties until I was right on the edge of a deeply unsatisfying squirt.

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! I’m gonna blow!” Hunter gasped. “I’m gonna blow my load right down her throat!”

“Hold off,” said Jesse, breathless. “I’m gonna cum, too. Let’s cum on her face at the same time, Hun. Billie! Give me your right hand, slut. I know you want this.”

My wife pulled my panties down. My hard little dick sprang free, desperate for pleasure after long weeks of denial. Jesse grabbed my right hand with her left; she forced me to wrap my hand around my cock and then told me:

“Jack off, bitch. You’re gonna cum first. Cum on the floor, slave, or else. Fast. We don’t wanna wait. Hard dicks have no conscience, remember?”

She tightened both her hands around my left hand, forcibly jacking all three hands up and down on her giant chocolate-brown cock. She bent down as I was forced to jack her off, jack myself off, and get face-fucked by Hunter, who barely eased up on her chokefucking when Jesse asked her to wait.

As I jacked us both off and felt Hunter surging toward orgasm, Jesse leaned down and growled viciously into my ear:

I want you to always remember how you came before either of us the first time you sucked real dick, Billie. I want you to have that in there, in your brain, lurking there... always telling you what you really are. And what are you, Billie?”

Hunter pulled her dick out of my mouth. A long stream of spittle came after it, pouring down my chin and onto my hand as it rapidly pumped up and down on my dick. Hunter slapped me in the face with her big, heavy dick, between her own hard strokes; she was damn close to cumming.

I was much closer, though. Did it prove what Jesse had said it proved? I didn’t know. I just knew that I needed to cum... and I’d been fucking rock-hard since I started sucking their dicks.

So I admitted it, whimpering desperately as I mounted toward an explosive and much-needed orgasm:

“I’m a cocksucker, Mistress! I’m a sissy cocksucker. I’m a f-f-f-faggot. I’m a dicksucking fag for black dick, Mistress! Oh fuck! Oh yes! Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!”

I cried out wildly as pleasure exploded through my long-denied body. My little cock blasted out a month’s worth of cum in a half-dozen squirts. It shot out of the tip so hard I think I felt some of my own jizz hit my dripping chin. Afterwards, it would be hard to tell, though, because there would be cum everywhere. Jesse and Hunter both stood up fully and lunged forward to slap their dicks across my face between hard strokes of their own hands. They jacked off, grunting savagely, their bellows sounding more like men’s voices than like they could have come from the two hot women who were abusing me.

I felt hot streams of jizz spewing all over my face. Jesse and Hunter unloaded, groaning. Soon I was covered, my face slimy, my wet mouth hanging open, dripping spittle and jizz. Some of it got in my mouth... and the taste was intense. As I’d anticipated, it was much stronger fresh from the spigot than when it leaked out of my wife’s well-fucked pussy.

Hunter and Jesse had told the truth about how much jizz these monsters put out with each load. If the “average” cumshot is only a couple of milliliters, and mine was more than that -- because I’d been saving it up for so long in my swollen blue balls -- their big black dicks spewed out ten times the seed that my little dingus did. There had to have been at least twenty spurts each. I practically drowned in it.

With every spurt, Jesse and Hunter kept moaning. I could tell they were not faking; these big dicks really did send that much pleasure through their well-plugged pussies, and probably into their clits, too. They howled louder than I’ve ever heard either of them moan when they’re pleasuring each other or themselves or riding my face... and louder than I’ve ever heard Jesse moan when other men fucked her at parties or in our bedroom or wherever. That’s really saying something.

Great gobs of their cloned jizz shot into my open mouth. I swallowed obediently.

The smell was everywhere. I drew deep breaths of it, shuddering from my release as the lingering spasms ran through me. I felt a raging fear as I experienced the curious sensation of getting attuned to the smell, taste and feel of jizz on my face. It was as if I was being “imprinted” with the hot streams of semen my wife and her lover had spewed on my face. It’s as if my body and my subconscious knew that I’d better get used to it.

By the time they unloaded their overfilled clone-balls on me, I felt more than just used to it. I felt comfortable.

Weakly, I whimpered: “I’m your sissy cocksucker, Mistress.”

Jesse and Hunter sprawled onto the couch, panting. Their big black cocks still trickled jizz. Their hands glistened with it; rivulets ran down their forearms.

Hunter reached out, grabbed my cum-matted hair, and shoved my face into my wife’s crotch.

My wife sighed happily.

“Yes, Billie, you are my sissy cocksucker. You are my pervert sissy fag cocksucking whore cumdump jizz rag, aren’t you, baby?”

“yes, Mistress,” I moaned softly.

“And you always will be, won’t you?”

I tried to respond with a “yes,” but Hunter had already reclaimed my hot mouth and stuck her half-hard dick in, purring happily as I started to suck the remnants of jizz off the tip.

“Except when you’re mine,” Hunter growled, laughing as her big dick started to stiffen in my mouth.

Jesse and she laughed and kissed deeply while I started trading off, sucking one and then the other.

It was just the start of my cocksucker training. They’d made that obvious. It would be a very long evening... and, if I knew Jesse and Hunter, a very, very long night, too.
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The Stud by Ken Jarry

I hung from the St. Andrew's cross, my wrists secured tightly. I squirmed, wondering when Mistress Mercedes would return.

During our regular weekly one-hour session, Mistress Mercedes had left me there in her dungeon, cuffed and gagged, waiting for her return. Abandoned, I felt the time passing and began to panic.

When would she be back to continue our session? I was paying for this time! And money would be short now that Shauna was divorcing me...

Ten minutes passed... fifteen... perhaps even twenty.

By then, I'd grown scared and angry, as well as physically exhausted. It was hard hanging here with my arms spread, my wrists secured to the cross. 

But it would be worth it, if Mistress Mercedes came back and rewarded me for being good little slave and not whining too much. Would she allow me to eat her pussy? Would she even jerk me off? 

Even better, was it possible she was going to fetch some hot stud and grant my request that she fuck someone else in front of me?

I didn't dare hope for that, but I wanted it -- that's putting it mildly. I had begged for permission to watch Mistress Mercedes fuck so many times. I'd offered her thousands of dollars, desperately wanting to see my beautiful Mistress take dick in her holes. 

But Mistress Mercedes does not offer her clients that service.

Perhaps she had changed her mind?

When the dungeon door opened again, I got my answer.

It was not Mistress Mercedes who entered; it was my wife, Shauna.

I felt a stab of jealousy. Was Shauna my wife or my ex-wife? No, she was still my wife. We were not yet divorced. Soon, maybe. Shauna had sworn she would take me for everything I was worth. Given that I was the one who had cheated on her, that seemed likely. But for now, we were still husband and wife.

What the hell was she doing in my Mistress's dungeon?

Shauna looked so different, I convinced myself, for a split-second, that she was not my wife after all. For a few relieved moments, I thought perhaps this woman just looked like my wife. But it was Shauna, all right. She'd just gotten a... makeover.

My wife had worn her hair long for the whole time I'd known her. Now, her hair was cut to the scalp on the sides. Just a bit longer in front and on top, it had also been bleached white.

Shauna looked... boyish. Tough. But still beautiful and feminine, because she offset her short haircut and obviously improved physique with a heavy load of makeup. She wore eyeliner, mascara, crimson-red lipstick -- more makeup than I'd ever seen her wear except perhaps on our wedding night.

My wife was dressed in an exquisitely feminine fashion, too. She wore a skintight cream-colored latex mini-dress that hugged her slim form. It was tight, and its fabric was thoroughly translucent -- almost transparent. I could see that she wore nothing underneath. 

Her nipples showed through. So did her belly-button. Both had been pierced since I last saw her. 

Shauna had never shown the least bit of interest in body piercing, but there was the evidence -- right in front of me.

Shauna also wore black lace-top stay-up stockings with seams down the back. She wore high-heeled pumps. She wore a nasty smile, directed at me.

My eyes swam as I tried to take this all in. Droplets of drool ran out of my mouth around the ball gags and dripped onto my chest. 

Shauna could see my fear. Her smiled grew even nastier as she approached me. 

I grunted through the gag, trying to plead with her. I wanted to ask her if she'd lost weight. It was obvious she had -- and she'd also built muscle. Plenty of muscle.

Shauna looked pleasantly into my eyes, obviously taking pleasure in her triumph.

When she finally spoke, her voice was sweet and seductive.

"Hello, baby. Happy to see me again?"

I nodded desperately, fear coursing through me.

"Bullshit," she laughed. "You're scared that I'll hurt you. And you know what? You're right, baby. I am going to hurt you. But since I know how much you like it, you sick little pervert, you're going to let me." She laughed again. "Not that you have a choice. You don't, do you?"

Nervously, I shook my head.

"That's right, baby. That's why I'm so glad to see you like this. I want you to know that. I'm thrilled to see you like this." Her voice dropped down to a succulent whisper, and she said: "At my mercy."

I trembled.

With her left hand, Shauna caressed my smooth face. I always shaved meticulously for my "dates" with Mistress Mercedes. I knew the consequences if I did not. With her right hand, my wife reached down and began to caress my rock-hard dick. She let her fingers flutter down to my balls.

She put her full lips to my ear and purred:

"Yes, darling. I found out. You wouldn't tell me which Domme you had seen, but it's not like there's an infinite number in town. I know your tastes, baby. I know what you like in your women. It wasn't hard to find out what Bitch you've been seeing -- I mean that respectfully, of course. With a capital 'B'." Shauna laughed again. "Do you think it makes your betrayal hurt less to know you told the truth when you said that you had never fucked her? It doesn't, baby. I should have known that a woman like her would never let you put your little dick up inside her. But that's almost worse."

My face reddened. I tried to turn my head to give Shauna's hand an approximation of a kiss, to show my affection and remorse. But, of course, I was gagged. She grabbed my hair, leaned in close, and forced me to look in her eyes.

She said, "You can plan on never putting it up inside me, either, hon. And that's just the start. I'm going to make you so sorry you betrayed me. Cheat on me, will you?"

Shauna laughed with such joy that for a split-second, I thought she was merely playing. Had she forgiven me, and was just having fun tormenting me?

I got the answer a few seconds later, when my wife's fingernails dug into my hard, swollen balls, cinching them tight.

I howled in pain.

Shauna's left hand came off of my face, formed into a fist, and descended at lightning speed.

Where my wife learned how to punch like that, I'll never know.

She moved like a well-oiled machine -- just like Mistress Mercedes. 

I screamed through the gag as her fist connected with my balls. I squirmed against the sturdy restraints in which Mistress Mercedes had placed me.

"Hold still, darling," Shauna said good-naturedly, adjusting her grip on my balls as I shuddered and writhed and moaned through the gag. "Don't make this hard on yourself. Take it all for me, and maybe I'll give you a treat at the end of this -- wouldn't you like that? You didn't think I would leave you, baby, did you? No, baby, not after Mistress Mercedes went to all that trouble to train you for me."

Shauna laughed again, louder this time, her warm, wet lips brushing my ear.

"And to train me. It's been quite an eventful two months since I left you, darling, after I found out what an unfaithful little shit you are. You're quite in debt, now. You're going to be paying Mercedes back for a long time. She let me run a balance, you see. In exchange for certain... services from me... on-the-job training, I guess you'd say. But it still added up to a whole lot of money. Assuming I take you back, baby, you're going to be working overtime. If I don't take you back, well, then..." Shauna laughed. "I guess I'll need to work overtime myself. Mistress Mercedes already has a position for me. Do you know how many sick faggots like you want to watch women get fucked while they get denied? Our Mistress doesn't provide that service. But I can." 

Shauna was still working on my cock and balls. She switched hands. Her left thumb and forefinger circled my balls tightly, forcing the fragile, bruised orbs down, out, and up, until they presented an easy target. 

Shauna's right-handed. I knew why she'd switched hands. My wife was just getting started.

Her right hand struck my swollen balls with double the force of her left. It felt like a sledgehammer. 

A strangled sound erupted from my gagged mouth, muffled, reduced to a pathetic whimper. Inside me, it was a scream. My wife could hit hard.

"Come on, baby, don't be a wimp," Shauna said. "You let a strange woman do this to you for a whole year... you even paid her to do it. Why, you didn't bother to ask me if I would be interested! You asked me about that strap-on stuff, darling, and I told you I think it's gross. But this is so different! What wife wouldn't want to do this to her wimp husband sometimes?" 

Shauna laughed again.

"But it won't be just sometimes, now, darling. You won't go a week between sessions. I'm busting your balls every night from now on, baby. Mistress Mercedes taught me how."

Again, her right fist hurtled down -- not just once. Two, three, four five; I saw stars. When she stopped again, breathing hard, I hung limp in the cuffs.

"I've been practicing," she mewled, teasing her lips against my ear. "On all sorts of men. Ones who like it real hard... ones who can't take much before they cry. Are you crying, dear? Not yet? We'll have to change that. Give me those tears, baby. Give them to me. Give them!"

A dozen more punches, and I gave her tears. They welled up in my eyes as Shauna encouraged me, punching and panting and groaning, "Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, oh, yeah, babe, let it out, give it to me, let it out, let those things go-- oh, yeah!"

Shauna moaned sensuously, her voice sounding like raw sex. Not all that long ago, she had used just such a tone and almost those very words to beg me to cum inside her. That was all over, now. The tears that flowed down my cheeks were not mourning for that, though. They were, obviously, genuine tears of pain.

"Oh, yeah," moaned Shauna, still clutching my balls. She leaned in, rubbing sensuously up against me, her nipples hard against my chest. The skimpy dress started to fall off of her; one boob popped out of the deep V-neck.

She put her lips to my face. She started licking. She licked up my tears, squeezing my pained nuts tightly as she  moaned in pleasure.

"They taste so good, baby. I never knew I could love your tears more than I used to love eating your cum. You remember that, baby? I used to give you a blowjob a day, sometimes more. I loved it, hon. Don't play games, sweetie. I know you remember." Her warm, wet tongue flickered across my cheek again, licking up another tear. "Hold tight to that memory, baby. I'll never suck your cock again. But you'll eat my pussy... and more, baby. This is what true slavery looks like. Mistress Mercedes gave me a crash course."

Shauna's right hand hurtled down again, harder than ever.

Rapid blows rained on my nuts. My eyes rolled back in my head. I squealed and writhed. I groaned. Tears poured from my eyes. She licked them off -- sometimes even while she went on punching me.

