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Humiliated Husband
“I know how it looks…” Jeremy said, words failing him as the look of pure contempt in his wife’s eyes registered.
Rebecca was sitting at his computer in their home office. The computer he’d password protected, and carefully moved out of sight once he closed it down each night. The one she wasn’t supposed to know about.
He could see the reflection of the monitor in her glasses. The images that were displayed on the screen. His heart was thudding, his mouth dry. The silence seemed to stretch on and on, as if she was waiting for him to finish that sentence.
“How does it look, Jeremy?” she asked, composed even now. It made him wonder how long she had been sat there like that, waiting for him to find her. She wasn’t usually late home from school, not unless there was something extra-curricular she had to attend to. She was rarely out with colleagues after hours unless it was a special occasion, always preferring the company of their cats and a good book to unwind over gossiping with the girls.
“Why were you looking on there?” He was deflecting, and they both knew it. “I’m entitled to some privacy aren’t I?”
It was a foolish thing to say, especially under the circumstances, and it earned him a derisive sneer.
“Funny, you think it’s an invasion of your privacy to have your wife use your computer, and yet you see nothing wrong with sharing intimate pictures of me with complete strangers?” The cool veneer was cracking, and Jeremy could see how truly furious Rebecca was. Worse, how hurt.
“I’m…” he started, but shame rendered him speechless.
“I thought you were having an affair, Jeremy. Now I almost wish you were,” Rebecca said, gesturing to the monitor, “you’d be a fucking clichè, but at least I’d be able to tell my mother why we’re getting divorced.”
“Christ, Rebecca. Don’t say that. We’re not getting divorced,” Jeremy said, an edge of pleading to his voice. He crossed the room and sank to his knees in front of his petite wife. “I’m sorry.”
“Sorry you got caught,” she snapped. “Do you know how serious this could be for me? If any of my students found these pictures…” She waved her hand, her full lips pursed tightly. 
Jeremy had begged and pleaded for Rebecca to let him snap some pictures of her to help him remember what he was coming home to. Long flights and long stretches away from home, surrounded by attractive stewardesses… Yes, he’d been manipulative to get her to acquiesce to his wishes, and she’d given him what he wanted in the end, but only after repeated assurances that the naughty photos were for his eyes only.
“Well?” she prompted. Jeremy tried to look contrite. “Why did you do it?”
In truth, he’d wanted to show her off. Rebecca was gorgeous, all luscious curves and creamy skin, with chestnut-brown hair that fell in waves to her dramatically slim waist. But his wife never seemed to linger on her appearance, and she certainly didn’t play to her sex appeal with her wardrobe choices. Long sleeves, skirts that never rose higher than her knee, hair always up with not a strand out of place.
“I don’t know, I just- I was proud. That you’re mine, you know? You looked so sexy in those pictures, and I liked the idea that… that other men would want you,” he said, eyes downcast, the picture of guilt. It was a trick that had worked to get him out of lesser crimes in the past, throwing himself at her feet and playing the penitent sinner. Something told him that today it just wouldn’t be enough…
“You wanted to show me off,” she said quietly. Jeremy nodded, risking a quick glance up into her steel-blue eyes. She did not look appeased. “Behind my back, without my permission, when I didn’t even want you to take these pictures in the first place!”
Jeremy folded his hands in his lap. His knees were beginning to bother him, the way he was kneeling. It wasn’t a position he had much familiarity with, but he’d stay there and wait for his wife to finish scolding him. Once she’d gotten it out of her system, he was sure she’d calm down. She should have been flattered, really.
“How would you like it?” she asked scornfully. Jeremy kept looking as sorry as he could muster, but his mind had started to wander. He was due on a long haul tomorrow with a night stop at the end of it. It would be Tuesday before he’d get back home. This wasn’t how tonight was supposed to go at all. Sex was definitely going to be off the cards because of this.
“Well?” Rebecca prodded him with her index finger, awaiting some kind of reply. Jeremy sighed heavily, which did nothing to reduce her ire. “I think you need to be taught a lesson.”
Jeremy blinked at her, wondering what on earth she could mean by that. Withholding sex? A fortnight sleeping on the couch? 
“Whatever you think is best,” he said. 
Rebecca reached for a bag by her feet that had previously gone unnoticed, and Jeremy’s eyes clouded with confusion as she produced the items that were within it and laid them out across the desk.
“What…?” he asked, his mouth hanging open. There was a sheer lingerie set and a brand new digital camera. Rebecca’s whole demeanor was one of muted anger, and Jeremy knew this wasn’t going to be enjoyable. “You… You knew about it already?”
“Yes. I wanted to make sure I had everything to hand before I confronted you,” Rebecca replied simply. Jeremy digested that fact for a moment, his eyes flicking to the skimpy clothing - at least two sizes too big for Rebecca’s slight form - and the bag resting by her side. It wasn’t empty, but he couldn’t quite make out what else was in there. Catching him trying to peek, Rebecca’s fingers gripped his chin and tilted his head back. “You’re going to do exactly what I say if you want to make this right. Do you understand?”
Jeremy swallowed and nodded his head. This fire Rebecca was showing was a completely new side of her, and he felt like one of her students. With no choice but to obey.
“I… Yeah, okay. Whatever you say,” he agreed. Rebecca’s lips pursed, curling up at the corners. The slightest smile of approval at last.
“Come with me,” she commanded, “and take your suit off.”
He followed her into their master bathroom, toeing off his shoes and shedding his shirt and jacket on the way. Ordinarily he’d be chastised for not picking up after himself, but in the peculiarity of the moment, neither of them noticed. A knot of dread tightened in Jeremy’s gut as he stepped onto the bathroom tiles. There was a collection of items he’d never seen before; make-up and lotions that weren’t the sort Rebecca used. They were too garish, too exaggeratedly feminine. 
“pants off,” Rebecca said assertively. Jeremy felt his prick stirring at the words, or maybe at the tone. He’d always been the one to take the lead in the bedroom, not that Rebecca had ever been particularly submissive to him. Disinterested was a much better way of putting it. When they fucked, she’d cum - it was a stretch for Jeremy to take any credit for that, as he spent much of his concentration on his own needs - but it wasn’t something she needed. At least not from him.
“Rebecca, what is this? What are you doing?” Jeremy asked, trying to sound reasonable instead of nervous. His wife stood by the counter opening little tubes and containers of cosmetics.
“You’re going to see how it feels. You had no qualms about sharing photos of me, it only seems fair that I should get to share some photos of you,” Rebecca said coolly. Jeremy stared at her in the mirror, his expression one of dismay and uncertainty. “Sit down here, rest your foot on the tub.”
Feeling numb and a little curious, Jeremy did as he was told. Rebecca squeezed some pink, floral-scented gel into her palm and lathered it between her hands before applying it to his outstretched leg. Jeremy forced himself to laugh.
“Okay, I get the message-”
“I told you to rest your foot on the tub,” Rebecca admonished, slapping him hard across the face. Jeremy’s jaw dropped with shock, and he covered the stinging spot on his cheek with his hand. Tears had sprung to his eyes, and he told himself it was just the surprise. He wasn’t going to cry. This was ridiculous.
“Rebecca, really-”
“You can shave yourself, or I can get the wax strips out. There’s no third option,” she cut him off, her eyes flashing with annoyance. Jeremy swallowed his pride and accepted the razor held out to him.
Rebecca didn’t let him stop at his legs. She was only satisfied once every inch of him below the eyebrows was smooth, and he was allowed to shower off any residue from the foam. His skin felt strange without hair, and he noticed the water running over his body more acutely than before. While he’d been in the shower, Rebecca had fetched the lingerie. Jeremy had guessed by then that it was for him. It wasn’t an altogether unpleasant sensation at all as the silky material brushed over his newly sensitive skin.
Jeremy didn’t argue when he saw Rebecca brandishing make-up. He sat down in the same chair as before, wondering how his wife was ever going to look at him again without seeing what he’d been reduced to tonight.
“Choose a color while I do your foundation,” Rebecca instructed. She didn’t sound as angry anymore, in fact, she seemed to be enjoying herself. Jeremy looked down at the different hues while his wife applied the first layer of make-up to his face with a practiced hand. Then came the eyeliner in dramatic sweeps, followed by a touch of mascara.
“Wow,” Jeremy said, moments later. Rebecca had managed to soften the angle of his jaw and his eyes looked wide and innocent. He barely recognized himself.
“Quite the difference,” Rebecca said, pleased with her work it seemed. Jeremy didn’t know why he just sat passively permitting this, only that the longer he did, the harder it seemed to resist. Rebecca in charge felt natural, and on reflection, the way he’d betrayed her trust was really unacceptable. If this was how he could show her he was sorry, he would try his best. 