When Shauna paused, panting and laughing, I opened my eyes wide and tried to focus. I wanted her to see my remote. I wanted to look at my wife with all of the love for her I felt -- and all the regret. 

I wanted her to know just how sorry I was to have cheated on her with Mistress Mercedes. 

She was not interested. 

Shauna's fist pummeled my balls again, again, again, till more tears flowed in rivers down my smooth-shaved cheeks. Sobs racked my body.

Shauna laughed louder the more violently I twisted against the cuffs that held me to the St. Andrew's cross. I knew all too well that those cuffs were heavy-duty. Mistress Mercedes is quite a professional. Once she buckles you up, you're not getting free until she is quite finished with you.

Or, in this case, till Shauna was finished with me.

Those thick cuffs could not be broken. I was trapped until my wife had shown me her new skills -- and punished me to her satisfaction... for now.

Shauna knew that, and she took her time.

Between vicious rounds of punching, Shauna teased me with her nasty words, telling me all the things I would do for her -- and all the things she'd do that I'd have to live with. 

"I'll get some boyfriends," she purred. Punch! 

"I'll make you watch as they fuck me," she sighed. Punch! Punch! Punch! She licked my tears.

"I'll make you fluff them before they put it in me, baby." Punch! Punch! Punch! Punch! Punch! "Maybe I'll find a few big guys so you can learn how to give head like a faggot." Punch! Punch! "Mistress Mercedes thinks you'll probably like that. She told me all about what a little faggot you are for her strap-on. I mean, I know I said it was gross, but... that was before I know how good it feels to fuck a man in the ass. I learned to love giving head, baby, because it used to make you so happy. You can learn, too, baby. You'll learn to love it. Or else!" Punch! Punch! Punch!  

Shauna's vigorous workout loosened the tight dress. There wasn't much there to begin with. As she punched me, the deep V-neck made its way open, until her tits hung out. The shoulder-straps fell. The dress was half off her long before she tired of punching my balls.

Shauna rubbed her naked tits against me as she purred nasty things in my ear. She spoke and punched, punched and spoke, telling me all the things I'd do for her boyfriends while she was punching, before she punched, after -- all of the above, sometimes, and sometimes none of them.

Sometimes she just looked at me, staring deep in my eyes so that I could see her resolve.

Finally, Shauna's breath came short; she seemed exhausted. I braced myself for another round of blows as she looked in my eyes... but it didn't come.

Finally, she said: "Mistress Mercedes taught me other things, baby. You wanna know what they were?"

Miserably, I nodded. What else could I do? I wasn't about to tell my wife "no" at this point. Or ever again, maybe.

"Well, she taught me to eat pussy," said Shauna. "Remember when you asked me if I'd be up for a threesome? I said no." 

Shauna snickered wickedly. Her fist came down fast and hard. I groaned in pain.

"I guess I'm more bi than I let on, hon. Aren't you a lucky boy! And you know what?"

My wife's lips caressed my ear as her hot breath enveloped me.

"I'm not just her apprentice now. I'm her girlfriend. Like I said, honey, I've been busy in the last two months. I guess maybe I've fallen for her. Mistress Mercedes is sort of a lesbian, baby... that's why she won't fuck other guys in front of clients. But me, baby? You know how much I love cock. Just not this cock. Not anymore."

Shauna's fist struck my ripe balls again, bringing a howl from behind the ball gag. Her fingers began to caress my cock, which had gone soft from the intense pain and degradation. Just when I started to relax, my wife dug her red-painted fingernails deep into my tender flesh.

"Mistress Mercedes and I are just getting started," said Shauna. Remember what I said about her being lezzie? Well, there's a whole lot of money in fucking for guys who want to be denied... like you. It's a whole new business model for her, baby. I was so happy to offer my pussy..." She laughed. "It's better than wasting it on you!"

Again, my wife's fist plummeted down and connected with my swollen balls.

It had been so long since I'd been allowed to cum that it felt as if my balls were twice their size before my wife came in and started hitting them. Now, the pain was excruciating and my balls felt swollen like never before.

Drool ran out around my ball-gag and dribbled down onto my chest. More tears mingled with them. My wife no longer licked them; she'd had her fill. But she still encouraged me, and took pleasure in them. Those tears told me she had broken me. She'd busted my balls but good.

"Oh, yeah," she said. "That's good, hon. Cry it all out, baby. Show Mama how much it hurts. Mama gets wet now when it hurts you. She likes you to hurt, now. Mistress Mercedes taught me how I could enjoy hurting men... even you, baby. Even my husband. Especially you, baby. You've got it coming. And lots more to come, sweetie. You better learn to like it." She laughed again. "Oh, yeah! That's right. You were paying for it behind my fucking back! You must already like it!"

Shauna's fist slammed down again. After the first punch in this round, I braced myself for another series of hits -- a dozen or more, per the pattern she'd been following.

The rest never came. 

Instead, she stopped short. Her left hand opened. She slid it up under her the hem of her dress. 

She uttered a loud moan of pleasure.

I heard a wet sound beneath Shauna's dress.

My wife was fingering herself. 

Her fingers came out glistening with her juices; she was so wet the wetness ran all down her hand and onto her wrist.

She brought her hand up to my face and smeared pussy all over my face, especially my lips where they formed in a humiliating "O" around the ball gag. 

I drew a deep breath of Shauna's ripe scent.

"See how wet Mama gets hurting you?" she purred. "You want to lick it all up, don't you, babe? You want to eat Mama out, don't you? Don't you want to eat my hot little pussy?"

What could I say? Another few blows and I'd probably pass out from the pain... If I was lucky. Mistress Mercedes is one skilled ball-punisher, and I thought I'd experienced the worst a woman could dish out. But my wife was her equal. She'd been learning fast.

For obvious reasons, it terrified me to think of displeasing her. But there were less obvious reasons, too. I really loved Shauna. Seeing her like this... In full flight... The Bitch Domme to end all Bitch Dommes... 

Well, I'll just go ahead and admit it. It excited me.

So I nodded, furiously, and I meant it. Tears and spit dripped off of my chin as Shauna made me smell her cunt.

"You want it?" she asked, getting her fingers wet again, making me smell more of her juices. "You really want to eat me out? Right here, right now? After I did this to you baby?" I kept nodding, desperate to escape further punishment. "You're not mad?" I shook my head excitedly, my wet eyes big and bright and open and honest. "You really want to eat me out... now?" I nodded again.

Shauna's red lips curled up in a smile.

"Not quite yet," she said. 

Her fist shot down again, connecting with my swollen balls. I uttered a muffled cry.

Shauna left me on the St. Andrew's cross, hanging by my wrists and writhing in pain. She walked away from me and over to the little sofa that Mistress Mercedes has there. 

It's a love seat, really, black leather like everything else in Mistress Mercedes' dungeon. 

My wife shrugged off her dress -- which was mostly off her already, as it had been skimpy enough to begin with. It fell to the floor.

She wore nothing but black stay-up stockings and high-heeled pumps underneath. No panties, no bra -- I had known that already. Her nude body looked beyond exquisite. Leaving me had done her well in more ways than one.

"Mistress? I'm ready to fuck! Mistress? Please bring The Stud, Mistress? Pretty please?"

The door opened, and Mistress Mercedes came in. She led a huge male slave on a leash. He was naked except for a big pair of boots, a ball-stretcher, and a black leather hood that hid his identity. The hood had an integral collar and ball gag. The ball-stretcher forced the man's huge balls down at least three inches, maybe four. I had worn such a thing before. The leash Mistress Mercedes held was clipped to his balls, not his collar. 

When I say the slave was "big," I don't mean "fat" -- I mean "built." 

"The Stud," as my wife had called him, was at least six-three or six-four, with huge shoulders and a muscular chest. His skin was dark and smooth; he was probably black or of mixed-race. He was shaved all over. His chest, legs, and balls were smooth.

His huge, dark cock was about three-quarters hard. He had an exceptionally large one -- roughly in proportion with the rest of him, but maybe even a little bit bigger.

The Stud's dick was both long and thick. He had a prominent head that looked very thick and swollen. It glistened at the tip. It was already drooling. Mistress Mercedes had probably been teasing him mercilessly.

His eyes were dark in the eyeholes of his leather hood, but they brightened when he saw my wife. His eyes flickered all over Shauna. It was like he was ripping her clothes off with his eyes, even though she was already naked. His eyes lingered on Shauna's pussy, which I realized was entirely hairless. My wife had always been hairy down there, claiming it was "just a patriarchy thing" that guys wanted women to trim or even shave. I'd never known her to go smooth before. Sometimes she'd trim, but mostly, she'd always gone natural. Since she had left me, she'd shaved -- maybe even waxed. Her pussy looked exquisite.

The Stud seemed to be drooling at the sight of my wife's pussy almost as much as I was. He liked what he saw, quite obviously. His huge cock started to stiffen to full erection.

Mistress Mercedes also looked different than usual. I should have known something had changed when she hadn't bothered to get all dressed up for our session. She just wore white sweats and a white tank top, with no bra beneath. Her feet were in girly pink sneakers. It was the first time I'd ever seen her out of high heels. She didn't wear makeup.

Normally, when I showed up for paid sessions with her, she wore something exquisite: a black latex dress or a patent-leather catsuit or some kind of tight leather pants, high-heeled boots, and a push-up lace halter.

But this time, she'd answered the door wearing this... and I guess maybe I should have known.

But I wanted her... I needed her. So I'd stripped like a good slave and let her tie me to the cross just like always. 

Now I knew why Mercedes hadn't bothered to dress up for me. She might never bother again.

And Shauna had been groomed for The Stud, not me. That much was obvious.

"Hello, baby," Shauna said, embracing Mistress Mercedes.

"Hello, slave," Mistress Mercedes purred. My own dick gave a painful surge.

The two women kissed wetly, each grabbing the other's butt. I could see their tongues entangling. Mistress Mercedes shoved her hand between my wife's legs. Shauna mewled happily and rode Mistress Mercedes' fingers.

Shauna said breathlessly, "Thanks for bringing The Stud, Mistress."

"Don't mention it," smiled Mistress Mercedes.

"I hope you didn't mind getting him hard for me?" 

"It was fun," Mistress said. "I've been teasing him like crazy. Somebody has to teach your weekday bitch what it looks like when a real man fucks a girl. Wanna make your faggot husband fluff?" Mistress Mercedes laughed. "Look at that faggot. He's begging for it."

Both of them stared at me, stone-faced.

I wasn't begging for it. I was trembling. If I was ordered to suck cock... what would I do?

Both women laughed.

"Oh, not yet," Shauna said, "Mistress." She eyeballed The Stud's huge, hard cock. "I don’t think my favorite Stud needs a fluff. Do you, Stud?"

The Stud was gagged with an integral gag that fitted into his hood. He could only respond by shaking his head vigorously, almost desperately.

Perhaps he feared repercussions if he indicated that he wanted a "fluff" from me. It wouldn't be wise to suggest Shauna's body alone wasn't enough to get him rock-hard and ready to fuck. 

Mistress Mercedes handed The Stud's leash to my wife. 

Shauna guided him onto the leather love seat. She climbed atop him, cowgirl-style, facing him, spread, guiding his cock up to her slit.

"Oh, yeah," Shauna purred as she mounted him and rubbed his big dick against her slit -- bareback!

The Stud, true to his name, had a huge cock -- much bigger than I had thought when I first saw him. Or maybe it was just that my wife had lost so much weight; she was trim and muscular, much more slender than before. In contrast, the Stud's dick looked that much bigger. It frightened and dismayed me to see her vulnerable, shaved pussy rubbing up against another man's cock. It only seemed natural that the man she first fucked in front of me would be such a well-hung black man, just like Mistress Mercedes knew I always fantasized about.

My secrets were no longer my own.

Shauna spread her shaved lips for The Stud, riding him cowgirl-style. 

She teased her clit with the swollen head of his cock, crying out in pleasure as she did. Then she nuzzled the tip of The Stud's dick against her hole and pushed herself down on his shaft.

Watching from behind, I could see her back, her butt... and The Stud's cock as she finally pushed down against it and its huge head breached her tight hole. 

She gasped as it entered her. 

There had been no mention of a condom.... nor, I imagined, would there ever be.

Shauna slid onto The Stud's huge cock only with obvious effort, stretching herself out for him. The relish with which she forced herself open on him was equally obvious, though.

She got him most of the way into her cunt and started to ride him, moaning.

My wife looked The Stud right in his eyes as she fucked him. I watched with my punished balls throbbing painfully as my wife's pussy spread for the stranger's big cock.

The Stud's wrists were not secured. Shauna noticed them moving toward her and then back onto the couch.

Shauna laughed and told The Stud breathlessly:

"It's okay, slave. You can put your hands on my body. Touch me, slave. Caress me. Make love to me the way a real man makes love to a woman he wants. Make my little bitch of a husband watch."

The Stud nodded, as if to say, Yes, Mistress.

Shauna shot a quick glance over her shoulder at me. My face was red and still dripping with spit and tears. Even more humiliating, I could feel my cock swelling. It had gone down when my wife had been viciously punishing my balls; even the arousal I felt couldn't keep it erect in the face of such pain. But now that I saw my wife riding a stranger's cock, even the pain could not keep my cock down. It rose quickly and jutted toward Shauna like a compass needle.

Shauna's fingers began working in a quick circle on her clit. She rubbed herself faster and faster, making loud noises of pleasure as she approached climax.

Mistress Mercedes had come over to stand with me. She looked at me with practiced cruelty. 

"Thanks for loaning me your wife," she said, her lips against the opposite ear from the one Shauna had purred into while hurting my balls. "Did you know she's bisexual?"

I shook my head, my eyes wide with ear as Mistress Mercedes' hands fluttered down my front... Seizing my balls.

Her style was far more familiar than Shauna's. A few quick blows brought me to writhing and screaming agony. More tears flowed. I drooled around my ball gag.

My cock went down only partway. Even this pain could not dampen the heat I felt watching my wife fuck a stranger whose face I could not even see.

The pain dimmed my vision; my eyes rolled back into my head. Through the fog of my agony, I heard my wife crying out loudly with the pleasure of orgasm. It seemed to cut through the fog, but Mistress Mercedes' fists kept on descending with rhythmic intensity, causing more fog.

When I finally came to my senses, I saw that Shauna had reversed her stance, now riding the naked slave with her knees facing out -- toward me. 

Now, I could see more than before. Except seeing my wife's gorgeous body as she rode The Stud facing me brought tears to my eyes.

Soon, my vision was blurred. Tears ran down my cheeks.

Shauna's back arched. She turned her head and pressed her lips to The Stud's hood, kissing the leather. She started moaning and whispering dirty words to The Stud as she pumped her cunt up and down on his cock. His shaft glistened with my wife's ripe juices.

Mistress Mercedes backed off, leaving me to enjoy the spectacle of my wife getting fucked by a man with a much bigger cock.

I heard Shauna asking The Stud:

"Yeah? You ready? You wanna cum, Stud? Wanna cum inside me, stud? Promise you'll shoot a big load, slave, and I'll let you dump it in me. Ready?"

Shauna was panting from the exertion of fucking herself on The Stud. Her naked body glistened with sweat. Her short hair was damp.

Shauna's head turned toward me, her bright face red with the flush of orgasm.

She said to me: "I told my favorite Stud-slave he could cum in me... You know what that means, babe. You need to lick it out after." She laughed savagely, perhaps detecting the shock and dismay in my eyes. "You still want to eat me out, don't you?"

What could I say? I nodded furiously... Even more so when Mistress Mercedes playfully took the cattle prod down from the toy wall and let its bright sizzle arc through the damp dungeon air.

Shauna fucked herself rhythmically onto The Stud, timing it perfectly. I guess maybe Mistress Mercedes had clued her into how they do it when they shoot all that creampie porn. Shauna lifted her cunt up until The Stud's cockhead was all that remained inside her. then she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him the last little bit until he exploded inside her.

I could actually see the cum pumping out of The Stud's balls and up into my wife. 

I let out a groan of humiliation as I watched.

As soon as The Stud had emptied his load into my wife, Mistress Mercedes started unbuckling the restraints that held my wrists to the cross. She freed me, then pulled me down and forward -- onto all fours.

She drove her pink-sneaker-clad-foot into my swollen balls and pushed me toward my wife. I howled in pain as her foot connected.

"Get over there, slave. Your wife needs your services. When a Goddess needs pussy licked, what does a slave do?"

I answered her with my actions, crawling urgently toward my wife. Every move I made caused my pained balls to throb, but I didn't let that slow me down. It would only invite further punishment.

Mistress Mercedes was right behind me, jabbing the cattle prod into my ass. She gave me only one tiny zap, but it was enough. 

I screamed like a bitch behind the gag. I crawled faster.

The Stud must have been holding his load for fucking ever. How many weeks had Mistress Mercedes made him go without a much-needed orgasm? His balls must have been fucking full. The Stud had poured a huge, hot load into my wife. 

Shauna's pussy was still milking The Stud's cock when I reached her. Her muscles seized up in visible spasms of pleasure. The Stud's balls and cock kept pulsing, pumping still more jism into my wife.

"Oh! Look who's here!" Shauna playfully feigned surprise. "I bet I know what you want, darling. What you've always wanted. I wish I'd cheated on you sooner!"

As Shauna talked dirty to me, Mistress Mercedes reached down and unfastened the buckle that held in my ball gag. She pulled it out. Spittle streamed out of my mouth. She seized my hair.

While this happened, Shauna went on: "I should have started fucking around on you right away... on our wedding night!" Shauna laughed. "If I'd known how badly you wanted it, I would have come around sooner. Well, hon, better late than never, right? Thank you, Mistress... oh, yeah, push his head down there, Mistress... thank you..."

Mistress Mercedes released my hair as I started to lick Shauna's pussy. Shauna took over, pulling my hair hard and forcing my face up and down on her slit.

The Stud's cock was still deep inside her. It was dwindling, spent, his massive balls emptied, but I could not avoid his big dick entirely. I felt my stomach churn as Shauna's aggressive hand on my head forced my lips and tongue against The Stud's hairy shaft. I briefly tried to resist, but the jab of the cattle prod against my ass made me reconsider. Mistress Mercedes was supervising.

When The Stud's dickhead popped free from Shauna's stretched pussy a few moments later, I got a mouthful. It was unintentional on my part, but Shauna appeared to have planned it. She laughed as I tried to recoil, and Mistress Mercedes zapped me.

Shauna grabbed my hair and forced The Stud's half-hard dick into my mouth. She slapped my face hard when I tried to pull away, and there was another, much longer, zap to my balls with the cattle prod. The pain made everything go dim for a second.

When I got my bearings, I had The Stud's half-hard dick in my mouth. I was eagerly sucking it.

Shauna purred, "That's all right, baby. I won't make you get him hard again for me. There'll be lots of time for me and Mistress Mercedes to teach you to suck cock. For now, I just want you to learn to eat pussy."

She pulled The Stud's dick out of my mouth and shoved my face into her slit.

My wife's considerably loosened-up cunt was pouring The Stud's jizz by then.

It ran in rivulets out her hole and down the lower part of her lips.

Shauna growled: "Eat my dirty pussy, bitch. You really filled me the fuck up, Stud, didn't you?" 

The Stud nodded so vigorously I heard the rings of his hood, gag and collar rattling. 

A thick river of cream ran out of my wife and onto my tongue. The taste turned my stomach. I had fantasized about a scene like this so many times -- but the experience revolted me. I tried to move up to my wife's clit -- where she liked me to lick when I licked for her pleasure. 

But this wasn't that kind of pleasure. 

Shauna shoved my head down so I could not keep my mouth from her hole.

"No, hon, no clit. Not now. Right now I want you eating that cum. You've got a lot to learn, baby. First up, you need to learn to love a real man's cum almost as much as I do. Isn't that right, Mistress?"

"Yes it is," Mistress Mercedes said. "Lick, bitch! Lick your wife's hole! Eat that cum, bitch!"

I did as they said, thrusting my tongue between Shauna's lips and into her hole. I tasted the sharp salty tang of the strange slave's cum. It ran out of my wife in a trickle at first, but as Mistress Mercedes leaned in to take hold of my hair again, forcibly guiding my face up and down in Shauna's crotch, the flow increased to a gush.

I choked on the taste, but I continued licking.

I heard the wet sound of kissing as Mistress Mercedes and Shauna made out far above me.

Shauna laughed.

"Cheat on me, will you, darling?" she said. "This is what you get, you sick pervert cuckold. You're going to learn what a real marriage is like. I'm in charge now, bitch. Don't you dare question it, ever again."

Mistress Mercedes giggled mischievously. It's one of the sounds that reminds me that she is a great deal younger than me, and even younger than Shauna.

"I'm sorry, Mistress. I mean, Mistress Mercedes is in charge. I'm in love with her. She owns me now, cunt." She was addressing me when she said "cunt." I didn't dare recoil from that word. She used it as if it would be my name from now on.

"I think the cunt can learn, don't you?" This was Mistress Mercedes, her voice rich with sadistic pleasure.

"I think she's willing to try. Aren't you, cunt?"

I nodded fervently, totally ignoring her use of the feminine pronoun for me. Mistress Mercedes did it regularly. I knew, now, that it would be come as regular as the use of the brutally obscene word "cunt" instead of my name.

It felt right.

Shauna said: "She says she is willing to learn, Mistress. I wouldn't even know where to start if you hadn't taught me how to train her." Then my wife moaned softly, "I wouldn't even know how much I liked it."

"That's why I taught you, cunt," Mistress Mercedes said harshly to Shauna. "You needed to have some sense slapped into you. You're lucky you came to me. You should be glad I was willing to do it."

"Yes, Mistress," Shauna whimpered, her face reddening at the sound of that denigrating term applied to her. "Yes, Mistress, I'm very glad. Thank you for teaching me how to dominate my cunt." Somehow, when Shauna used it to refer to me, the word was much more humiliating.

"I'm not done teaching you," Mistress Mercedes said. "We three are just getting started."

"Yes, Mistress," Shauna sighed, pumping her hips and squeezing her muscles.

The Stud's cum ran onto my tongue in an ever-building flow.

I lapped at it obediently, knowing nothing would ever be the same.

And I didn't even want it to be.

I buried my tongue in my wife's stretched-out hole, lapping up thick gobs of The Stud's semen. The flavor of it turned my stomach... but I got it down just the same. Plenty of it. 

And there was more where that came from.

It would be far from the last time I ate cum.

Under Mistress Mercedes' guidance, my wife would make good on her promise to teach me how to suck cock... and The Stud would only be the first.

Things had changed forever. My marriage had been reborn anew. It would never change back. And I didn't want it to.
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Catfighting Roommates by Kylie Cooper

Ashley already had my ass in a sling when Amber came home early from work and caught us. And when I say "ass in a sling," I mean that quite literally.

You see, my roommate Ashley had just done a very thorough job of tying me into the black leather sling that adorned the big, open space of our live-work loft on Jimenez Street. She had my ankles buckled into padded black leather restraints and affixed to the sling's chains very high up and very far apart, so that I was basically helpless to keep her from having her way with my ass. My wrists were secured in a neutral position just above my head, my elbows slightly bent so that I could stay there for a while. And believe me, when Ashley gets going with that strap-on, she expects you to stay there for a while. And "a while" could mean anything from twenty hard, ass-fucking minutes to more than an hour. Either way, I was staying there until Ashley decided I wasn't.

Speaking of Ashley's strap-on, she was wearing it already and looked hot as hell. Her tanned and toned athlete's body was naked except for the harness and her favorite knee-high dominatrix boots. Her blonde hair was rumpled and her pretty face was without makeup; she had just woken up half an hour ago and roused me from bed, having decided she wanted to fuck me in the ass. I was not consulted on this matter, and I knew better than to argue. The cock was the same pale-tan color as Ashley's flesh; at a glance, I might have thought she was really some improbable androgyne, possessed of a hot pair of fake D-cup tits and a giant cock with which she was prepared to bugger me.

And when I say "giant," I mean giant. That thing was huge; it was over twelve inches and very thick, with detailed contours to the cockhead and dramatically realistic veins all down the shaft. The silicone monster had a big pair of balls that hung down below Ashley's harness, lending an even more realistic look to her strap-on genitals. I had taken that dick before, but it wasn't easy; even my well-trained butthole resisted intrusions of such magnitude. Nonetheless, I knew Ashley. I had no doubt she'd make sure that thing entered me, whether or not my butthole -- or me -- liked it.

Even my complaints would be kept to a minimum, since I could barely make a sound. I was securely gagged, and not just by some simple ball gag. Nope: Ashley had forced my mouth open and strapped in a second big cock, equally realistic and just as thick, but considerably shorter. It was long enough to fill my mouth thoroughly, though; even a scream would be muffled down to a barely-audible groan. The black leather strap was buckled tightly at the back of my head.

Around my throat was a second strap, this one a black leather dog collar, one that padlocked rather than buckled -- but Ashley hadn't put there. The collar belonged to Amber; she had padlocked it on me two weeks ago, right after she'd hit on me, hard, and told me she was going to fuck me in the ass. Since then, it had only been off when I showered with her. She even made me wear it in public.

But that collar wasn't the only thing Amber locked on my body the night she first fucked me. In fact, that was the only time she'd fucked me. Now that she'd "claimed" me, she wanted to make sure I didn't fuck around on her. Over my protests, she'd locked a chastity tube on my virgin cock. Hell, I'd never even been with a woman before! But Amber had been more concerned about me cheating on her than about the fact that I protested every time she wrestled me down and shoved her huge strap-on cock up my butt. I'd learned to take it without too much complaint...hell, it even kinda felt good sometimes, after I got past the initial pain and humiliation of the extreme stretching. Sometimes my little dick even tried to stiffen in its chastity tube, and I had to breathe through the pain of that, too, just relaxing around Amber's giant cock as she rutted into me savagely.

So, yeah, I guess I'd learned to relax; I'd learned to take it. I even liked to pretend that Amber was really my girlfriend, instead of...I guess my Mistress. I did everything she asked, hoping she'd finally give it up to me some day, maybe just out of pity. It broke my heart that Amber wouldn’t even consider letting me fuck her, just as a mercy-fuck, at least once, so I wouldn't be a virgin anymore. Hell, it had only been two weeks, I guess; maybe she'd come around and I'd finally get my dick wet.

Of course, Amber would have to unlock it first.

As with the collar and the strap-on and the clamps on my nipples and the face-slapping and spitting and scratching and spanking and all of that, Amber told me she was "practicing" for her change in career -- from "wrestling stripper" at infamous The Crystal Club into well-paid pro-Domme. She just needed to practice, so that's why there was a sling in the middle of the room. And that's why, as the pair's roommate, I had found myself the victim of Amber's "practice."

And now Ashley, ever jealous, had decided to put the screws to me, as well. I tried to protest that Amber considered me her property now, but Ashley had just laughed. All I could think, as I struggled there, spread, in the sling, was "I hope Amber doesn't catch us..."

"I've never fucked a boy's ass before," Ashley purred happily as she closed in my spread, exposed hole. "Girls, yes, but...I think a boy must be tighter. Don't you think?" She laughed. "Oh, yeah, I forgot. Amber told me you're a virgin. You haven't fucked a girl yet." She cackled. "Or a guy, either...you haven't fucked ass, have you? But Amber says you take it up the ass like a good little bitch. She says you take it like a faggot, but you squeal just like a girl."

My eyes grew big as I watched Ashley closing in on me, guiding her giant cockhead up to my hole.

"You gonna squeal like a girl for me?" Ashley asked. "I hear you squealing for Amber every night. I get wet in my bed all alone. I touch myself. It's kind of embarrassing. I mean, you're such a loser. I can't imagine why she fucks you. I mean, I know she says that she's straight and all, but I love her. Can't she see that? Why did she choose you over me?"

I attempted to shrug. My eyes zeroed in on the glistening cockhead as it approached me. 

"That's why I want to find out what the fuck she could possibly see in you. I think it's how cute you look when she violates your ass. Does it hurt real bad? Is it real humiliating when Amber rams it up in you, good and hard?" 

Desperately, I nodded, grunting behind the cock-gag. I hoped my obvious nervousness would make her go easy on me. That was stupid of me.

"Good," said Ashley angrily. "I'm glad she hurts you. Men deserve it. I'm going to give it to you even harder than she does. I'm gonna shove it up your ass so hard it's gonna go all the way through you. Get ready to feel it in your throat, slut."

I whimpered in fear. The size of the dick, I was used to. But some nights Amber gave me a very rough fucking, and other nights it was sweet and romantic. Much can be changed by depth of penetration, not to mention angle. And when Amber was very turned on for feeling pissed at me -- she could be mercurial and moody -- that's when I expected her hips to pump wildly, pounding and slamming into me so hard that sometimes tears rolled down my cheeks.