“What a good sissy you make!” 
Jeremy’s eyes went wide at the word sissy. He sat demurely as Rebecca painted his nails, impressed by how easy she made it all look when he knew if he tried to do it himself, he’d make a terrible mess. Rebecca pointed to a pair of scarpin heels on the floor. They were cotton-candy pink and the perfect compliment to his lingerie set.
Jeremy swallowed, staring down at the tiled bathroom floor. He didn’t want to put them on, but he remembered how he had gleefully picked out the outfit he had guilted her into wearing, when she had agreed to let him take pictures. Quid pro quo, Jeremy. He nudged his feet into the heels, wobbling precariously as he tried to keep his balance. 
“Is this good enough?” he asked, his voice softer now than it was before. It was hard to tell if it was defeat or if it was something about the physical changes opening him up to a more feminine side of himself. He didn’t feel masculine anymore, how could he?
“Something’s missing,” Rebecca said, producing a platinum-blond wig. Jeremy knew better than to protest as Rebecca placed it on him, securing it with bobby pins. She teased the strands with her fingers and then stood back to admire her work.
Jeremy could barely believe it. He looked like a different person. A real woman. Is that all it had taken to strip his male identity away? The pass of a razor and some expertly applied make-up? He swallowed and looked up expectantly at Rebecca. She had a cruel smile on her lips.
“Now what?” he asked, high and wavering. Rebecca took him by the wrist and yanked him to his feet. It wasn’t right that she could move him so easily, but it was as if his strength had been sapped away. She led the way back into the office, and Jeremy stopped in the doorway when his eyes caught on what was standing proudly on the desk. It was a clear blue dildo, at least twice as long and thick as his own shriveling cock, and it was mounted on a suction cup. His eyes swiveled to Rebecca, desperate for rescue. But his wife simply smiled wickedly and turned on the camera.
“Now the fun part,” she said sweetly.
“I’m not sure about this,” Jeremy said, timid.
“Try your best. You want to make it up to me, don’t you?”
He pouted but didn’t argue. She was right.
“Yes. So you’re going to… You’re going to take photos of me like this? That’s all though, right? You won’t send them to anyone?”
Rebecca leaned back in the office chair, holding her husband’s gaze until he cracked and looked down at his freshly painted toenails.
“I understand now. I’m really sorry,” Jeremy said, genuine remorse in his words at last. Rebecca remained unmoved.
“No you don’t understand. Not yet. But you will.”
It was ominous, and Jeremy felt the knot in his belly tighten. He didn’t let himself look at the dildo, or entertain the thought of being seen by anyone else in his current state.
“Do you trust me?” Rebecca asked. Jeremy was taken off guard by the question, especially under the circumstances.
“Y…yes of course,” he said meekly. His wife’s smile had less of a cruel edge to it then, and his unease settled down. This is a game? Just a game? It was easier to go along with when he rationalized it like that. He was a good husband, he’d do anything to please his wife. Oh, most men would say that, but when it came down to it… Jeremy doubted they’d be able to do the things he was doing tonight.
“You look ridiculous,” Rebecca giggled as she lifted the camera for the first shot. Jeremy burned with humiliation. She directed him to pose like he was in a magazine, standing with his back to the camera, looking over his shoulder coyly. With how much Rebecca seemed to be enjoying herself, Jeremy started to relax and get into the role she’d created for him.
The camera clicked away as Rebecca snapped photo after photo, making Jeremy feel less and less the man he’d been just an hour ago. He felt a rush of giddiness as his wife told him to recline across the desk and coquettishly tugged down the too-short hem of his garment. He was exhilarated and uninhibited - he wasn’t himself anymore, he’d turned into someone feminine and kittenish. It was a side of him previously undiscovered, but thanks to his indiscretions, he was getting to explore it. Maybe he had wanted her to find out. Maybe he hadn’t been careful with locking the computer away every day after all, in the hopes that something would happen… But this? Wasn’t this too much? Jeremy didn’t want to let his mind dwell on how his wife had stripped his masculinity away like she had been dying for the excuse to do it. He didn’t want to entertain why he was letting this happen.
“Oops,” he mumbled as he brushed against the giant dildo on the desk beside him.
“Put your hands around it,” Rebecca instructed. Jeremy hesitated for a few seconds, eying the toy warily. Rebecca raised a brow impatiently, and he grasped the base of the silicon shaft tentatively. The hot-pink of his nails contrasted with the blue hue, and despite how he flexed his fingers, he couldn’t close them all the way around the cock. He licked his lips nervously, and when he glanced up and met his wife’s eyes, she nodded. Jeremy swallowed his humiliation, his face burning beneath the immaculate make-up his wife had applied. He opened his mouth as the tip of the cock met it, having to stretch his lips wide open to accommodate its girth.
Rebecca’s hand seized the back of his neck and pushed him further down until the cock was flush against the back of his throat. His gag reflex went off and he struggled not to choke on the dildo currently stuffed in his inexperienced mouth.
“I want to see you deep-throat it,” Rebecca cooed, in a voice that made his cock twitch against his satin panties. He worked as much of the silicon length into his mouth as he could, then pulled back, smearing it with lipstick and saliva. He tried again and got a little further, but his jaw was starting to ache already. He looked up, hoping Rebecca would be satisfied with his effort so that he could stop, but she was snapping photos again - this time with the camera on her phone. Jeremy’s humiliation flared and he pulled back, the dildo leaving his mouth with a pop!

“What are you doing?” He asked, panicked. Rebecca’s eyes glinted with cruelty.
“Showing you off,” she said gleefully, borrowing his earlier words. Jeremy gasped, his whole body tingling with shame. He hoped she was lying, just teasing him to get back at him. But a small part of him was curious.
“Please don’t,” he said, ready to get on his knees and beg. It was so humiliating to think that anyone could see him this way, see what he’d been reduced to. “I’m sorry, I really am!”
“Is that so?” Rebecca asked, looking thoughtful. It wasn’t too late to change her mind, it seemed. “Because you certainly seemed to enjoy the male attention you got when you so selfishly shared my pictures online.”
“…Please don’t show anyone,” Jeremy said timidly, confused. Was this what he’d wanted all along? His cock was stiff between his legs, pressing insistently against the material of his panties, and when he glanced down he saw a dark stain where he’d leaked pre-cum. The prospect of such total humiliation terrified him and yet he was still painfully aroused. 
Didn’t his beautiful, stern wife deserve to get even with him for what he’d done? If this was what it would take… Jeremy was in too deep to see a way back now.
“Well there might be something else…” she said, tapping her chin thoughtfully. Jeremy gazed at her expectantly, his heart pounding in his chest. He hung on her every word, already having made up his mind to agree to whatever it was, as long as it meant this night stayed between the two of them alone.
“Anything!”
“Good,” Rebecca said sweetly, reaching out to brush her fingers across his cheek. It was the first tender gesture she’d made, and Jeremy’s chest surged with love. She really was beautiful. “I need to get ready, so you run along now and do the chores. Clean up after yourself, do the laundry and take out the trash. I’ll call you when I’m ready for you to come up.”
Jeremy swallowed and nodded to show his acceptance.
He was anxious, but he was also excited. This side of Rebecca was totally new, just like his own inner sissy, to use her word. Being feminized was something he didn’t know if he liked or not, but he could endure it, for her. Having her be in charge and obeying her commands, however, was something he was finding very enjoyable. It was like her anger and disgust with him had finally allowed her to let it out. There had been walls between them before, so much distance. Tonight would either make or break their whole marriage.
“Yes ma’am,” he said deferentially, earning a satisfied smirk from his wife. His wife. It didn’t feel like it anymore, it felt like he was beneath her. She was a Goddess and he was dirt.
Jeremy got to work quickly, picking up the clothes he’d discarded by the bedroom door and taking them along with the rest of the laundry down to the washing machine. He caught a glimpse of himself in the hallway mirror and his stomach somersaulted. His lipstick was smeared and his hair - rather, his wig - was a mess. He did his best to smooth it down, though there was nothing to be done about the make-up. If he wiped it off, Rebecca would be displeased, he knew it. He didn’t want to upset her any more than he already had, especially not when he was trying to convince her he really was sorry.
All the while he set about cleaning the house and vacuuming the carpets, he had a feeling of nervous excitement in the pit of his belly for what his goddess might have in store for him. He was filled with trepidation, but eager to test his limits, too. This was all so out of left field. Recently, he’d been exploring certain urges, and he’d known it was wrong to hide them from his wife but it had all been so confusing and shameful. His mind went back and forth over what might have been found in his secret computer’s browsing history, what Rebecca might have stumbled upon… and what she might deem a suitable punishment.