But Ashley's cock didn't make it into me just yet. Just as she started to rub it against my hole, I heard the sound of the front door. Keys jangled in it. Ashley was so focused on my impending buggery that she didn't even hear the door until after the door had opened and slammed. 

Amber stood there gaping at us in shock.

Ashley and Amber's live-work space is built so the front door opens on the main open area -- which included the leather sex sling. There was no way to disguise what was happening -- no way to hide what was about to happen. When the door slammed, Ashley turned and gasped.

"Oh! Hi, Amber. I was just...practicing?"

Amber was so shocked that she just stood there for a moment. She wore a tight white halter and tighter white yoga pants with pink stripes down the sides. She wore flip-flops on her feet and a full load of stripper-makeup on her face. Her hair was done perfectly. She even wore a dog collar.

I knew instinctively what had happened. I don't know if Ashley figured it out, but it should have been obvious from the squeals she'd heard Amber wrench out of me the night before in celebration of our "anniversary." She'd fucked me so hard she'd given herself a string of bruises across her pubic bone. I'd noticed them just before I'd dropped off to an exhausted sleep.

The Crystal Club is considered a high-class joint. I knew the floor manager "inspected" each girl after she was undressed for her shift, to make sure she didn't have any trashy hickeys, bruises or track marks that might cast a shadow over the club's reputation. Clearly, Amber had stripped down and made herself up, even done her hair -- and then been "inspected" and sent home for being bruised. She was "damaged goods," as far as the club was concerned.

I knew that wouldn’t make Amber happy. That seemed obvious from the angry look on her face in the split-second before she took in what was happening. Before she'd even seen me in the sling and her roommate "cocked up" and about to fuck me, Amber had been pissed off as hell. If none of this had happened, Amber would still probably have marched right into her bedroom and strapped on her cock to work out her anger on my tight ass. She would have pounded me at least as good as she did the previous night.

But now, things were different. Amber wasn't just going to be angry about her missed shift at The Crystal Club.

Now, she had plenty to be mad about -- at both me and Ashley.

Amber's beautiful face turned in an instant to a mask of rage. She didn't wait for an explanation. She came at Ashley in a rush, leaving her flip-flops behind. She impacted her roommate with a bestial scream, slamming her down to the ground right in the middle of the big open area. Amber pinned Ashley down and started slapping her viciously across the face and tits, raking Ashley's flesh with her fingernails.

Amber screamed: "Take my boyfriend, huh? Wanna fuck my boyfriend, bitch? Is that what you want?"

"Amber, stop it! I was just--" Ashley's plea was cut off by a hard punch across her face. That got her mad. All of a sudden, Ashley transformed from a pleading best friend to a vicious combatant. 

Ashley got her hands free. They began to flail. She clawed at Amber viciously. Amber recoiled from the slash of her roommate's nails across her tits; in an instant, her tight white halter was ripped halfway open and her tits were hanging out. Ashley's knee came up hard and quick into the small of Amber's back. It threw Amber off balance. Amber was stunned, giving Ashley the advantage for a moment. Ashley flipped Amber over her; Amber pivoted and managed to land on her hands and knees, rather than on her back, which would have knocked the wind out of her. But her position wasn't as much of an advantage as she thought, because Ashley moved fast. Ashley came in hard and fast behind Amber, ramming her knee in between her stunned roommate's opened legs. Ashley's knee connected with Amber's crotch, and Amber let out a high-pitched squeal that rivaled any humiliating sounds of buggery I'd emitted the night before.

I knew what had happened. Ashley's knee had connected with Amber's bruised pelvis. Served her right! She'd given herself those bruises from fucking me so hard the night before! Amber was so stunned that Ashley was able to grab hold of her hair and give her another two or three knee-jabs, hard in the crotch, before Amber rallied and tried to surge forward out of her roommate's grasp.

Amber's try was unsuccessful. Ashley came down on top of Amber and slammed her knee into Amber's butt. She flattened Amber, forcing her into a spread-eagled position on the cheap, thin carpet. Amber was helpless for a moment. Ashley pulled Amber's hair hard, making Amber scream. With her knee at Amber's tailbone, Ashley started to punch Amber's ass hard. Amber howled in pain.

"You knew I had a crush on him!" Ashley hissed. "And you fucked his brains out and made sure I could hear it! Who's the bitch now, bitch?"

I watched in amazement as Ashley lit into Amber with vicious punches to the ass and arms -- but her dominance wouldn't last. Amber emitted a great, desperate sob, howling, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry Ash, I love you, I love you, please don't hate me!"

Ashley was so stunned by Amber's sudden admission that she paused. She also lost her balance.

That's all it took. Amber was up and on her in an instant, twisting around and grabbing Ashley's hair as viciously as Ashley had grabbed hers. Amber's knee came up, this time, slamming into Ashley's crotch. Unfortunately for Amber, Ashley was still wearing the strap-on, with its silicone balls. That meant there was padding. Ashley barely reacted to the knee-blow that would have flattened another woman.

To Amber's credit, she recovered quickly. She switched tactics, pinning Ashley's thighs with her knees and going for Ashley's tits with her free hand. She raked Ashley's mounds, leaving red trails of agony across their surface; then she grabbed Ashley's nipple and twisted. Ashley shrieked. While Amber twisted harder, Ashley flailed at Amber's upper half; a moment later, the halter was hanging in shreds, and Amber's tits were out, raked with red marks from Ashley's nails.

"I was lying, bitch! I don't love you! I never did! I'm straight! You give good head, bitch, that's why I cum for you! You fucked my boyfriend? I'll fuck you!"

I wanted to cry out that Ashley hadn't actually fucked me yet, but of course I couldn’t. I was still gagged with the massive cock Ashley had shoved into my mouth to silence my screams. It effectively silenced me, all right -- which only meant that the shrieks and screams, curses and accusations of the two women echoed through the open space with a deafening intensity.

I struggled in my bonds, whimpering. I had a front-row seat to the battle of the century...but what happened when one of them won? Would they have worked out their anger on each other? Or would I end up getting the worst of it?

They went at each other viciously. They pulled hair and slashed with their nails. Amber used Ashley's strap-on cock as a handhold to flip Ashley over so Amber could get partially up and kick Ashley's butt viciously with her bare foot. If she'd been wearing the kind of high, heavy boots Ashley was, the blow would have been truly punishing; as it was, it certainly didn't look easy to take. Ashley yowled in pain and recoiled from each butt-kick, but she managed to recover. A moment later, she squirmed out of Amber's grasp and got hold of her hair. Amber made it all the way to her feet and then felt herself slammed herself into the carpet, face-down, ass-up. Ashley's claws had ripped Amber's yoga pants open; strips of them dangled from gaps down her thighs and calves that revealed Amber's creamy, tan flesh.

Pinning Amber again, Ashley used her roommate's tactics against her. Ashley got up on one booted foot and kicked her in the crotch with the other. The heavy boot made an impact, all right. Amber's scream was deafening.

A few more hard kicks and the battle seemed all but over. Amber broke into sobs, tears flowing from her previously cruel, cold eyes. Her heavy makeup was already smeared; now, mascara ran in black rivers down her cheeks. 

There was a set of heavy hemp ropes near the sling; Amber had been practicing her knots on me last night before she took me to bed. 

Ashley reached out and grabbed the hemp ropes. She pinned Amber down with her boot on the prone stripper's tailbone. Amber cried out in pain. Ashley uncoiled the ropes and went to work. Apparently, she didn't need any practice tying ropes. With an expert's grace, she forced Amber's wrists up behind her and circled them with the ropes, tying Amber securely forearm-over-forearm. Then Ashley ran a single hemp rope up and bound it to Amber's long blonde hair, forcing the prone girl to arch her back and shove her ass up high in the air. Once it was tied off securely, the rope ensured that Amber could not mount an effective resistance anymore.

Ashley left Amber bound on the floor as she rose and went to the toy chest. I could see Amber wriggling on the ground, trying to get free, but her struggles were weak. By the time Ashley returned, it was clear they were about to get even weaker.

One of Amber's favorite bondage toys -- I'd been bound in it repeatedly -- was the "spreader bar." This adjustable metal rod with attached shackles had been used to force my legs open wide, making me keep them spread while Amber bent me over and fucked me from behind. The bar was adjusted for my legs -- and I'm considerably taller than Amber. Ashley didn't seem to care about that. She quickly circled her roommate's ankles with the padded shackles, locking them in and forcing Amber to keep her legs spread improbably wide.

Then Ashley grabbed Amber by her hair and her wrists. She dragged Amber her feet and pushed her toward me.

"You're so in love with him?" snarled Ashley. "fine. You can suck his cock. And I'll tell you what, Amber. I'll keep my hands off him. I'll just fuck you."

Amber whimpered: "Ash, what I said -- I'm sorry. I do love you. I was just mad. I'm sorry. I love you, baby, you have to know I would never hurt you--"

"Shut it!" screamed Ashley, smacking Amber on the ass. She bent Amber over and shoved her face into my crotch. Amber looked up at me through eyes blurry with black mascara tears. I've never seen a woman look so humiliated. Was this really the bitch who had grudgefucked my ass last night until she had a line of bruises from hip to hip? Some celebration! And what did she think that would do to my sensitive asshole? 

Amber was about to find out. Ashley pressed her body up tight behind her roommate's and reached around Amber to get hold of the key that dangled from a silver chain in Amber's cleavage. It turned Amber on to wear it to work -- and everywhere else. It had somehow survived the epic battle, and Ashley now put it to good use. It was the use I'd been begging Amber for.

Ashley fitted the key into my padlock. I heard the lock go snap. I felt the cool air as my chastity tube came open. Ashley took it off of me and tossed it over her shoulder.

Ashley grabbed Amber's hair and shoved her face into my balls. Amber whimpered in disgust. Ashley answered the whimper with a knee to Amber's crotch. Then she reached down and raked Amber's but with her fingernails. I heard Amber's yoga pants ripping.

"Suck his balls! See what a bitch you are? See how swollen you've made them?"

After that punishing blow to the pussy, Amber didn't resist anymore. She started licking my balls, even if it made her gag and retch audibly. The model of chastity tube I'd been locked in was made so that water runs through it; I could still pee and rinse myself off in the shower every morning, but things still had gotten pretty ripe in there. With my cock and balls freed, the pungent, musky smell wafted up from my crotch. The taste must have been even worse.

But Amber sucked my balls anyway. How could she not? Ashley had a grip on her hair, and kept ramming her knee in Amber's crotch just to punctuate every command.

Ashley had to kick Amber exceptionally hard to get her to obey the next order.

Ashley said: "Now lick his hole. See how wide you fucked it? You really hurt the poor little bitch. Eat him out. Soothe it."

Amber whimpered in humiliation and defeat. She tried to resist, but Ashley pulled her hair and kneed her a few more times. It took five or six knee-jabs before Amber finally let Ashley push her face down till her mouth was against my asshole.

A surprised groan came from behind my cock-shaped gag as I felt Amber's tongue up my ass. My cock had been quickly swelling in response to the stimulation on my balls, and now it got all the way hard in an instant.

"Good girl. Eat out your boyfriend, bitch. Lick his ass. You're going to find out just how he felt last night. I'm going to help you."

Amber's tongue came away from my ass. She squealed: "No, please, Ash, I'm really sorry, I--"

"Shut up!" howled Ashley, delivering another punishing blow to her roommate's crotch. "Just keep eating that ass. Lick it as good as you lick my pussy. You'll be eating me out a lot more, Amber. I think you'll like that."

"Okay, Ash," Amber said breathlessly. "I'll do that. But don’t make me--ow!" 

Another knee-jab silenced Amber. Her tongue went back up my ass. I started to moan. My cock throbbed with two weeks of denial. My balls ached with two weeks of built-up cum.

I heard ripping. Ashley tore at Amber's white yoga pants. They came away in shreds. Little pieces of them still clung to Amber's lower body, but I could tell Amber's crotch was exposed.

Ashley positioned herself behind her roommate and guided the head of the strap-on to Amber's hole.

"Please, Ash, please don't--" began Amber.

"Silence, slave," Ashley growled. "What, you don't want to fuck me because you're straight, baby?"

"Yes," Amber gasped. "I mean...no, I guess...I just...that one's so big..."

"I know," said Ashley. "I could hear your little bitch squealing all night. I came so hard touching myself to that beautiful sound. But you know what? This time I want to hear it from you. Get your tongue up his ass!" 

Ashley held Amber's face down between my cheeks, almost smothering her, as she guided the dickhead up to Amber's asshole. The cock had been covered with lube before Amber got home -- but it had surely gone tacky or rubbed off as the two women fought. Ashley didn't add any more lube; she gave it to Amber dry.

Amber let out a squeal of dismay as she felt her tight asshole being violated. Ashley's hips surged forward, slamming the dick all the way into Amber. She kept both hands on Amber's head, alternately pulling her hair and shoving her face harder into my crack. Sensation flooded my body as Amber ate me out with more enthusiasm, perhaps accepting the idea that Ashley was in charge.

Behind her, Ashley began to fuck Amber rhythmically. Her hips rammed the giant cock into her butthole. Amber surrendered to the sensation, letting her asshole open wide for every thrust. I could see her face transforming gradually from anger, humiliation and defeat to soft, slow, building surrender. It was the same look she got when she rode my face hard, almost smothering me as she guided me in rhythmically stimulating her clit with my tongue. She got that look when she was ready to cum.

The orgasm erupted out of Amber in a slow-building moan that rose to a groan, then a gasp, then a shriek, then a scream. Amber had always been a screamer, her four or five orgasms a night always accompanied by a deafening series of moans, groans and howls. This one, though, was louder than all the rest put together. I could see Ashley's happy, cruel face, taking deep satisfaction in making her roommate cum with explosive force.

"Tell me you love me," said Ashley. "And mean it."

"I love you, Ash."

"Mistress," growled Ashley. "Call me Mistress."

"I love you, Mistress," said Amber, her voice hoarse from her screaming orgasm. Without being told, she returned to licking my ass, now eating me out with obvious enthusiasm. Her tongue got so far up my ass that I squealed myself, but nothing more than a faint, muffled sound escaped the cock-gag. My eyes rolled back in my head; the sensations were incredible.

"Tell me you'll do everything I say from now on."

"I'll do everything you say, Mistress. Everything." Amber's words sounded wet, as she slurped and lapped at my asshole.

"Tell me whatever's yours is mine."

Amber said meekly, "Whatever's mine is yours, Mistress."