He went into the kitchen to take out the trash, having put this task off until last. He eyed his coat, sitting on the hook behind the door. It was tempting to shrug it on before he dashed out with the garbage bag, but he didn’t dare defy his wife. 
The neighbors might see… Jeremy did it anyway, his heart hammering like crazy and his humiliation worse than ever as the cool night air rushed to greet him. He looked both ways down their quiet street, and once it seemed the coast was clear, he darted out as quickly as he could in his heels. Thankfully no-one was there to see him, and he leaned with his back against the door once he’d safely closed it behind him again. It took a moment just for him to catch his breath. What a rush.
“Come up,” came Rebecca’s call from upstairs. Jeremy immediately hurried to see what she needed, thinking back to what she’d said earlier. He had no idea what to expect from her after everything. It was hard to walk in the heels, he wasn’t used to how they changed the distribution of weight across his feet. His arches and ankles were already starting to ache.
“In here,” his wife called musically. He knew better than to keep her waiting.
Rebecca was luxuriating back on their bed in an outfit Jeremy had never seen before. Shiny thigh-high boots, fishnet tights that zigzagged up her perfect legs to a PVC skirt. Her breasts looked amazing in the skin-tight leather crop-top she was wearing. As usual, her hair was scraped back into a harsh pony-tail.
She looked hungry in a way that Jeremy had never seen before, and as she sat forward to beckon him closer, he caught a glimpse of something resting between her thighs, beneath her glossy skirt. He swallowed comically, and his wife beamed at him in response. 
This is too much, Jeremy thought, on the verge of telling her he couldn’t, just couldn’t go through with this. He was halted by the way her hands drifted over her body, first teasing her breasts and then caressing the insides of her thighs. Finally, she lifted the skirt and wrapped both hands around the base of the dildo from earlier, now mounted in a harness that nestled against her mound.
It was still smeared with his garish lipstick.
Rebecca must have noticed he’d gone pale, because her brows drew together, her expression turning to one of worry. Her lips parted as if she was about to say something, and Jeremy couldn’t bear to disappoint her. Not again. Be brave, he told himself.
“I suppose I did say anything,” he said shyly. He saw a flicker of relief on Rebecca’s face before it was replaced with the hunger he saw there earlier.
“Yes, you did. Now crawl over here and open wide,” Rebecca said, falling back into character. Jeremy was glad just to take the pressure off of his feet, he had no idea how women could wear shoes like that every day and walk around in them. His hair fell forward into his face as he advanced, and maybe that was why he didn’t notice the paddle resting at Rebecca’s side until he was too close to wriggle away. 
“Wha-!” Jeremy’s protest was cut short as his wife tilted her hips and pushed his head down towards her strap-on.
“Each time you slow down or stop sucking my cock, you’ll get one of these,” she said, punctuating the end of her sentence with a swift strike to his exposed ass cheek. It stung and Jeremy had to bite down on his yelp and focus on the task he’d been assigned. It wasn’t easy. The dildo seemed bigger than before, or maybe it was just the awkward position he was in now, on all fours with his neck craned to be able to reach the very tip of the monstrosity.
That ache in his jaw started almost immediately this time, and he moaned with pain. Rebecca had no pity.
“Treat your wife like a slut and you’ll be treated like a slut. And don’t pretend you don’t like it,” she added sharply, reaching into his satin panties to clutch his engorged cock. It was true - he did like being his wife’s slut. The thought excited him even as it confused him. The last time he’d felt so turned on was in the early days of their relationship, when everything had been new. Maybe it’s just the novelty, he told himself desperately. It made him sick with shame that there could be such a pathetic side to his character.
With surprising strength for such a small woman, Rebecca let fly with the paddle. There was no warning, and Jeremy howled around the cock in his mouth, trying to stuff it further down his throat; the only thing he could think of to do that might appease his capricious wife. Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
He lost count at eight, his ass burning hot from the blows and his throat raw from trying to fit his wife’s dildo down it. Tears streamed down his face and he was powerless to stop them, there was just something about the way the paddle landed in the same zone that set his skin on fire and brought tears to his eyes. He gasped in a breath and renewed his efforts at pleasing Rebecca, sliding his lips up and down over the clear blue shaft until he gagged, then forcing himself down even further. He looked up at her hopelessly, his make-up painting streaks down his face.
Rebecca gave his cheek a satisfied pat, and he realized that had been her aim all along. To make a mess of the mascara and eye-liner that she’d applied.
“That’ll do,” she said, her voice almost tender. “On your knees now, face down, and grip your ankles,”
Jeremy obeyed, hoping to keep that sweetness in her voice. His nervousness wasn’t helped by not having her in his line of vision, and he tried to compensate with his hearing. It was no good - the only sound reaching his ears was his own labored breath. He flinched when something cold came into contact with his skin, then was soothed by Rebecca’s hand at the small of his back.
“There there,” she cooed, and he could have wept with relief. Strange, how they exchanged ‘I love you’s dozens of times a month, and yet her love for him had never felt so real as it did in that instant, with just the slightest gesture of reassurance. His wrists and ankles were secured to a bar - the cold metal object he’d been so skittish of - and he was hopelessly exposed and utterly vulnerable. His heart beat so hard that he could hear the blood thumping in his ears.
Rebecca delivered a playful spank to his glowing rear before sliding her hand between his parted thighs to fondle his balls. She held them, and his shaft, in a tight grip, while she used her other hand to milk his aching cock. Jeremy couldn’t recall ever being so sensitive to touch in his life. He felt everything; from the heavy tip of her strap-on nudging the inside of his thigh to the slight scrape of her nails over the sensitive flesh of his erection. The sound of her spitting into her palm made his cock twitch, it was so obscene, so un-Rebecca. His panties were held aside, and two fingers circled his hole teasingly.
His breath hitched. He’d asked - begged - for anal in the past, but she had never relented, unlike with the sexy photography idea of his. Needless to say, this hadn’t been quite what he’d had in mind.
“You can do this,” she asserted, right as the head of the strap-on he’d been deep-throating earlier made contact with his virgin asshole. Jeremy wasn’t convinced, but the fact that she believed it was enough to make him grit his teeth and go through with it. Not that there was very much he could do to resist at this stage, his wrists and ankles all buckled into a spreader and his wife seconds from penetrating him.
Despite this being his punishment, Rebecca didn’t start off slamming the dildo home, to Jeremy’s immense relief. She inched forward a little at a time, her eyes locked onto the spot where the thick strap-on breached her husband’s tight ass. Her panties were soaked, and the slight pressure that the toy provided on her clit was heavenly. She resisted the urge to grind her hips against it, concentrating on guiding the cock deep into her husband. She was proud of how he tolerated this, of how willingly he had given in tonight. She’d thought he’d falter, but once she’d gotten him into those heels, he was her willing servant. His quiet, girlish moans as he stretched around her dildo made her nipples rock-hard.
“What a good girl you are,” she hummed once fully sheathed inside of him. Jeremy couldn’t form a response, his focus entirely on the sensation of being stretched to his limit. The dildo was enormous, and he’d been seconds from crying out for her to wait, to give him more time to get used to it. You can do this. He would not disappoint her.
The burn changed to a sting as she jerked her hips back and withdrew, and Jeremy actually whimpered at the sensation of emptiness. It was easier the second time she pushed into him, as he learned to relax and allow the invasion. It felt wrong and dirty, he had been reduced to a shell of himself, but he couldn’t deny that he loved it as much as he hated it. He wanted to close his eyes tight and resist, and at the same time he wanted to be able to see this as an outsider would see it; the way his wife’s pony-tail would be swishing back and forth with the snap of her hips, the lustful, hungry look in her eyes as she fucked him.
The pain died down, though it didn’t disappear completely, it was still there along with that strange feeling of being full and stretched and helpless. What did happen was that he began to enjoy it. He could feel the beginnings of an orgasm building as Rebecca thrust her pelvis, driving her cock into his ass faster now, deeper. She moaned, a low and primal sound, and Jeremy’s cock - already trickling with pre-cum - twitched with arousal. He’d never been so hard, and he longed to grasp his dick, but couldn’t. All he could do was take it, succumbing completely to his wife. The smell of her sex reached his nostrils and he moaned in a voice too feminine for him to recognize as his own. He wished he could delve his tongue into her cunt and taste her nectar, but he knew he didn’t deserve to. Not tonight.