"Tell me I can fuck your boyfriend if I want."

Amber gasped. Her tongue stopped moving.

"Say it!" Ashley grabbed Amber's hair and pulled, slamming her back onto that giant cock. 

Amber moaned in defeat: "You can fuck my boyfriend if you want, Mistress."

I looked down between my legs and saw a wicked look of excitement on her face. Part of me believed that she actually wanted to say it.

Ashley pulled Amber away. She forced her roommate into a standing position and force-walked her around to my side.

"Don't mind if I do," said Ashley, bending Amber over so her shoulders were on the edge of the sling and her face was on my belly. Her blonde hair scattered all over my chest. I could smell the cheap stripper perfume she always wore at work. The smell choked me. 

Amber whined in humiliation. Ashley reached up to the chain assembly that supported the sling, and lowered the leather apparatus two shuddering steps. When she was finished, I was at just the right height for Ashley, with her high-heeled boots, to stand in front of with my cock pointed right at her snatch. 

She did not bother to take off her harness. She just pulled it to the side, leaving her huge dick dangling down in front of her, rubbing against my leg sometimes after Ashley lifted her high-heeled boot up onto my thigh and planted it there.

So situated, Ashley guided my cock up to her pussy. She went bareback, rubbing it up and down in her slit. 

"Make sure you see everything, baby," Ashley said. "I want to know if you need me to move. You know, to give you a better view of me taking your boyfriend's virginity."

"Yes, Mistress," said Amber, her voice thick with humiliation.

Amber was forced to watch from less than a foot away. She stared right at my cock and at Ashley's pussy while Ashley prepared to take my virginity. 

"I know you were looking forward to breaking him in yourself," Ashley said. "That stupid Mistress act you played with him didn't fool anybody. I know you've got feelings for him, you romantic cunt." She hissed the word cunt and laughed cruelly to see Ashley recoil slightly from it.

Ashley said with delight: "It feels good to steal this from you, bitch. This way, I'll always be his first..."

With that, Ashley brought herself down on my cock. I groaned in pleasure as her tight cunt engulfed me. I'd never experienced such an exquisite sensation. She was much tighter than I expected -- but then again, who did I have to compare her to? The only part of me that had been in a woman was my tongue. It had been shoved into Amber's pussy quite a bit in the last two weeks, and almost as often up her ass, as she forced me to rim her.

"Oh, yeah, that feels good. Doesn't that feel good, bitch?" She was talking to me, looking over her shoulder as she rode me, and I nodded fervently. It did feel good; it felt incredible. I was getting a rush of excitement from losing my virginity. This had to be the strangest circumstances to ever lose it, but I didn't care...it still felt incredible.

And I'd been with both my hot stripper roommates, now. Maybe not in the way I'd anticipated when I'd signed that lease, but...what did I care?

"He won't last long," Ashley said as she bounced her ass up and down in my lap. "It's been...thirty seconds? I'm guessing ten more. We'll have to train him to last. What's that, slave?" Ashley looked over her shoulder again and watched me. "What's that? Does that feel good?"

From behind the cock-gag, a strangled yell erupted. I was about to cum.

"Inside me? As if!" laughed Ashley, pulling herself off of me at the last second. She moved quickly, twirling around and grabbing her roommate's hair. Ashley forced Amber's face close to my cock as she jerked me off quickly.

I came, howling. My head was tipped up at just the right angle so that I could see the hot blasts of cum exploding over Amber's face. Amber recoiled in disgust, but Ashley's hand was tangled up tight in her hair. She held Amber down there and made her take every last drop of hot seed on her face.

"You built it up by teasing him, Amber," said Ashley. "It's only right you get to enjoy it."

"Yes, Mistress," Amber said softly, submissively. 

Ashley wiped my softening cock off with Amber's blonde hair. She dragged Amber off to me and shoved her to her knees.

A moment later, Amber had Ashley's dick in her mouth. She was sucking it eagerly, even though it had just come out of Amber's own ass. There was no hint of 

Then she said, "I'll tell you what, Amber. I'm going to give you a chance to show me you're not really mad. I'm going to take you to bed and let you taste your boyfriend's cock on my hole. After I wash your mouth out with soap for saying those bad things about me." She laughed. "And for putting your tongue where it doesn't belong. After all, you're a lesbian now, aren't you?"

Amber glanced furtively at me, my semen dripping humiliatingly off her face.

"Yes, Mistress," she said to Ashley.

Ashley smiled at me. "She always is for a while after I beat her ass. Don't worry, slave. She'll want some boy-ass before long. But I think, for now, it'll be just me and her. You're quite comfortable?"

I just stared, wide-eyed, gape-mouthed.

"Good," Ashley said. "Come on, bitch. Let's go make love."

Ashley dragged Amber to her feet, forced her arm up behind her back and force-walked the defeated stripper toward Amber's bedroom.

She left the door open. I guess she wanted me to hear. I guess I belonged to Ashley, now, and maybe so did Amber. Ashley wanted Amber to be forced to "perform" for me.

At first, I was surprised Ashley decided they would fuck in Amber's bed. 

But once I heard Amber's moans of pain, the swish of the whips, and the sounds of leather-on-flesh, I understood. Planning on "transitioning" to being a Pro Domme, Amber was the one with a dozen hard pain-toys...from clamps and clips to whips and paddles.

I heard Amber crying out in pain and submission as she suffered under an onslaught from every cruel toy she'd "tried out" on me in the last two weeks.

Ashley seemed to know what she was doing. She brought Amber to tears three times, in a crescendo of cries and howls and moans and whimpers. Then, after a very long time, Ashley coaxed a "Yes, Mistress," out of Amber when she demanded to know if my girlfriend wanted to be fucked.

Ashley made Amber beg for it. Then she sent Amber out to the bathroom, to wash the strap-on.

I was still in the sling. Amber had to pass me. She still had nipple-clamps on her nipples, and clothespins on her cunt-lips. I've never seen such humiliation in a woman's face.

As Amber went into the bathroom, I saw that Amber's pretty ass was bright red. There were hand-marks on it, and deep welts from a paddle or stick. There were whip-marks on her back.

A minute later, Amber came out of the bathroom holding the freshly-scrubbed dildo.

She couldn’t resist looking at me. I saw the cold fire in her eyes. Humiliation, excitement, arousal, surrender. And yes, resentment. She wanted to hurt me even more than before.

With a smirk, Amber blew me a kiss. I shivered to see it. I knew I'd get mine.

But now it was Amber's turn to get fucked. Ashley had won for the moment. Amber was cowed. She would let her roommate do what she wanted.

Ashley strapped on that hole-stretching monster and gave it to Amber good. They fucked all afternoon and into the evening. I'd never heard Amber scream so loud as she did the first two or three times she came.

Then Ashley took off the strap-on and, from what I could hear, sat on Amber's face for an hour or two. I heard the muffled sounds of Amber trying to breathe, while Ashley laughed at her struggles and kept slapping her, ordering Amber to "try harder" to make Ashley cum.

Eventually, after a struggle, Amber complied. When it came to eating pussy, I guess Amber knew what she was doing. Before long, Ashley started cumming.

They fucked all afternoon, and into the evening. My limbs became cramped, but I didn't care. I was in heaven. I got to listen to the very loud sex in Amber's room, my little dick stiffening as I savored every delicious moan.

They were both screamers, as it turned out.
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Bad Influence by Reese Butler

"I don't know how you do it," Zoë told my wife, laughing. "Audrey, you're a saint for putting up with Reese and his sad little peanut. I need something bigger, myself. I know you do, too, darling."

Audrey smiled and said, "Yes, I know that, now."

Zoë drove the point home cruelly, barely glancing over to where I stood in the doorway. "If the last six months haven't proven that you're happier with a bigger cock -- a much bigger cock -- in your life, or preferably several of them..." Zoë laughed again. "Darling, if you won't admit it now, then I don't know what will make you realize it."

"I've realized it," my wife smirked. She laughed drunkenly along with Zoë. She polished off her red wine. It was her fourth glass. I scrambled to pick up the wine bottle and refill her glass. Audrey watched me with pleasure as I served her. I blushed as we made eye contact.

My wife said pointedly, "You made your point quite well with Rashawn, and Dion, and Malik and Marcus." She named off each of her male lovers from the last few weeks with pleasure, seeing the heat that those names brought to my cheeks and my smooth-shaved chest. "You've proved size does matter. I've never cum like that before," Audrey added breathlessly. "Big dicks are better than vibrators."

"That's for sure," said Zoë. "Here, slave, top me off." She held up her wine glass. I poured, filling her glass almost to the top. I shivered to see her perfect, painted red lips on the rim of the wine glass. After weeks of denial and chastity, I wanted those lips... needed those lips... somewhere else. But I knew I'd never feel them there.

"But size isn't everything," said Zoë, still looking me over as I withdrew, put the wine down, and stood in the doorway obediently, wrists crossed behind me. I hope you learned how much skill matters, too. Even if he wasn't so under-endowed, could Reese ever fuck like Marcus or Rashawn?"

My wife made a disgusted noise, her eyes flickering up and down my body.

"No," she said. "That's obvious.

Zoë said, "Some men just can't be taught. I'd say your husband's one of them."

"Well," purred Audrey proudly. "He can be taught some things, Zoë. He made you cum hard enough when you rode his face."

Zoë laughed. "Yes, he's all right at eating pussy. But it's not like... he's someone who really knows... what it feels like."

Zoë looked lovingly into my wife's eyes. Audrey looked back. They breathed in tandem, the energy between them percolating naturally, almost radiating from them visibly.

"Yes," said my wife. "You've taught me that, too. The best sex is with someone who knows how you feel."

"I know how you feel," sighed Zoë happily.

For a moment, there was no laughter, no revelry; there was a genuine moment of tenderness between them, as Zoë and Audrey locked gazes in mutual lust... maybe even something more. Which was what scared me. There was a wave off of them, an emotional wave like the heat off a nuclear chain reaction or something. I felt my skin ripple with it, I swear. They were in love... or damned close to it.

They were two women in love, and it broke my heart.

But they were far from some "normal" lesbian couple. Even leaving aside the fact that Audrey is married to me, they're atypical in a significant way. They're both straight... whatever that means. Their lovemaking, like their ritual degradation of me, was a form of intimacy. It represented their most intimate emotional life. But on a sexual level, it was just a way to pass time between their indulgence in what they really shared: Their mutual love of cock.

Any cock... except mine, of course. Under Zoë's influence, my wife would fuck and suck almost any dick, now... but not mine. Never mine.

And in that way, it's possible they shared greater love than any lesbian couple around, because they did not have to pretend. As BFFs who fucked each other and any guy who stuck their fancy, they never had to pretend to be exclusive. They could both indulge in getting exactly what they wanted... constantly... and no one would have to play at monogamy.

Except me, of course. Women-led unipolar monogamy might be the world's kindest way to put what I’m now experiencing. But that would be a miserable euphemism. What I really am is a chastity slave... and a cuckold. I am emasculated, constantly ridiculed anyway. I am allowed no sexual pleasure, but my tongue and my ass are in constant use. 

But as for my cock? Well... it's used now and then, too, but only to hurt me... emotionally, yes, when Zoë guided Audrey in ridiculing it. But they hurt me physically, too. The delighted in cock torture.

At that particular moment, on that particular Friday night, my cock had been spared physical torment thus far. It was emotional destruction that Zoë was wreaking on me, and my cock responded in the most humiliating way possible: It got hard. My little dick rose up like a sundial from the distended globes of my denial-swollen balls.

Even this, I knew, was a rare privilege. It is not often duplicated.

Since Audrey got together with Zoë, she usually kept my cock under lockdown. Tonight, though, when they'd got home from the clubs about midnight, Zoë had decided it would be more fun to have me on display while I served them wine and stood at their beck and call, privy to their insulting conversation. She'd unlocked my chastity tube, all the better to torment me.

Audrey and Zoë each have a key; my wife gave Zoë one shortly after they pledged their love to each other. Zoë and Audrey wear my twin chastity keys on a chain around her neck, next to the matching heart-shaped lockets with twin photos of them locked in lesbian congress. I took both pictures, at Zoë's command, locked in painful chastity while I watched them make love. In one of them, Audrey's on top; in the other, it's Zoë. That pretty much summed up their life in bed together... leaving out, of course, the parade of well-hung studs they shared, traded or passed around. And the joy they took in tormenting me.

Otherwise, they frequently switched... sometimes Zoë wore the collar; other times, Audrey did. But there was no real question who called the shots overall, in their relationship. It was Zoë in charge... always Zoë.

Despite having been married for years, Audrey wasn't as emotionally clever. She couldn't be as manipulative as Zoë could. Zoë was like a spider, with Audrey captured in her web. 

Oh, in the early days, I'd dropped a few hints about what I saw as Zoë's increasing influence on my wife. But they were not well-received. It was like I had tried to make burgers out of my wife's sacred cow. And believe me, with the new balance of power in our household, it is not good idea to piss my wife off.

Now, I knew enough to hold my tongue when it came to Zoë. Except that, given the chance, I would praise her profusely, whether or not she was within earshot -- but not too profusely, lest my wife become jealous. The concerns I still had, but I kept them to myself. Even as Zoë increased her hold over my wife's mind.

That may have been the most humiliating aspect of their relationship. I had to watch while my wife slowly fell under Zoë's spell, slipping from my grasp every day. Oh, she still topped me, of course... she still lived with me; I was still her husband. I was her slave; I was her fucktoy, her pain toy, her plaything.

But every week, every day... almost every hour... I could feel as everything Audrey did to me, whether pleasurable, painful or neutral, was filtered through her love and admiration for Zoë -- and, more importantly, through her perception of Zoë's extreme sadism toward me.

Whenever we were in bed together, and she was hurting or teasing or humiliating me, or just using me for her pleasure -- holding my face between her legs and making me eat her, for instance, or making me hold her vibrator while she got off yet again -- Audrey seemed to be thinking, "What would Zoë think?"

Even when we were alone. Especially when we were alone.

If you ask me, Zoë was a bad influence.

And I guess in some ways, that's why I admired Zoë so much. I hated her, yes... how could I not hate her, with how cruel she is to me? But oh, she is fucking hot. I had begged for this... craved this. I'd always wanted to be the plaything of a powerful woman, and after I started confessing to Audrey what I really fantasized about, I was disappointed to find out she couldn't be the cruel bitch I wanted her to be.