“Who’s my good little slut?” Rebecca asked, her amusement obvious. Her pace had quickened, and Jeremy tried to grasp the sheets for something to hold onto, something to ground him. “Don’t make me spank you again,” she added, low.
“I am, mistress, I am!” Jeremy said in a rush, desperate not to feel the sting of paddle again. 
“You’re what?” she demanded.
“I’m your good little slut. Please fuck me,” he begged, spurred on by the sound of her panting for breath, by the way her rhythm had become more erratic as her orgasm approached. She reached between his legs and gripped his cock firmly, stroking it as she pounded into his ass. Jeremy moaned and writhed, his powerlessness increasing as his climax approached.
“Are you going to cum?” Rebecca demanded. He didn’t know what the right answer was. He could barely remember how to speak.
“Please,” he repeated, a needy whine, trying to thrust himself back on the rubber cock that jutted so obscenely from his wife’s pelvis.
“Remember this next time you think of doing something without my permission,” she sneers, contemptuous of his wretched begging. “I’m in charge. I own you from now on,”
“Yes mistress,” Jeremy practically wept as he came, his mind emptied of all thought and emotion. His cock spasmed between his wife’s fingers, slicking her hand. She didn’t stop though, not with her hand or with her thrusting. The pleasure he felt quickly turned to pain, his sensitivity unbearable. Rebecca kept going until she reached her climax; much more dignified than his own. Her soft panting teased his skin as she caught her breath.
In silence, she unbuckled his wrists and his ankles. Jeremy didn’t move, didn’t think he possibly could. Her palm rubbing circles against the tender flesh of his ass roused him, and he awaited her instruction. She guided him to lie on his back, and he lay still and submissive as she handled his flaccid cock into some kind of device. He didn’t dare ask what it was; it didn’t hurt - though it wasn’t exactly comfortable - and if she was putting it on him, he would think of it as a gift.
“There. All locked up,” she said sweetly, giving the chastity device an experimental tug. Jeremy bit his lip so as not to cry out at the way it yanked his sensitive flesh. He looked down between his legs at the cage covering his prick. It was the same shade that she’d painted his nails, cotton-candy pink. A golden padlock sat at the top of it, and he wondered how on earth he was going to wear it at work without someone hearing it clinking every time he moved or adjusted in his seat. He was only grateful he didn’t have to go through the body scanners like passengers did…
“If a single one of those photographs can’t be taken down, Jeremy, I will make sure everyone who knows you sees what you turned into for me tonight,” Rebecca said. Jeremy squirmed, more ashamed than he was worried about his own reputation.
“I’ll fix it,” he said solemnly, sincere at last. Rebecca’s lips curled up in a satisfied smile. He’d let her down, but it wouldn’t happen again. It was as if something inside of him had clicked. She might have described it as having broken him in. He was humiliated, her inferior in every way, and she’d brought out a side of him that he’d have never otherwise known of. But there was relief in accepting his place; at her feet. From now on, he could embrace it.




Feminized At The Office
Andy knew he should just move Carol’s purse somewhere out of sight, perhaps into her drawers, or even on her chair instead of out in the open, in the middle of her desk the way it was right now. Begging for him to look through it.
He didn’t let himself, not on his first pass of the human resources office. It squatted on the smooth wooden surface of her desk, calling out to him to indulge his curiosity. But Andy diligently continued his patrol of the empty office block, shining his flashlight through the floor to ceiling glass corridors with his eyes sharpened for anything out of the ordinary.
After all, it wouldn’t do to get caught snooping.
Once he’d assured himself that there was nobody around, no stragglers with overdue projects or workaholics on calls with colleagues in different time zones — both of which had startled Andy in the past while he was working as a security guard for Williamsberg Global — he made a beeline back to the human resources office again.
Carol’s purse was still there, of course. It was one of those big designer totes, monogrammed with the fashion house’s initials. He bet it cost more than the rent on his condo, and Carol had been ditzy enough to leave it lying out in the open. Andy cast a furtive glance over his shoulder and slid it toward himself, examining the sleek quilted leather. He pushed it onto its side and gingerly jostled it until the contents spilled out. Night shift on security could get boring fast, but Andy was good at entertaining himself. Rather than sit on his ass and eat snacks with half his attention on the CCTV cameras pointed at the parking lot and the other half on his facebook news feed, Andy liked to poke around the offices and try to learn about the daytime occupants’ lifestyles. 
Carol was evidently a woman who carried her life in her purse; keys jangled out, followed by an organizer, diary, two different kinds of nail polish, emery boards, a bullet vibrator, a hairbrush, and a make-up bag. Andy unzipped the make-up bag and rifled through the assortment of pencils and brushes, feeling the beginnings of excitement stirring in him. He pushed down the urge he was having, swept everything back into the purse where it belonged, and left the damn thing where it was right in the middle of her desk. The sight of its contents had made his palms slick with sweat and a nervous flutter of excitement had rolled through him. It was… dangerous.
It was almost eleven, an hour and a half after Andy had come across the forgotten purse, when he couldn’t hold out against his temptation any longer. There was no surreptitious checking whether or not he was being observed this time, no, he strode into the office and grabbed the purse, then walked back to the security station where he spent most of his shifts.
‘It’s safer in here,’ Andy reasoned. When he went to the bathroom, he decided against leaving it unattended in the security room. Just in case.
The pretense dropped away as Andy took the door to the women’s restroom instead of the men’s. It wasn’t his first time in here, of course, it was routine to check every room on the floor as part of his patrol route. It was his first time in there with an ulterior motive, though. Andy sifted through the contents of Carol’s purse once more and he retrieved the make-up bag, pausing and smirking to himself when his fingers brushed against the vibrator. Carol was such a stuck-up sourpuss, she was the last person he expected to carry something like that around with her everywhere she went.
Andy drew the lipstick out of the case first, uncapped it, and pouted at himself in the mirror. He didn’t stop to ask himself what he was doing in here, with a coworker’s cosmetics and her purse. If he made himself inspect his behavior, he’d answer easily enough; he was bored. 
Who didn’t get a little stir-crazy on a twelve hour night shift with nothing going on? He twisted the bottom of the lipstick and examined the shade. Peach Crush. He puckered up and applied the color to his lips with more than a little finesse. Andy liked how it drew attention to his plump lips and wished, not for the first time, that it was socially acceptable to wear make-up as a man. Setting the lipstick aside, he picked up an eyeliner pencil and traced the edge of his eyelids. A touch of eyeshadow, and suddenly his ordinary look had turned into a smoldering stare. The green of his eyes popped dramatically against the smoky shades he’d applied to his skin. He tousled his hair, trying to tease it into a more feminine style. He’d always wondered if he’d look good as a woman, and what it’d be like to get complimented while made up.
The sound of the elevator rattling up from the sub-level parking lot snapped him out of his self-admiration, and he checked the time on his cell phone. Not that it would explain anything; no deliveries were due until 4am. Probably an employee realizing they’d forgotten… Oh. Andy leveled an accusatory stare at the purse sitting on the counter, then hastily grabbed a wad of tissue paper and did his best to clean off the make-up he’d put on.
The elevator doors dinged and his heart started to race. ‘Could just be the janitor,’ he thought desperately, but he had worked there long enough to know by now that the cleaning staff were all out before 9pm. Further evidence was the click-clack of heels on the tile.
Carol was a domineering woman with no tolerance for incompetence, and if she found him absent from the station and not on his patrol route, there was no question that she’d report him. She seemed to have the boss’ ear for some reason, too. Andy didn’t want to get in trouble. He shoved everything into the bag once more, double-checked his reflection in the mirror (the eyeliner was still mostly there, but he couldn’t do anything about that in time), and made himself stride out into the corridor.
He’d thought the coast was clear - he had distinctly heard the footsteps receding into the distance. What he hadn’t expected was to find Carol at the security station, staring at the bank of monitors. One of the cameras was pointed at the men’s room, and one at the women’s. When she turned to face him, her eyes were narrowed to accusatory slits. Even with such an expression marring her face, she was beautiful. She had gorgeous soft-looking skin and electric blue eyes, enhanced by flawlessly applied stripes of eyeliner at each corner.
“Hi Carol, looking for this?” Andy asked, holding up her purse. He knew she wasn’t going to believe him, but it was the story he’d settled on before he’d seen her leaning over the television screens. “I was just bringing it out to you. I figured you were coming back for it when your car pulled in,”
She braced her hands on her hips and looked him up and down slowly. Andy felt her gaze like it was a physical touch, raking over him from head to toe, and lingering on his mouth. He resisted the urge to wipe his lips, afraid that there was a smear of peach crush that he had missed in his hurry to get out of the ladies’ room.