Now, with Zoë's guidance, Audrey could be the bitch I needed... and then some. And I was the plaything not of one powerful woman, but of two. They pushed my boundaries well past what I would ever have asked for... but I could not deny how hard it made my cock. The proof was jutting out of my denial-swollen balls.

At any given moment, I might love or hate my new life. But I could never claim that I hadn't asked for it.

I watched in torment as Zoë and Audrey kissed, open-mouthed. Their tongues tangled up with each other. It quickly went further than kissing. They started to make out. I watched them. My cock pulsed and drooled, the tip glistening with pre-cum. I wanted to touch it. I wanted to jerk it.

Naturally, I didn't dare. Even if my wife was so wrapped up in making out with her girlfriend that she didn't notice me jerking off, I knew Zoë would. That bitch always has one eye on me. She lives for the chance to punish me.

It was ten minutes, maybe more, before they paused in their lovemaking. Their tight, slutty club dresses were disheveled, now, their faces red, their cleavage sweaty. Audrey's dress was pulled open, her bra gone and her tits exposed, pink from Zoë's mauling. Her pale pink nipples stood, erect, from her freckled tits. My wife's red hair was rumpled, copper locks scattered everywhere. Her mouth was a mess from their frenzied kissing, her red lipstick almost as badly smeared as if she'd been sucking cock. Believe me, I know. Since Zoë came along, she's taken pleasure in making me watch multiple times while my wife does exactly that... with a wide variety of men.

Audrey was completely lost in her lover's touch, helpless under Zoë's caress. I knew, somehow, that I'd passed the point of return. I was no longer Audrey's property. I was Zoë's. We were both Zoë's. Audrey was no longer a switch. Zoë was Her Mistress, now... and, by extension, mine.

I saw that all in Zoë's evil gaze as she glanced over at me. Then she looked back into my wife's eyes, tenderly, seductively, a wicked smile on her face.

"You know what I want?" asked Zoë.

"Tell me," sighed Audrey. "I love you. Anything. Anything you want."

I knew Audrey meant it. That's what caused the tears to sting my eyes.

But Zoë chose that moment to look over at me... and I knew this game was about more than love between Audrey and Zoë. I was involved... I was about to get involved.

"I want to fuck with your pervert," said Zoë. 

Zoë smiled at me. She pursed her lips and blew me a kiss.

"Really?" asked Audrey, sounding disappointed. "He doesn't deserve it."

"No, he doesn't. But he's just such a fucking pervert... he's asking to be fucked with. He's jerking off over there, you know... watching us."

I opened my mouth to protest -- I wasn't jerking off. But I didn't dare say anything. Speaking out of turn is not something Zoë and Audrey allow in their slaves.

"Really?" asked Audrey absently. "I didn't even notice." She frowned at me. "Bad slave!"

"Well, not actually jerking it... he didn't touch, that I saw. Did you, slave?"

"No, Mistress," I quickly said. "I didn't touch it."

"But he was, like, watching us. The pervert was totally drooling." Zoë laughed savagely. "I think he loves us."

"Of course he loves us," said Audrey naively.

"He loves you," said Zoë. "But I think he's starting to love us as a couple."

"Of course he does," said Audrey happily. "He loves me. He wants me to be happy, doesn't he?"

"I don't know about that," said Zoë. "I think he just wants to watch two hot bitches making love. All perverts want that."

"You think so?" asked Audrey, looking me over. At first, I could not tell if she believed what Zoë said, or if she was just toying with me.

Audrey said, "And here, I thought you loved me, darling."

"I do, Mistress," I gulped. "I love you very much."

"Speak when spoken to, slave," snapped Zoë, even though Audrey had just spoken to me. Zoë said to my wife, tenderly: "He does love you, baby, but don't you know how cheap a man's love is?" She sighed. "I thought that was one of the things you learned with Antoine and Jorell and Ethan and Taye."

"Not exactly," Audrey teased back. "They taught me how hard a real man's love is."

"I want to show you something," smiled Zoë. "Come here, slave."

I gulped. "M-Mistress?"

"M-Mistress?" she mocked. "I said come here! Do you want me to jerk you off, or not?"

I whimpered, "Yes, Mistress!"

"Then get over here, slave. You've got three seconds. One--"

I hurried over to the couch. I presented myself before my wife and her lover, with my little dick standing out straight from my distended balls.

"Good boy," said Zoë. She reached up and began toying with my balls, barely touching them at first. 

This was unexpected; rarely, if ever, did Zoë jerk me off. She preferred to let me do it myself, on the rare occasions when she -- through her proxy Audrey -- granted me permission to cum.

But Zoë had done me once or twice with her hand... and once with her mouth. I'd learned by experience that she really knows her way around a cock. She could make me see stars without even trying.

Zoë barely seemed to be paying attention, now, but I was instantly in rapture. She made no real effort to pleasure me, but she found it easy nonetheless. She quickly made me her slave with just a few teasing strokes.

Zoë used a tender tickling motion to evoke ripples of sensation on the swollen, blue surface. Her fingertips fluttered up my shaft to my sensitive glans; I cried out as sensation overwhelmed me. She was barely touching me, but that, in some ways, made it worse. My cock had been denied for so long that it was exquisitely sensitive. I could hardly stand to have it touched.... and yet I longed for it. Zoë knew that... and fed off of it.

Audrey said with disgust, "You're going to give him a hand job? Now?"

"Just to make a point," whispered Zoë. "And you, dear... you speak when spoken to, as well." While Zoë caressed my balls with her left hand, her right had disappeared into her purse... and come out holding a black leather collar.

Her hand left my cock and balls. She quickly and skillfully buckled the collar around my wife's throat. The second the buckle pulled tight, I saw something change in Audrey's eyes. And in Zoë's, too. Instantly, the dynamic was established: Zoë was the Mistress, and Audrey the slave. I was beneath both of them... a sub-slave, the pawn in some battle of wills between them.

"Who's in charge, here?" Zoë asked Audrey, her eyes cold, her voice sounding musically dominant.

"You, Mistress."

"Good girl," said Zoë. Her left hand returned to my cock and balls; she began to tease me again. She looked into Audrey's eyes and said, "Good little slave. I’m going to jerk off your husband, and I think you'll like what I make him do in return. I think he'll do almost anything." Her eyes flickered up at me. She smirked. "Won't you, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, tears in my eyes. "Anything." Her touch felt incredible on my hungry flesh.

"I'm going to jerk him off, like he's been begging you for. How long has it been, slave?"

It took Audrey a moment to realize Zoë was talking to her; she was more used to hearing me referred to as "slave," though Zoë had been using the term, increasingly, for Audrey as well.

Audrey whimpered softly, "I don't know, Mistress... I don't even keep track anymore."

"Six weeks, Mistress," I volunteered.

Zoë hissed: "Speak when you're spoken to, slave!" Her voice softened as she went on talking to Audrey. "That's very good that you don't keep track anymore, slave. You shouldn't keep track. Your husband's little squirts are irrelevant. You should know that by now."

"I do, Mistress," Audrey said, panting, her naked tits heaving. "I don't even think of his pleasure. Only how he can please me. And..." Her voice trailed off; I saw her face grow slightly pink. "And you, Mistress."

"Isn't that sweet?" Zoë said mockingly. "You're thinking of pleasing me. Do you imagine he thinks of pleasing me?"

"I don't think so, Mistress," said Audrey sadly. "He doesn't like you."

I opened my mouth to protest -- not because it wasn't true, but because, if Zoë believed that it was, she might take vicious revenge on me. But before I could utter a peep, Zoë hissed at me sharply, and her fingernails tightened, painfully digging in to my balls.

She didn't have to say a word. I got the message. I kept my mouth shut. 

"Well, well," said Zoë. "If he doesn't like me... then what do you think about me jerking him off?"

"I don't think he deserves it, Mistress," said Audrey. "If anyone jerks him off, it should be--"

"You?" Zoë laughed. "No, he doesn't deserve it, slave. But that's what makes it so much fun. It's a little demonstration of my power over him... hopefully, so you'll understand how cheap your husband's love really is. Isn't that right, slave? Isn't your love cheap?" She had raised her voice, but it still took me a second to understand that she was speaking to me. I was lost in the painfully pleasurable sensations of Zoë's hand on my cock and balls.

Without thinking, I murmured, "Yes, Mistress."

"Yes, what, slave?"

I parroted her statement automatically: "My love is cheap."

"How cheap?" laughed Zoë. "Can it be bought for a hand job?"

"M-Mistress?"

Zoë's hand tightened, her fingernails raking my shaft. I cried out in pain.

"I want to know," said Zoë, "how bad you need it. Six weeks is a long time, slave, isn't it? Especially with a hot piece of ass like this in your bed... rubbing up against you naked every night, letting you suck on her titties..." Zoë caressed Audrey's breasts with her right hand, pinching her nipples, while absently jerking me off with her left. "Sitting on your face all the time, putting her dick in your ass... you poor thing, you must be really desperate!"

"Yes, Mistress," I whined. Tears swelled at the corners of my eyes. "I need to come, Mistress."

"Well, then," said Zoë. "If I jerk you off... maybe you'll revise your opinion of me. Will you decide that you like me?"

"I do like you, Mistress," I lied. "I like you very much. You make my Mistress happy--"

"Your Mistress?" hissed Zoë, her nails raking my balls, grabbing and twisting them. "But right now she's my slave. There's only room for one Mistress here, slave, don't you agree?"

I whimpered in pain. I was too frightened to disagree with her.

"Yes, Mistress," I grunted. "Only one."

"Then tell me the truth, slave. If I jerk you off... you'll love me, won't you?"

As she spoke, her hand circled my shaft and began to jerk.

In response, I gasped, "Yes, Mistress!"

"I mean, really love me," she said, continuing to jerk me off slowly, torturously. "I mean, you will worship me, slave, won't you? If I jerk you off? You'll fucking worship the ground that I walk on... won't you, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, my breath coming short. 

I could barely talk, I was so overwhelmed with pleasure at just the very light strokes Zoë had already started to give me. It wouldn't take long for her to build me up to an explosive... if she so desired. If she changed her mind, though, I would find myself tucked back into my chastity tube for another agonizing few weeks... or longer.

Zoë knew that I knew how mercurial she could be. She delighted in how afraid of her I was. She smiled up at me.

"We'll see," she said. "I can be very unlovable, sometimes. Isn't that right, slave?"

My mouth popped open; I knew I should answer, but I couldn't think of anything to say that wouldn't get my balls smacked.

So I just whimpered a soft, "No, Mistress, no..." and Zoë seemed satisfied... for now.

Zoë started gingerly working her hand down my shaft, her touch excruciatingly light. Her touch delivered hardly any pleasure, but it still made me spasm in response to the tickling sensation.

When her hand reached the base of my shaft, Zoë grasped it tightly.

She asked: "But the important thing is that you tell me you love me. Years of marriage should have taught you that, slave. So if I jerk you off... will you tell me that you love me?"

My face was red. I looked at my wife; her face was passive, unreadable. Audrey watched me, not her Mistress. If I had to guess what she was feeling, I would have read her expression as detached disgust.

I chanced it.

I said, "Yes, Mistress." I looked at Audrey as I spoke. Her face did not change. She did not react to my statement, not even a little.

Zoë said: "Look at me when you say that. Not her. Look at me, slave. If I give you a hand job, will you tell me you love me, slave?"

Audrey still didn't react. It was hard for me to look away from her pretty pale face. My wife is freckled and pretty and wholesome, apple-cheeked... even when she's got her Mistress's dog collar buckled around her throat. Her skin is like milk, except when it's more like a rose, when she drinks too much wine. She had done that tonight, and it showed; it made it hard to read her expression. It made it hard for me to tell if Audrey was embarrassed, humiliated, excited. Her cheeks were too pink from the numerous glasses of red wine. Her half-revealed tits flushing almost as pink as her face.

But her nipples were hard. I could see that much. They poked right through her dress. And I knew if I put my hand under her dress -- or, more likely, if Zoë did -- my wife's tight cunt would be wet.

Zoë's hand drew back; she slapped my cock hard, raked her fingernails over the shaft. I cried out in pain.

Audrey laughed.

"I asked you a question, slave. Look at me! If I give you a hand job, will you tell me you love me?"

I tore my moist eyes away from my wife's flashing green orbs.

I looked instead at Zoë's cruel face, into her own green eyes.

Unlike Audrey's tangled and curly, tactically-unkempt mop of copper-red hair, Zoë's black hair was cropped in a tight, severe bob. Her eyes are green, just like my wife's... but that's because she started wearing green contacts shortly after Audrey and Zoë started spending so much time together.

Eye color was one of the only ways I had seen my wife influence her stronger best friend during their relationship... in all other respects, Zoë had influenced Audrey, not the other way around. 

"Well?" Zoë asked viciously, wrapping her hand around my shaft again.

I said, "Yes, Mistress. I'll tell you."

"Tell me what?" Her hand worked gingerly * over my shaft, barely touching it. My whole body spasmed in response. 

"I'll tell you I love you."

Zoë smiled tautly, holding eye contact with me to make sure I did not look away from her and back at my wife. I could see Audrey watching, but only unfocused, in my peripheral vision.

"Will you, really?" Zoë said, her voice rich with emotionally sadistic pleasure. "Well, that's worth something, isn't it? I guess maybe it's worth a hand job... after all, it's not like it's much effort. I could jerk this thing off and never even know I was doing it." She looked into Audrey's eyes. "Here goes, slave. I'm earning your husband's love, just like you did..."

Audrey bristled at the implication, but I saw her nipples standing stiff and firm from her pink tits. She loves this kind of mind-fucking... and Zoë excelled at it. It's one of the things Zoë taught Audrey. But Zoë is the expert.

Zoë started to jerk me... very, slowly, just a stroke or two, cinching her hand firmly around my short shaft. I moaned in pleasure. I'd spent so long in chastity that the tight grip of her hand delivering just a few strokes was more than enough to set me off. Not cumming, just yet, but squirming and shivering all over, pumping my hips forward, pushing my cock into her grasp. 

My eyes rolled back in my head.

Zoë stopped, took her hand off my cock.

Zoë asked: "Will you tell me now, bitch?"

My eyes fluttered open. I looked down at Zoë. 

"What, Mistress?"

"Tell me you love me. Don't look at her! I'm in charge right now, slave. She doesn't care. She loves me more than she loves you, perv... don't you, baby?"

I stared into Zoë's green eyes as if I were a deer caught in headlights. But I could recognize the pert, taut-lipped pout of grotesque satisfaction on Audrey's face as she thought about what she should say.

"Yes, of course, Mistress," Audrey said. "I love you much more than I love him."

I looked at my wife through the blur of my tears. I had already known it was true... and even now, I knew it was part of the sexual dynamic between the three of us. How could my wife not love Zoë more than she loved me? She'd opened up a whole new world of power relationships for her... while all I'd done was confess a few disgusting, perverted fantasies. I accepted that Zoë was the superior partner for my wife, in much the same way that I accepted that the big-dicked men who fucked them both regularly were more adapted to that task than I could ever hope to be.

But then Audrey just had to rub salt in the wound.

She said: "I mean... look at that. Tiny-dicked pervert, much? There isn't much here to love. He's a fun little plaything, that's all. I don't even know why I married him, Mistress. Probably because he's so fun to hurt." She laughed bitterly. "But then, it took you to show me how to really hurt him, the way a bitch like this one deserves."

Zoë seemed delighted.

"He is fun to hurt, slave. Isn't he? I'm glad you've got him... and I'm glad you keep him on such a short leash. With my help, naturally."

"Naturally, Mistress," agreed Audrey.

"I like hurting men, you know," Zoë mused as she stroked me. "But the men I like to fuck... I mean really like to fuck... you know, real men, not like your sissy here... they don't let you hurt them. Why would they? They don't have to do that to get women's attention. If they want hot girls, they just whip their dicks out. Not like you, Reese. You have to beg and plead for a hand job. You beg and plead for weeks, and then, when a woman finally gives you one... what is it you tell her?"

I tried to mumble my way through it, but Zoë wasn't having it. I felt her fingers raking my shaft.

"Say it!" she hissed.

"I love you, Mistress."

"That's right... you love me. Just like you said you love Audrey for so many years. But now you love me... and all it took is a hand job. What do you think of that, slave?"

She was looking at Audrey this time, so I knew when she said "slave," she meant my wife. If she'd been looking at me, I might have been bold enough to volunteer that it wasn't the same thing at all. I genuinely loved Audrey. Always did... still do.

But I really needed to cum.

Audrey volunteered her own answer, though, taking pleasure in its cruelty:

"I think it's pathetic," she said. "He loves you. That's all I was to him, I guess. A hole to stick his dick in. That's all it takes for you to say you love a woman?" Audrey's face and tits were flushed red, her black leather slave collar standing out beautifully against her freckled flesh. "Pathetic. If I'd known you would have settled for hand jobs, I never would have spread your legs for you."

Zoë laughed and asked: "What do you think of that, slave?" This time, she was looking at me.

My mind reeling, I murmured, "Y-yes, Mistress."

"Yes, Mistress, what?"

"Yes, Mistress, I am pathetic." Desperate for a way out of this emotional torment, I blurted: "I love you, Mistress."

I saw Audrey's face darken, even as Zoë's brightened. She had made her point, but she wanted more. 

"What was that, slave? I don't think your wife quite heard you. Say it again."

"I love you, Mistress," I whimpered.

"As I was saying," Zoë told Audrey, moving on without response to my proclamation, "I'd have to get my own pain slave if you didn't have this one. He's too much fun to abuse... especially his weak little mind. And I have to say, Audrey, I think you do love him... that's your weakness, slave. But you're learning to hate him, too, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress, " Audrey said, breathing hard. "Did you hear that, darling? I hate you."

"Don't call him darling, slave. He's a thing. Call him pervert or sissy or... slave if you must, but that's really a term of honor, isn't it? Don't call him darling. No more pet names. Those are just for you and me."

"Yes, Mistress," Audrey said softly, never taking her eyes off my humiliated face. She was flushed with pleasure, loving every minute of this.

And I'd taught her to love it. I'd begged for this. I'd all but demanded it.

Be careful what you wish for.

Audrey's hands rested, inert, on her thighs. She didn't reach for more wine, and she didn't reach up to touch me. She just watched Zoë as she jerked me off with slow, torturous strokes, making me whimper as I pulsed gradually toward an orgasm. It was humiliating to have the embarrassing process extended like this. But Zoë was enjoying herself too much to let it pass quickly.

Eventually, Zoë's hand quickened. "Do you like that, sissy? Do you like what I'm doing? Do you like how I'm jerking you off?" Zoë tightened her grip. "Do you like how it feels having your little tiny, sad, pathetic little dick jacked off? Do you really appreciate it?"

I groaned, "Yes, Mistress."

Zoë withdrew her hand again and spat on it. She put her hand back on my cock. It returned to its normal pressure; the new lubrication made the stimulation all the more maddening.

She said: "Then tell me what I want to hear, sissy. Don't look at her! Tell me you love me. She loves me. Why don't you tell me you love me? I'm giving you what you want, sissy. Tell me what I want to hear. Tell me what you know is true. Show your wife how easy it is to get a pervert like you to fall in love."

I could not resist a quick glance at Audrey, whose face had returned to a blank stare. But I couldn't read in her flashing green eyes whether my answer was something she cared about. Was she invested in this little mind game, or not? Had the hurt I'd seen in her eyes only minutes ago passed into indifference?

In some ways, that hurt worst of all.

Audrey kept watching my face, her own gaze inscrutable.

Zoë's hand tightened. For a few strokes, she jerked me off more insistently. Then she grew impatient, and her fingernails dug in to my tender, swollen balls.

"Well?" she barked, raking my sensitive flesh.

I didn't want to say it... but oh, fuck.... what Zoë was doing felt so incredible... and it hurt like hell when she punished my balls like that...

I said, "Yes, Mistress. I love you, Mistress."

"Again, pervert."

I said, "I love you, Mistress."

"Uh-uh," she said sharply. "Now I’m not 'Mistress.' You know what my name is. It's just you and me, Reese. You tell me you love me the way you told Audrey the first time. Tell me. Don't look at her! Look at me, Reese. You and I are allowed to share a moment here, aren't we? Come on, Reese. Tell me. Tell me, and you'll have your sad little squirt..."

I didn't dare to glance at Audrey again... not because I feared Zoë noticing -- which I'm sure she would have -- but because I couldn't bear to look at my wife.

I would never have the gumption to say what I said, if I'd looked at Audrey as I'd said it.

I said, "I love you, Zoë." Using her name instead of her assumed title made the statement seem all the more disgusting. And yet... I felt hot waves of sensation inside me as I said it, almost like I really meant it.

The bitch still wasn’t satisfied.

"Again," Zoë told me. 

She tightened her hand on my cock. She started to jerk me more firmly, but backed off whenever I got close. Sometimes dollops of pre-cum would leak out of my cockhead, and she would rub the thick fluid all over my glans. She had total control over me. She no longer teased me. It was clear, now, that Zoë was hell-bent on taking the hand job to its conclusion, for the purpose of degrading me and humiliating Audrey.

Zoë was going to make me cum to hurt my wife. She would do it because she knew that would bring Audrey closer to her. Audrey, for all her beauty and brains, can sometimes be emotionally naïve.

But I could do nothing to stop Zoë... and even less to stop Audrey from falling under her Mistress's spell. The die had been cast. I had begged for this... and now I had it.

"Again!" she snapped, digging her nails in and slapping my balls. I gasped in pain. I couldn't resist anymore. I needed to cum.

So I said it. "I love you, Zoë."

Zoë looked into my eyes and nodded, hard. I knew what she wanted, but she mouthed, "Keep saying it," to me, anyway. Audrey was staring at me, so she didn't see Zoë's lips moving. But I knew what I was expected to do.

And I did it. I said it over and over again. 

"I love you, Zoë. I love you, Zoë. I love you, Zoë." And again and again and again, with a series of curt nods from Zoë as she tortured me right to the brink of orgasm and left me there, squirming. "I love you, Zoë. I love you... I love you... I love you, Zoë..."

I moaned uncontrollably. Zoë kept jerking me, looking into my eyes with force, holding my gaze so I found I could not look away. I could not close my eyes, either... I could barely blink. Even so, Zoë jerked me off expertly, like she could feel what I was feeling. It was as if she carefully calculated every stroke to bring me close... but not let me cum, yet.

I could not bear to look at my wife. Tears had formed in my eyes. Zoë could see them. Audrey, too, I'm sure. My hips rocked in time with Zoë's jerking hand. My whole body started to sway.

Zoë took her hand away, hawked, spat on it several times, and slid her wet, gooey hand over my cockhead. I let out a gasp as the pleasure pulsed through my dick, into my tormented body. With Zoë's hand left slightly wet from her spit, the sensation was different -- not the tight, hard grip of a fast jerk, the way I would do it myself if given the chance, but an agonizingly sensuous, teasing wet touch, much more like a pussy.

My moans of tormented pleasure were not quite enough for Zoë, though. She took her hand away again, leaving my cock twitching while my hips worked desperately in the air. A thin bead of cum leaked out of my cockhead and ran down my shaft. Zoë hawked, spat on her hand twice, and put her hand back on my cock, working her fingers up and down.

Zoë had what she wanted, and it was time for me to receive my bitter reward for betraying my wife. I had driven Audrey more fully into Zoë's arms... and I would pay for it.

But for now, I wanted my hand job.

Zoë took her time, enjoying the desperate need I displayed for her. She paused the hand job; she kept her hand tight on my swollen, pained blue balls and drove her thumb painfully into the base of my cock. She gripped me without jerking, letting me cool down so she could push me further. She dug the nails of her right hand into the base of my shaft, in case I was tempted to rock my hips and try to fuck her hand to completion. 

I did not; I stayed totally still.

Zoë no longer looked up at me; she'd turned her eyes toward my wife.

She let go of my balls and with one hand, she grabbed the front of Audrey's dress. It was already open, with Audrey's full, ripe, firm freckled tits hanging out, her pale nipples hard as rocks. But now Zoë pulled the neckline further down, placing Audrey's ample tits more fully on display. Audrey did not resist; she didn't argue. Why should she? She was wearing the collar.

"Arch your back, slave. Push your tits up. Your husband wants to cum on them."

"Yes, Mistress," said Audrey. She obediently arched her back and grabbed her tits, thrusting them up for me. Her lovely, firm mounds were presented like a target for my spurt as Zoë started jerked me off rapidly.

Zoë's face was taut, hard, disgusted, disapproving. I felt a hot wave of intense humiliation, as if realizing I'd done a bad thing... perhaps the worst thing I could ever have done. But how could I stop it? And how could I refuse the reward I so desperately needed.

I saw tears shimmering in Audrey's green eyes. I'd known all along what kind of game Zoë had been playing all along... but I'd dismissed it as just another of her cruel routines. In doing so, I had played right into her hands. I'd told her I loved her... and that had hurt Audrey deeply.

Was it any surprise that my wife had fallen under this bitch's unbreakable spell? I had fallen under it myself. In full flight, her hand working quickly, Zoë was gorgeous.

I realized that I didn't just admire Zoë. I loved her. I love her, still, now and forever.

I meant what I'd said. I meant what she'd made me say. I hated myself for it, but I meant it.

I was in love with Zoë. Desperately, pathetically, hungrily.

"I love you, Zoë," I said, without prompting. "I love you so much, Zoë..."

"See?" Zoë sneered in disgust. "All it takes is just a hand job, and men like him tell us what we want to hear."

When I came, the pleasure was explosive. It was excruciating. After six weeks of constant teasing by Audrey and somewhat less often but still frequent, by the seemingly ubiquitous Zoë, my balls were packed so full of jizz that it felt like a gallon.

I could not hold in the girlish squeal that escaped my lips, as my orgasm exploded out of me, right from the base of my overfull, nut sack to the tip of my cock. Hot streams shot out onto my wife's pretty face and tits, sliming her up in squirt after squirt.

"Oh, yeah," Zoë said. "Let it all out, Reese. Let all that slime out. Cum all over Audrey's tits." Zoë laughed cruelly. "It'll be the last time for a while. Your last money shot for a very long time. Maybe ever."

Zoë pumped out the last of my jizz. It covered Audrey's face and tits. Her hair was matted with it. I had really blasted a huge load. Audrey looked up at me, humiliated by the slimy deposit I'd just squirted all over her pretty freckled face and full tits... but proud at the resolution she'd come to.

Zoë leaned close to Audrey and whispered in her ear: "Did this little exercise clarify things?"

"Yes," said my wife, her voice hard and tight. "Quite a bit."

"Let's lock him in his cage. Let's leave him there. Let's make love all night."

"Yes, I'd like that," said Audrey.

"Better yet, lock yourself in, slave. You know the way. Get in your cage. Crawl there."

"Yes, Mistress," I said pathetically. I dropped to my hands and knees.

"Both your cages, slave," Zoë said, nodding toward the chastity tube on the end table. "Put it on. Lock it."

"Yes, Mistress," I said. I crawled to the end table and retrieved my clear plastic chastity tube. I locked it on my soft dick, even though it still drooled gooey cum. I knew that would make it all the more uncomfortable over the long night... but I didn't dare try to disobey or argue.

Now properly cock-locked, I crawled toward the hallway. Zoë and Audrey did not say "Goodbye" to me.

But at the living room archway, I chanced a look back.

Zoë was kissing my wife deeply, their mouths molded together as she pinned Audrey to the couch. Zoë had Audrey's red hair tangled in her hand; she was pulling it firmly as she shoved her hand up Audrey's cunt. She had three fingers at least in my wife, maybe even four. Audrey's legs were spread. She loved every second of it.

I turned away before either looked up and caught me staring at them. I hadn't been given permission to watch, so I was a very bad slave for doing it.

I crawled down the hallway to the second bedroom, where Zoë and Audrey keep my cage. I got in and locked the cage door behind me, clicking the padlock shut. Only Zoë and Audrey have keys; I would not be coming out I could hear Audrey's moans as my wife and her girlfriend made love on the couch. I counted two, possibly three screaming orgasms; how Zoë got Audrey off, I'll never know.

It was an hour later that I saw Zoë leading Audrey down the hallway. As they walked past the door to the second bedroom -- which I'd left open -- I saw that Zoë had somehow retrieved a leash, and affixed it to Audrey's collar. She led my wife like a pet.

Audrey did not look into the second bedroom to check on me... not even to make sure I'd followed her girlfriend's orders and locked myself in.

But Zoë did. Perhaps she was checking on me. I doubt she wanted to check whether I'd done as she'd ordered and locked myself in the cage. There was never much chance of me failing to do that. I've learned what happens when I disobey Zoë.

No, I think Zoë just wanted to see me there, naked and caged, watching her pass me on the way to my wife's bedroom.