Carol crossed the distance between them and snatched the purse from his hands, held it open, and scanned through the contents for anything missing. 
Andy could feel sweat prickling between his shoulder blades as he waited to be confronted. Carol sort of scared him, if he was honest. She was always so well put together, in her heels, stockings and tight skirt suits. She was dominant and sexy, and she had never said a single nice thing to him in all of the years they’d both worked for the company. At a guess, she’d gone out for drinks after work and made it back to her place before realizing her purse — and her keys — were still back at the office. 
“My lipstick is gone,” she snapped, lifting her head to scrutinize him further. Andy had a flash of memory, hearing something hit the floor while he was hurrying to get out of the ladies’ room. Her hand shot up to his face quicker than he could react, connecting with his cheek with a slap. The shock and the sound made him flinch more than the pain, not that it didn’t sting. Andy covered his cheek protectively with his hand, his mouth open in a perfect ‘o’ of surprise.
“Wha!?” he began, stunned that his coworker would just smack him across the face like that.
“I saw you coming out of the ladies’ bathroom with my purse! Don’t act innocent,” Carol said, drawing her hand back again. Andy winced, bracing for a second slap. Being the focus of a dominant woman’s ire was giving him the beginnings of an erection, and he hoped she didn’t notice that.
“What were you doing in there? Hm?” Carol demanded, stepping closer. Her perfume filled Andy’s nostrils, cloyingly sweet and nothing like her personality. She gripped his chin and squeezed, her red manicured nails digging into his skin.
“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he stammered, doubling down on his lie. There was no way he was going to convince her she hadn’t seen what she’d seen, but he wasn’t ready to admit what he was actually doing either. He had to buy time while he came up with a better lie.
“Are you wearing eye shadow?” Carol asked, her eyes opening wide. Andy’s mouth opened and closed futilely as he grasped for the words that would rescue him from this awful moment. He was caught between two possibilities; to aggressively deny the truth, or to own up to it and pray she’d be kind. He knew that she wouldn’t be.
“Yeah,” he said softly, his gaze dropping to the floor. If he’d expected her sympathy, he would have been disappointed. Carol started to laugh. It was surprising because he’d never actually heard the sound before, sharp and high. Cruel was the only word for it, and yet still his cock thickened in the confines of his underwear. His pulse raced as she looked him up and down a second time and noticed.
An inquisitive hand over the bulge between his legs confirmed her suspicions. Andy tried not to squirm, letting out a muted gasp as her strong fingers closed around his length.
“Dirty boy,” she sneered, amusement still playing across her dark red lips. She was looking at him with something more than her usual disdain now, though. Like a cat might look at a mouse seen scurrying into a corner, knowing its prey was trapped and weak.
“I suppose you went through all of my personal belongings, didn’t you?” she accused.
Andy saw no point in denying it, not anymore. He couldn’t have lied to her anyway, not when her hand was stroking up and down on his dick through the layers of his clothing. 
“Yes ma’am,” he croaked, heat blooming on his cheeks from embarrassment as much as from where she’d slapped him.
“That’s incredibly rude. An invasion of my privacy. Don’t you agree?”
“Yes ma’am,” Andy repeated, swallowing and averting his gaze. Carol’s hand moved from his crotch to his jaw again, and she really could grip hard. He thought he would see crescent-shaped marks where her nails had dug into him come tomorrow morning.
“And yet you’ve not said sorry, and you lied,”
“I’m sorry,” Andy said. Carol made a noise of disgust and rolled her eyes.
“I don’t think so. But you’re going to be,”
“What do you mean?” Andy dared to ask, a tremble in his voice.
“Take off that uniform,” Carol ordered, turning her attention to her purse. She picked through its contents, selecting primer, foundation and blusher before noticing Andy stood unmoving. “Make me repeat myself one more time and I’ll email Mr. Darrow first thing tomorrow morning with a complaint about you that will see you fired on the spot.”
Andy was jolted into action at the threat, unsteady hands working on the fastenings of his clothes as he stripped down to his underwear. He had kicked off his footwear and was just in his boxer-briefs when Carol laughed again, shaking her head at his sudden eagerness.
“Still hard,” she observed, smirking. The look of amusement was replaced with one of impatience in due course when his hesitation stretched on too long. She snapped her fingers, leaning back against the edge of the security station desk. “Underwear too. Why so shy? You didn’t spare a thought for how I would feel when you had your filthy hands on my private possessions,”
Andy frowned and tried to come up with an argument against what she was telling him to do, but he drew a blank. Carol wasn’t the kind of person who could be reasoned with, certainly not when she felt aggrieved. The thought of his boss reviewing the security footage and seeing him take an employee’s purse into the ladies’ room made him feel faintly ill. He’d be fired for sure, and that would go against him being able to find another job in the same field. Who would want to hire a security guard that couldn’t be trusted? He knew he had to play along, had to give in to Carol’s degrading demands no matter what. And it was true; he did have an erection despite the humiliation burning him up inside.
Andy shucked his underwear off, his hands shaky. His cock bobbed once free, so engorged that it pointed up to the ceiling. Something about being totally naked while Carol leaned arrogantly against the desk fully dressed, her slim legs crossed at the ankle and her gaze coldly appraising, was working for him.
“Get on your knees,” she said sharply, “now pucker up sweetie,” Carol sneered, lipstick poised between two slender fingers. Andy’s eyes widened as she moved in close, holding him still as she forced the lipstick he’d applied in the bathroom onto his lips. He tried to cringe away, not on purpose, but it was a natural instinct. Carol grabbed him by the hair and yanked hard, forcing his head where she wanted. Andy winced and closed his eyes, braced for the slap that landed at his cheek this time. It was harder than last time, and the crack echoed through the room.
It deterred him from trying to get away from her again, and he concentrated on keeping his balance while kneeling at her heels. Once satisfied with what she’d done to his lips, she capped the lipstick again and Andy started to relax. He could feel it, a thick coating over his mouth, and he pressed his lips together experimentally. He made no protest when she picked up something else; concealer this time. Then another powder, the soft-bristled brush tickling his skin as she applied it to his cheeks. 
Andy didn’t know how long he was on his knees for while she worked, but they were hurting by the time she sat back to admire her efforts. His face felt strange with the layers of cosmetics, his lashes heavy with mascara. He wondered what he looked like, but was afraid, too. Carol looked pleased and nodded to herself.
“Look,” she commanded, holding out the small clamshell mirror from her purse. At first he didn’t move, startled by the sudden order, uncomprehending. “You wanted to see what you’d look like in make-up, didn’t you? So look,”
His argument died in his throat. That stuff about being bored, curious, it didn’t seem to matter. Andy took the mirror and stared at his reflection in wonder. His short hair was the only thing that ruined the illusion, otherwise he’d been transformed into a slutty-looking woman with bright lips and sultry eyes. His face reddened beneath the layers of make-up as the reality of what he was doing—what had been done to him—started to sink in.
The toe of Carol’s stockinged foot traced up his thigh, slightly moist against his skin. She nudged against his hard cock, massaging her outer arch into his shaft. Andy’s eyes landed on the heel she’d slipped out of and he couldn’t help the flare of curiosity; first to what it would be like to inhale the scent of leather and her feminine musk, and second what it would be like to have his own feet encased in such sexy attire.
“I think you’re enjoying this when you’re supposed to be learning a lesson,” Carol said snidely, prodding his leaking cock-head with her toes for emphasis. Andy shrank back, having to fight the urge to cover his penis protectively.
“N-no,” he stammered, shaking his head. Carol gave a hoot of laughter and slipped her heel back on, standing to her full height plus the extra three inches that her shoes gave her.
“Lying again,” she tutted, “follow me. Don’t stand up,”
Andy watched her strut from the security station and turn onto the corridor toward her office. He stared for a few seconds, then heard the sharp snap of her clicking her fingers. He started to get to his feet, then remembered her order. He didn’t want to piss her off even more, and part of him thought he might still be able to resolve this somehow without anything too serious happening. Yes, this was… unusual to say the least, but there was nothing to say he had to lose his job.
On all fours, Andy felt like a dog as he followed Carol. The cheap carpet wore on his palms and knees, but he persevered and his cock bounced between his legs, slapping against his abdomen as he went.
Carol looked back over her shoulder and giggled maliciously.
“Oh just look at that!” she laughed, “If only I had a leash,”
Andy kept his eyes on her gorgeous, plump ass as she walked and he crawled along. Their destination was her office, as he’d expected.