That was the start of it, really... I time my descent from that fateful night.

I told Zoë I loved her many more times in the months that came after that. I always meant it. My proclamations of love brought many a smile to Zoë's lips.

I meant it when I told Audrey the same thing, but she always received it with tight lips.

"Of course you do, pervert," she often said.

After that night, Zoë ruled over me and my wife with an iron hand, and Audrey was happier than ever. I guess I am, too.

Zoë knew it from the start... this is what I needed all along.

That's why I love her.


"Mistress Mirage" first appeared in Gangbanged Wives Volume 2. Deception Press, 2014. Copyright © 2014 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Mistress Mirage by Heather McKinney

Yes, I'm finally back from Mistress Mirage's, darling. Well, it doesn't look like you're glad to see me. You look pretty embarrassed. Your face is red, and not just from how hard I slapped you before I left. I really left a mark, didn't I, baby? Well, I'd offer to kiss it and make it better, but I don't feel like doing that right now. And even though I can tell you're ready to apologize -- really apologize, not that mealy-mouthed so-called "apology" you gave me before I went over there -- I want you to keep it to yourself until after I tell you what happened at Mistress Mirage's, baby. 

What? No, I was not in a car accident! What kind of a question is that! I know that I look pretty messy, but no, I haven't been hurt. Quite the contrary. Why is my hair so messy and stuck together? That's a long story, darling. You and I need to talk, or rather, I need to talk... and you need to keep your mouth shut until I'm quite finished. That's it, baby, just shut your mouth. Shut your big mouth and listen. Pretend you're at Mistress Mirage's. In fact, darling... why don't you kneel, the way you would for her. Good, baby. Now, let me tell you...

You already know I was pretty mad when I found out about you cheating on me. No! Keep quiet, darling. I know you keep saying it wasn't cheating, because Mistress Mirage never touched your... you know. She never let you touch your thing, either. Whatever it is. I can't really call it a cock anymore, darling. Not after the afternoon I had. But I'll get to that. Let's call it a clit, all right? Just like Mistress Mirage does. Oh, yes, darling. She told me all about that. She told me a lot of things. Just keep your mouth shut and you'll hear the whole story.

When I stormed out of here and went over to Mistress Mirage's dungeon to confront her, I thought for sure I was going to scream at her. Maybe even get into a fight with her. What kind of a woman has an affair with a married man, for money? But on the way over, I got to thinking. Can I really blame her? I mean, I've cheated on you, darling, you have to have known that. Oh, you didn't? Goodness, how clueless are you? Yes, darling, I've had affairs several times over the years... and not always briefly. Remember my old boss, Philippe? I fucked him for a year, till he moved back to France. And your roommate from college, what was his name? Carter, that's it. He and I fucked at your college reunion, and then three or four more times in the months after that. It was good sex, darling. But you know what? I always had plenty of time for you. Plenty of time and interest. Even though I was not all that into sex with you, I still let you show me how much affection you had for me. I mean, I would say we had good sex, exactly, but I did eventually teach you to go down on me pretty well. And wouldn’t you say I'm pretty good with my hand, darling? Certainly, I get you off pretty quick when I wrap my hand around that clit of yours... yes, baby, clit, that's how I think about it now, and that's what it is. I mean, you have to know that's why our, um, "sex life" -- if that's what you want to call it -- kind of drifted away from actual fucking! I mean, I know I never said it outright, baby, but... there's really not all that much down there to fuck. So yeah, baby, I shouldn't blame you for going to Mistress Mirage. I know now that I should blame myself.

But that's not what I thought when I stormed up to her dungeon and started ringing the bell. I was pretty confused by then, darling... I didn't know who to blame. I rang, rang, and rang, and finally this handsome man comes to the door... I mean really handsome, darling, younger than me, I guess in his mid-twenties, and gorgeous. Built. Like one of those gay safe sex posters, baby. I mean, he was hunky. Wearing these tight jeans, a tank top... well, if you'd seen him, you would have known why I got so flustered.

He said, "Can I help you?"

And I didn't know what to say. I finally sputtered out: "I'm here to see Mistress Mirage."

He said, "Of course, Ma'am. Who can I say is here?"

I got red-faced as I said, "I'm Scott Nash's wife." I don't know if my face was so red from embarrassment or from anger. A combination of both, really, but I think it was mostly the former. I mean, it just hit me, then, what was I doing confronting her? I should have been confronting you, darling. You are the one who cheated on me. But only after I cheated on you, and lots more than you ever cheated on me. And I didn't have to pay for it, baby. And now that I know you had not even guessed that I'd fucked around on you... jeez, baby, how clueless are you? Anyway... so now I do blame you, I guess... I mean, I can't blame you for... that little thing, but I can blame you for not admitting your fantasies, darling. I mean, I looked up Mistress Mirage's website on my phone while I drove over there darling... yes, I know I’m not supposed to do that while I'm driving. But I'm also not supposed to drive when I’m spitting mad, darling, so it all balances out, doesn't it?

And I’m glad I did see her website, because I saw that whole page about what her "specialties" are. Cuckold fantasies and submissive couples? What was I supposed to think about that, darling? She would, what, role play being your wife while she fucked other guys? How stupid is that, darling? How could you cheat on me like that... and for money?

Well, anyway, a moment later, this handsome guy -- it turned out his name was Jake -- came back to the door and said very politely, "Yes, of course, Ma'am, come in." And in there was Mistress Mirage, but she wasn't alone. She was having a party or something, or maybe just having some friends over. Five of them... all male, darling. Every last one as big, built and handsome as Jake was.

And she was gorgeous. I mean, those pictures on the website don't do her justice. I was completely unprepared for how beautiful Mistress Mirage was. I couldn't believe it I don't think I've ever seen a woman so beautiful. I guess she must have just finished a -- what do they call it? A "session." And so she had this tight dress on, skintight latex, so tight that it showed off every curve of her... yum. I'm getting a little wet thinking about just how good she looked, baby. And those friends of hers? They were cute, too. More than just cute, baby. Gorgeous. I don't mind telling you, I thought some of them might be gay. You know, with how sculpted their bodies were. I mean, they were simply too good-looking and built to be straight, I guess, darling. When I think of straight guys, I think of men like... ugh. Well, like you, I guess. You know... pudgy and flabby, no interest in dressing well or working out. No offense, darling. I’m just stating the obvious. None of this could possibly surprise you! And if it does, you're even more clueless than I thought!

Anyway... Mistress Mirage completely caught me off guard with how sweet and disarming she was. She got up and hugged me and looked in my eyes and said to me, "We've got to talk." And I didn't know what to say, so I just got all flustered and said, "Yes, we do," and she said, "I've got friends over, now, but perhaps we could step away for a few moments and talk in private?"

I said "okay," not knowing that she was going to lead me into a bedroom. I mean, I guess her apartment is basically a whorehouse, baby, so all of the rooms are probably bedrooms. This one had kind of a big bondage bed in it, four-poster, with all of these... what do they call them, baby? Tie-downs, that's it. And it was all draped in black leather and stuff, so... but why am I telling you, baby? You've probably been tied to that bed a hundred times. She's probably fucked you in the ass on it. You've probably watched her get fucked by her... by other men while you were tied to that bed. Don't try to deny it, baby... I know what she did for you. She told me everything.

So there wasn't anywhere to sit except the edge of the bed, and so that's where we sat. And it was really weird being in there, in this, like, dungeon... when I'd never even known about your kinky fantasies, baby. And I mean... I guess I should tell you, I've got a few of my own. I mean, really intense ones, baby... I guess I haven't been honest, either. I haven't told you how sometimes when I'm really close to an orgasm -- no, not with you, darling, I haven't had a real orgasm with you in years -- I'll fantasize about some really big, bad, and evil man, kind of a leather man or a muscle man or something, you know, a real alpha-male -- pinning me down and crushing me, spanking me, fucking me hard, even making me struggle. Choking me, slapping me... oh, yeah, you like that idea? I bet you do, pervert. Mistress Mirage told me all about how much you like men to get rough with her when she makes you watch her with other men. So don't even start with me, darling. That tiny lump in your pants can just sit there and wait until I’ve finished telling my story... and then we'll see if it ever has any fun again. 

Anyway, so we talked, she and I... and it wasn't at all like I expected. I tried to confront her, but she was so... beautiful. So sympathetic to me, too. She knew how I felt. She knew that her sessions with you had been making you neglect me. And, so, what could I say, baby? I told her. I told her how you're not that good in bed anyway, how we had not really done much for years. I mean, I told her you're good at going down on me, and she kind of laughed and said, slightly embarrassed, that yes, you are good... very good. She said I'd done a good job of "training" you. I guess that was the first time I'd thought of it like that. I guess I was... flattered.

But it wasn't that long before I simply lost it. I collapsed into tears, and Mistress Mirage, well... she comforted me, baby. She put her arms around me and cradled my head on those incredible boobs and I let her just kind of hold me and pet me... and I could smell all of that latex and feel her skin against mine and... does she dress up in that rubber stuff when you see her, baby? Because I have to say... it was really a rush. Quite a turn-on. Not just how good it looked on her, that super-tight dress with her gorgeous body visible underneath... but how it smelled. How it tasted. I mean, I didn't taste it, exactly, but I had my lips against it, and... she ran her fingers down my back, petting me, you know, not coming onto me, baby, just soothing me, helping me get through the pain, and it felt so good, darling. It felt so good to have someone understand, to finally have someone understand how sexually ravenous I am sometimes, how these fantasies take me over, and I want to play with them, try them out, but... I just can't, darling, because... you and me. And I told her all that. And she listened and held me and petted my hair and said it would be wrong not to explore, and I don't know what happened, baby, exactly... I just... well... I guess I told her I'd never been with a woman, but I'd had fantasies about it, and... the next thing I knew, we were kissing. She was kissing me, I was kissing her back, and her hands were undoing my clothes.

She told me, "I can show you what it's like to submit, slave. And I can show you what it's like to be with a woman. Free of charge, just you and me. Just because... I want you. Do you want to explore, slave?"

I said I'd like that.

Then she said, "But if you want to know what it's like to submit to a real man, I can do that. Real men. More than one. As many as you can take. They're right out there, slave. They would love a chance to show you what real domination is like. And I'd be here the whole time, telling them just what to do to you. What your husband has fantasized about having them do to you."

I said, "You and he... you've talked about...that?"

"About having you gangbanged? Yes, slave. He wants it. He's just too afraid to bring it up with you. He's quite a wuss that way."

"Yes," I said sadly. "He really is. He's quite a wuss in every way."

Mistress Mirage laughed at that. But then she said:

"But you know what, slave? I'd like it best if it happened, and Scott didn't even get to watch. Wouldn't that be the sweetest revenge? Sweet denial?"

I was a little bit dizzy from all of this, and from the smell of her latex. By then I was almost, like, halfway out of my clothes, and down on my knees with my head in her lap, and she was petting me, and... well, I think I could smell her pussy, darling. My face was right in her lap. And I guess I wanted to... you know, to do what you do. But I wanted her friends even more. I'd been so angry, darling... I wanted to hurt you. But I won't lie, that's not why I said what I said.

I don't know what came over me, darling.

I just said, "I'd like that, too."

She said, "Would you like just me? Or them, too?"

I trembled all over. I wanted to say it, but it was still hard for me. I couldn’t believe this was happening. 

I said, "Them, too, I think... Mistress."

"You think?"

"I’m sure."

"Just one of them, or..."

I took a deep breath of Mistress Mirage's latex scent and the musky aroma that lingered underneath, and I said:

"All of them, Mistress. But... could Jake go first?"

"Of course, slave. I could already tell that you liked him. I'll let him have you first. Now, take off your clothes."

I just shrugged a little and off my blouse and bra came. Mistress Mirage plucked them away and told me to take off my skirt and my pantyhose. I did. Then she told me to take off my panties. I did that, too. I was blushing like crazy, baby... I mean, I hadn't even, like, shaved my legs or anything. Why would I? I wasn't planning on any of this.

But that didn't stop me. When Mistress Mirage saw me naked and told me to get back down on my knees and put my head in her lap again, I just did it. Then I felt Mistress Mirage's fingers buckling something around my neck... it was a collar, darling. A collar.

"You are my slave, now, until this collar is removed. You do what I say, and you never argue. I am your Mistress; you call my friends 'Master.' You do what I say and you fuck who I say. Understand, slave?"

I nodded, and she smiled at me. "Free of charge," she said with a wink.

Like I said, I don't know what came over me, baby. I was angry at you, I guess... and I'd been repressing these fantasies for so long. Fantasies you could never fulfil. Fantasies only real men could fulfil. Real men, like our Mistress's friends. All of them. All five of them. Yes, all five, darling. Jake was the first, but all of them had me. No, they didn't use safer sex or anything, darling. I know they should have... but Mistress Mirage would not have dreamed of it. And you know what? She was so right. It felt better than anything I've ever felt. Having five men bareback was like being in heaven. And having them all cum inside me, one after the other -- then Jake again, Mike for a second time, Jake in my mouth, and then Steve on my -- well here, baby, right on my boobs... well, like I said. I don't know what came over me. After I'd told Mistress Mirage I wanted it, there were no second thoughts, baby. I didn't hold back. I did everything Mistress Mirage ordered me to do. I did everything her hot boyfriends wanted. I did everything a woman can do for a man, baby... for men. Real men. Real men, meaning not you.

So that's why I'm coming home so late, dear. That's why I was at Mistress Mirage's for almost six hours. That's why I’m wearing these sweat pants and this tank top instead of my clothes. Mistress Mirage said that skirt is far too long for a female slave in training. She said I need to go out and buy some shorter ones. Much tighter blouses, too.

But first things first, darling. You're going to pull off my sweat pants, and then you're going to do the one thing that both Mistress Mirage and I agree you can do well in bed. You're going to eat me out, and you're going to taste all the cum that those five hot men shot up inside me.

Mistress Mirage says she's going to make it up to me. She says it's time for you to know what it's like to really be cuckolded, darling, like you've been paying her to pretend.

So she's going to give us lessons. I transferred a thousand dollars from the checking account, by the way. 

She gave me a discount, because she said she liked the way I ate her pussy. She says that I’m better than you, darling. 

On my first time! Imagine that! I guess it's true what they say, darling. A woman really does know instinctively what a woman likes.

I wonder if it's true about men, too?

I'm sure Mistress Mirage will help us find out.

That's it, baby. Lick. Taste all that yummy cum dripping out of me...
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