“Up over the desk, slut, face down,” Carol instructed, her eyes gleaming wickedly. Andy was learning to obey now, the voice in his head that told him that this was madness, that he was only making things worse was getting harder to hear. 
He grunted at the feel of the cold wood against his heated skin. Carol pulled his hair until he’d settled into a position that she found pleasing - his ass exposed and up in the air, his hipbones flush against the desk and beginning to hurt already. He couldn’t see what she was doing, but he heard her open the drawer of her desk and take something out. His heart thundered as his mind raced with possibilities.
“You’ve more than earned this spanking, so try and take it like a man,” she mocked. The next thing Andy knew was her fingers lightly tracing over the globe of one of his ass cheeks. A split second later, the feather-light touch was gone, and she struck him with something hard and smooth. He jumped, startled, but she gave him no opportunity to recover his composure.
‘Smack! Smack! Smack!’
It took him two strikes to each side of his ass to figure out that she was spanking him with the flat side of a wooden hairbrush she’d taken from her desk. Four more, and he didn’t care what it was, as long as it stopped. He’d do anything for it to stop, it hurt so badly.
‘Smack! Smack! Smack!’ Stroke after stroke landed, each time in a slightly different spot in a brutal and punishing rhythm that had Andy wriggling and writhing against the desk, whimpers escaping him. His cock didn’t seem to mind, even as his skin blazed under Carol’s cruel ministrations. Every hit was like being stung, and his eyes pricked with tears. The pain became so bad that he was breathless, unable to drag in enough air to plead ‘no more’ and ‘please!’ until finally Carol relented.
She allowed Andy a moment to catch his breath and he sniffled as he did so, realizing that at some point during the punishment he’d started to cry.
“Oh boo now look what you’ve done. All my effort, ruined because of a little spanked bottom,” she said, her voice laced with mockery. He knew he would be feeling the effects of her hairbrush every time he sat down for days to come, and from the way his ass was throbbing and hot it was probably glowing red too.
“Well then, seeing as you’ve already made a mess of your face I don’t have to worry about that lipstick anymore,” she said decisively. Andy didn’t understand the remark at first, not until she hiked up her skirt and shimmied her panties down.
Carol reclined back in her office chair, lifting one leg so that it was braced on the desk and the other over the arm rest. Her glistening pussy lips were exposed, parting to display her wet pink cunt. Andy couldn’t help the groan that escaped him, saliva rushing to his mouth in anticipation. ‘Is she going to let me…?’ the thought broke off as Carol curled her finger in the universal come hither gesture.
Andy crawled, because he hadn’t been told he was allowed not to, and when he was within range Carol drew him closer with a calf around the back of his head, locked against his neck and ensuring he couldn’t escape.
His tongue traced around her outer lips, the scent of her sex making his dick recover from any loss of enthusiasm when her hairbrush crossed the line from pain and into agony.
“Mmm,” he hummed appreciatively as the first taste of her bloomed on his tongue. He licked around the engorged nub of her clit slowly, savoring the texture and flavor of her. He wanted to commit this to memory because he knew he’d be calling upon it for future masturbation fuel; he’d never been so aroused. And all it took was for a pissed-off, sexy woman to use and humiliate him for her own amusement.
“Suck my clit you little tease,” she said, her fingers twisting in his hair and pulling hard. Andy whined but did as he was told, covering her nub with his lips and sucking it lightly. He flicked his tongue back and forth, trying to guess from the muted huffs of her breath and the tension in her muscles how much pressure to apply.
“Now lick my asshole,” Carol demanded, shifting slightly to allow Andy access to her back-door. He eagerly tongued her from cunt to ass, pressing his tongue against the hot ring of muscle and lapping hungrily. Two red-nailed fingers pressed down over her clit and worked furiously as he licked her rear entrance, tasting her musk and juices as they trickled from her plump pussy and into his mouth. Carol was mostly quiet, so when she orgasmed and actually moaned as her pussy spasmed mere inches from his nose, Andy felt a swell of pride. His cock twitched, his balls tight. He was close to coming himself, and he hoped desperately that Carol would finish him off for a job well done.
“You’re a mess,” Carol said, but there was less disdain. Her limbs were loose and relaxed after she’d come so hard, and Andy already wanted to please her again. She had other ideas, however, rising from her chair and striding to where her panties had been discarded on the floor. She picked them up, scrunched them into a ball, and threw them at Andy.
“Put those on, why don’t you? Slut,”
Andy opened the panties out and smelled Carol’s arousal on them. He got shakily to his feet and stepped into them, wincing when the material slid across his tender ass. His cock immediately left a wet spot where it jutted against the panties.
“You like how that little bulge of yours looks in my lace, don’t you?”
“Yes ma’am,” said Andy. Carol seemed pleased by this response.
“Go and fetch my purse for me. There better not be anything missing, unless you want another spanking,”
She caught Andy’s confused look, perhaps his disappointed displeasure. He didn’t attempt to hide it, after all.
“Ha! Did you think you were going to get to cum?”
Andy looked down at his bare feet, giving half a shrug by way of response and looking up at her hopefully. Carol extended her leg and tugged the elastic trim where her stocking ended, ensuring it was snug against her mid-thigh. Andy couldn’t help but stare, the longing in him making him desperate.
“Alright, get yourself off. You’re not to use your hands though,” Carol said, rolling her eyes. Andy went from elation to disappointment as her words sank in. She wasn’t going to touch him, in fact, she was totally disinterested in him now, fixing her clothing and smoothing down her hair. Andy rocked his hips, trying to get the sexy-feeling lace panties to provide enough friction to give him the release he craved. It was futile though.
“Oh fine, you’re so pathetic one has to take pity,” Carol sneered, beckoning him over. She reached into the front of the panties as if what she was doing was beneath her, taking firm grasp of Andy’s aching, leaking cock. She pumped her fist over it and Andy’s hips jerked involuntarily.
“Oh fuck I’m coming!” he cried, the rush amplified by the sting of the material lightly chafing his ass and Carol’s too-tight grasp on his member. The pleasure was intense but short lived, as Carol continued to jerk his sensitive cock beyond the point of pleasure. “Oh, ohh,” he whimpered, pleading for her to stop. It was the most intense, erotic sensation he’d ever experienced but it was unbearable after more than five strokes of her hand. When Carol stopped, Andy almost crumpled to the floor with relief.
“Now do as I told you, don’t keep me waiting,” she dismissed.
Andy began to lower himself to the ground to crawl back out into the corridor, but Carol scoffed.
“What part of ‘don’t keep me waiting’ tells you I have time to watch you slither around on the floor? Hurry up!” she chastised, making Andy feel small and humiliated. He passed his clothes and glanced at them longingly, but didn’t dare pause to put them on. For now, he’d just have to live with the panties that were soaked through with his own cum and sticking to him. He rushed back to Carol’s office and handed the purse to her. She plucked it from his grasp and gave him a stern final appraisal.
“Clean yourself up, you’re a state,” she sneered. Andy didn’t know what to say to that; he was sure she was right, but it was she who had left him this way. He watched her go, that mesmerizing swish of her hips calling to him.
The next fifteen minutes were a blur as he scurried back to the security station for his clothes and slipped into the bathroom—mens’ room this time—and washed off his face. He could barely bring himself to glimpse his reflection, a knot of shame tightening in his stomach.  ‘I needed to keep this job,’ he told himself, ‘that’s the only reason I did it’.
Despite the confusing mix of dread and embarrassment swirling through him, he made sure to pocket Carol’s panties as a souvenir of their encounter. Once he’d freshened up and got back to his station, he found that it wasn’t the only souvenir he’d been left from tonight… There was a note in Carol’s neat, looping cursive, on a post-it stuck to the CCTV screen that pointed at the ladies’ bathroom.
‘I’ve drafted an e-mail to Mr. Darrow with screenshots that show you crawling naked in the corridors of his company. (You really should lock your computer when you’re not using it, btw!) Meet in parking lot level 2 tomorrow @ 3pm, be prompt, fully waxed, and ready to follow orders. Otherwise don’t bother coming in again, photos will go to the boss. X’
So much for ensuring he’d not lost his job. Apprehension and fear settled like acid in the pit of Andy’s belly as he read and re-read the message. He was extremely attracted to Carol, and he definitely thought he hated her for what she was doing to him, but it excited him beyond belief. What did she have in store for him tomorrow? Fully waxed, he read again. He wasn’t a hirsute man by any stretch, but he had enough body hair that the idea of a full wax made him shudder. He didn’t dare disobey her though, and by the end of his shift he’d identified a salon not too far from his condo that had a slot available. He booked it online and awaited the next day with a mounting sense of anticipation…
***
It was almost two thirty. Andy’s clothes felt loose and too-big over his newly hairless body, sliding with ease over his sensitive skin. The waxing had taken longer than expected because it had been difficult for him to take, and the beautician had given him breaks to regain his composure. The worst part had been getting his ass waxed, but not because it hurt like hell (though it absolutely did). No, it was because his ass had bruised from the spanking Carol had given him, and having a total stranger know his shame was totally humiliating.
It seemed it would be all for nothing, too, because it had made him late.
The email was probably already out. Andy was a sweating, nervous wreck by the time he pulled up in the second level of Williamsberg Global’s parking lot. Carol’s white convertible beetle was parked in the rear corner, so he took the closest space to it and climbed out of his beat-up Ford. He couldn’t see Carol inside of the car, or anywhere on the floor. She wouldn’t have waited long before going back to fire off the e-mail that would end his career.
Andy didn’t know what to do. He paced nervously, then a note on the dashboard of Carol’s car caught his eye. The same looping cursive from the night before.
‘Check the trunk x’ it read. Andy swallowed and looked around, the same way he had before he’d approached her damned purse in the first place. No-one was there, and he knew that this part of the parking lot was a blind spot on the cameras. He wasn’t sure if that was a happy accident, or a fact that Carol was fully aware of too. He’d guess the latter. The woman was razor sharp, and she had him over a barrel. 
He opened the trunk and found a large paper bag. There was a note on it that said ‘wear me’. Andy tipped out the contents and felt his mouth go dry. There was another note.
‘Be upstairs 2:30 sharp.’
There was a pair of deep purple open toe pumps, and Carol must have guessed his size simply by sight. She’d done a good job, not that Andy felt particularly grateful for that right then. There was a pair of stockings just like the ones Carol had worn last night, in fact they were the ones from last night as far as he could tell. They carried the scent of stale sex and Carol’s by now familiar perfume. Andy’s cock responded as if he’d been conditioned. He half wondered if that wasn’t the truth, Carol had pushed him into a new realm of sexuality and he didn’t think he could go back to mere fantasy.
He put a stop to his daydreaming, realizing that he had only a few moments to dress himself as instructed and make his way up to the office floor. There was still a chance that she hadn’t sent out the e-mail.
Andy unbuckled his belt, shrugged out of his jacket, and cast another look around the full parking lot. All it would take was someone leaving early for an appointment, or coming in late after a meeting, and he’d have an impossible job in trying to explain himself. He didn’t have time to think of any alternative though. He had everything he needed in the trunk to pass for someone else. Carol had provided him with it all, right down to a wig. The one she’d chosen was coppery-red, and it felt nice when he ran his fingers through it. Once it was on, the length fell to his shoulders.
The most worrying part was stripping off his pants and underwear to slip into the tight black miniskirt. His underwear was too long—rather, the skirt was too short!—so Andy had no choice but to take off his boxers. That was the one oversight Carol had made; no panties. There was a sexy black bra and a pair of squishy soft breast forms to fill it out. Andy felt a pang of regret that he didn’t have more time to explore these items, but his time was almost up. He buttoned up the rose-colored silk blouse over his ample tits and tried to get the material to sit in a way that didn’t show the nipples quite so prominently. It was a wasted effort.
Finally, he wiggled his feet into the shoes. He felt like the only way he could walk without toppling over was to pretend he was on his tiptoes. He almost tripped in his hurry to bundle the clothes he’d arrived in into the trunk of his car. He was relieved when he saw his aviator sunglasses in there, and snatched them up to at least partially cover his face.
It was probably a good thing that he’d been late; if he had time to think things through, he never would have made it to the elevators. As it was, he was rushing and panicked, he didn’t pause to worry about what was still to come.
The elevator car arrived with a cheerful ping, and Andy got in. He wouldn’t be able to get far without an ID card, and he’d left the one bearing his name and photograph behind in the trunk of his car. As if by leaving the badge there, he’d also leave Andy there, and become someone else entirely.
He shifted his weight anxiously from heel to heel, finding the unfamiliar stretch on his arches already starting to pain him. He tugged the hem of his little skirt down and tried to make his steps small, deliberate and feminine as he walked out onto the floor. The reception desk was up ahead, and Andy had no plan for how he was going to get onto the office floor.
“Over here,” Carol’s voice was laced with impatience, but he was actually relieved to hear it. He turned his head and saw her by the entrance to the ladies’. She tapped her wrist as if to say you’re late, and Andy almost tripped over himself to reach her.
“I’m sorry, it took longer than I expected-” he broke off as Carol grabbed him just above the elbow and steered him into the bathroom.
“Sit,” she commanded, pointing to a small bench opposite the mirrored wall with sinks mounted to it. He did, trying in vain to pull the skirt down so that his bare ass didn’t touch the wood. He could see from craning his neck over his shoulder that the skin on his cheeks had bloomed into a purplish-red courtesy of Carol’s spanking.
“Don’t you have panties on, you little slut?” Carol asked, quirking a perfectly shaped eyebrow at him. Andy’s eyes widened, and he cast a cautious look around the bathroom. The stalls went all the way down, and as far as they knew, there could be other people in here.
“I- no,” he replied, when it became obvious that it was expected of him.
“What about the ones I gave you last night? Hm? What have you done with those?”
Andy’s cheeks flushed, her tone making him angry but mostly at himself, for allowing her to do this to him.
“Took them home and jerked off into them, didn’t you?” she said, laughing when he turned his gaze to the heels he was wearing. His legs looked so feminine in them, something about how they made his calf tense and lengthened the arch of his foot.
His heart started to pump faster as Carol hitched up her skirt once again, teasing down her panties. She handed them to him wordlessly, a look of disdain darkening her eyes.
“Thank you ma’am,” he said, earning a satisfied nod in response. Carol proceeded to apply make-up to his face with a practiced hand, taking more care than she had the previous night. She’d been giving his lashes the finishing touch of mascara when the door swung open and the receptionist stuck her head around the door.
“What is it, Bethany?” Carol asked impatiently. It was no relief to hear her using that same exasperated tone of voice with someone other than him; he was too busy quietly dying of humiliation.
“You asked me to let you know as soon as Mr. Darrow was in the office. He’s just arrived,” Bethany said, glancing at Andy curiously.
“Thank you,” Carol said, though she may as well have said dismissed. Bethany seemed only too glad to make her escape.
“Don’t faint now,” she warned him, landing a slap on his bottom for emphasis. “She didn’t recognize you, nobody will. You’re my work experience girl and you’re to do exactly as you’re told,”
Andy nodded agreeably. If Mr. Darrow had just arrived, Carol couldn’t have shown him anything yet. He was still in with a chance of making it out of this without being fired, though it seemed less and less about keeping his job and more and more about seeing just how far Carol would go.
“Why are you doing this?” he asked in a small, timid voice.
“To teach you a lesson,” Carol replied without missing a beat. “Question me again and I’ll give you more than just the back of my hairbrush. Do I make myself clear?”
Andy nodded vigorously. “Yes ma’am,”
In the mirror, he saw the reflection of two women. One was beautiful, severe, with flawless skin and crimson lips. The other was him somehow; slutty, playful, obedient. The hot pink lipstick he was wearing perfectly complimented his blouse, which showed more than a hint of his lacy black bra beneath.
“Feeling sexy?” Carol smirked, noticing his study of his own reflection. Andy blushed and looked down, and for the first time she didn’t demand he answer her. “Come on,”
Andy tried to keep up with Carol’s pace down the corridors, but she walked in heels with a confident strut, whereas Andy was still finding his footing. He was staring down at his feet, concentrating on remaining upright, when he stumbled into someone.
“Careful sweetie,” a low, gravelly voice said. It was warm, like the strong hand that reached out and steadied him by the shoulder. Andy gazed up, open-mouthed, staring straight into his boss’ honey-brown eyes. Henry Darrow looked back at him with interest. “Everything alright?”
“Yes sir,” Andy whispered, lowering his gaze. His heart was pounding, blood roaring in his ears. He cast a glance in Carol’s direction, and saw the woman making her way back.
“Oh dear, Andrea, did you get lost?” she asked him, her tone simpering. Andy nodded, strands of hair falling forward into his face and providing something of a veil to obscure his face.
“Ah is this one yours, Caroline?” Mr. Darrow asked. Carol’s responding smile was brilliant and bright.
“Certainly is. First day, she’s very excited to be here. Isn’t that right, Andrea?”
Andy swallowed nervously and nodded. His skin tingled as he felt his boss’ eyes wander down the length of his body, pausing when it came to his cleavage.
“Come along,” Carol cooed, taking his hand and tugging. He forgot he was wearing heels and staggered a few steps before recovering.
“I’ll check in with you ladies later,” Mr. Darrow said. Andy almost gave the game away when his boss’ hand stroked the back of his thigh and rested on the tender curve of his ass. He squeezed, then winked and chuckled at Andy’s gasp of surprise.
Inside Carol’s office, once she’d shut the door, his shoulders slumped. His heart still hadn’t calmed.
“He thought I was-!”
“Of course he did. Now I want you to file these documents and clear out that cabinet,” Carol said, settling down at her desk. She slipped out of her heels and stretched her legs out, wiggling her toes. Andy didn’t wait to be told twice.
Once the job was done, Carol told him to bend over her desk again. Andy’s face evidently showed how enamored with that idea he was, because Carol rolled her eyes.
“Relax. You’re not getting another spanking. Not unless you make me tell you a third time. Bend. Over.”
He dutifully obeyed, wincing when his miniskirt was teased up to show off his panties. They were pulled down next, and Carol’s finger dipped into the cleft of his ass without preamble. 
“Very good job with the wax, by the way,” she hummed.
“Th-thanks,” Andy replied, stammering as Carol’s finger was replaced with something colder, slick with lubricant. “What’s that?” he squeaked before he could stop himself.
“It’s a plug. You’re to wear it for the rest of the day, unless I take it out or tell you that you may take it out. Struggle, and I’ll go up to a larger size to teach you a lesson,”
Andy was learning to loathe Carol’s lessons. He held still and tried to relax at the invasion of something slippery and wide into his back passage. The plug was heavy and felt like it was steel, the weight of it settling firmly against his prostate once it was fully sheathed. His cock responded eagerly to the stimulation, and Carol laughed and poked the bulge that had formed beneath his skirt before she pulled his panties back up.
The rest of the afternoon progressed with Andy doing whatever tasks Carol set him to. Mostly it was mundane clerical work or fetching coffee, though she had him rub her stockinged feet until his hands ached (and so did his cock, especially with the plug pushing against him in just the right way). He was in the middle of re-alphabetizing the company reference texts on the bookshelf when Mr. Darrow came into the office to talk to Carol. Andy was so nervous about being recognized—or having the man’s hands on him again—that he didn’t manage to follow their conversation. Something about Mr. Darrow hiring a new PA.
To his relief, Carol ordered him to fetch another coffee for Mr. Darrow and he was able to leave the room. It was torturous, being in the familiar corridors and hallways, waiting for someone to realize who he was. Every moment, he was sure that someone would. He didn’t want to keep Carol and Mr. Darrow waiting, he had a feeling he’d be made to be very sorry for any missteps he made, so hurried back as fast as his heels permitted.
“Thanks sugar,” Mr. Darrow said when accepting the proffered cup of coffee. His fingers brushed Andy’s wrist suggestively, and he felt the warmth blossoming over his cheeks. Carol observed this interaction with pursed lips, amusement dancing in her eyes. 
“Andy, do be a dear and reach down the Reed folder for me,” Carol instructed. Andy. She’d called him Andy. He gulped and hurried to do what he was asked, desperately hoping that Mr. Darrow didn’t pick up on the slip of the tongue (though Andy doubted it was an accident on Carol’s part; she wanted to see him squirm).
His tiny skirt rode up as he reached up to the top shelf where Carol had him place the requested file earlier in the afternoon. He tugged it back down to no avail, all the action did was make him more aware of the plug stretching out his ass. He finally grasped the file and turned back to see Mr. Darrow’s gaze somewhere around his waist. Carol was stifling a smirk.
“Here you go,” said Andy, not having to force his voice to be high and feminine; his discomfort pushed it that way without any affectation necessary. Mr. Darrow cleared his throat and adjusted his perfectly tailored suit pants over the bulge at his crotch. Andy’s heart thumped wildly in his chest and he averted his eyes, both mortified and exhilarated.
“Thank y-” was as far as Carol got before Mr. Darrow’s hand snaked up Andy’s skirt, his fingertips inches from his hardening cock. He panicked, thrusting the folder at Carol without care. The resultant movement jarred the desk and caught the edge of the coffee cup, sending dark liquid sloshing across the table. Worst of all, droplets splashed Carol’s silk blouse. Andy could read the untempered fury in her eyes, and he felt terribly sorry for himself.
“Oh dear,” Mr. Darrow said, not sounding particularly upset, nor remorseful for his part in causing the mishap. He stood, brushing imaginary lint from his shirt. “I’ll leave you to it,”
He offered Andy a wink, oblivious to his abject misery. Andy almost wanted to beg him to stay; Carol’s wrath wasn’t going to be pretty. But he didn’t much like his chances with Mr. Darrow, either.
“I’m sorry, he put his hand up my skirt-!” Andy babbled once he’d gone, grabbing a handful of tissues and doing his best to mop up the spillage.
“I’m aware of that,” Carol said dryly. She unbuttoned her blouse and slid it off while Andy finished cleaning up. When he turned around again, he stopped in his tracks. The top halves of her breasts were on display, and the edges of her dusky pink nipples. She had a spare shirt on a hanger that she changed into gracefully while he watched, wondering what it would be like to tease her nipples into hardness with his tongue. She was a very attractive woman and if he was being honest, even without the imminent threat of losing his job held over him, he probably still would have done anything she said. Even if it humiliated and emasculated him, and resulted in his male boss making a pass at him.
“Over the desk again, now,” Carol said coldly. Andy whimpered.
“It wasn’t my fault,” he protested.
“No? Not even a little?”
He kept a sullen silence for a moment, then relented. It had been his fault for overreacting at the shock.
“Please not another spanking,” he said, more to himself under his breath than to Carol; he knew she’d do what she pleased, whether he agreed to it or not. He assumed the position that was becoming customary, his hip bones throbbing unpleasantly from the repeated pressure. He stretched his arms out to grip the opposite side of the desk for balance, hoping to relieve some of the tension in his calves from leaning over this way in high heels.
“No, not this time. You might even like this. In fact, I bet you’ll cum,” Carol said with a harsh laugh. Andy’s prick stirred and he silently called it a traitor. His thoughts dissolved into nothing but sensation and trying to anticipate what would happen next, though, as Carol stripped off his panties took hold of the base of the plug seated in his ass.
She turned it slowly, increasing the pressure on his sweet spot, then taking it away. After a few minutes of this he bit back a whimper as she removed it. He hadn’t expected to feel so empty once it was gone, but he did. His ass needed to be filled. He got an involuntary flash of Mr. Darrow’s bulging package and thought, with a genuine sliver of terror, that Carol might call him back in here right now.
The fear was short lived. Carol had moved away from the desk briefly, but she returned and Andy felt something bump against his ass. Both of Carol’s hands gripped his hips, repositioning him to an angle that she preferred, so he knew it wasn’t something she was holding.
He risked a glance over his shoulder and saw a thick red dick swinging from a harness that was fastened over her curvaceous hips. It was slick with lube and pointing right at his willing hole. Andy had never had a cock in his ass before, fake or otherwise. He’d never really thought about it, but now it was happening, he found himself surprisingly amenable to the idea. Carol closed in, applying firm pressure until his ass began to swallow the broad tip of her dildo.
The stretching was intense, and Andy cried out as it worsened. It hurt, but Carol didn’t care. She gave him small intervals of respite where she would adjust her angle or secure the straps of her harness, but it was up to him to relax himself and allow the invasion. His cock was left ignored, pressed between his abdomen and the smooth table.
“Say you want my cock in your ass, slut,” Carol said, and he could hear her smiling. Andy gave a muffled whimper that turned to a plea as Carol started to withdraw.
“I want your cock in my ass!” he cried out, feeling the sweat breaking out under his pretty blouse. The idea that Mr. Darrow—or anyone else working at Williamsberg Global—could stroll in and catch him like this was terrifying, but somehow added to his excitement.
“Good,” Carol purred, plunging forward. Andy winced and bit down on his scream as the cock impaled him. Carol was sorely mistaken if she thought he’d get off on this - or so he thought, while she was pounding away at his tender ass with her strap-on. Until she changed her angle.
Warmth and pressure began to build as her rhythm picked up the pace, and Andy could only hold onto the desk and try to take it. The sensations were almost overwhelming, and he wished he could grab his dick and stroke it while he was being fucked by this dominant woman. He could feel it sliding around under him, lubricated by the generous amount of pre-cum he had leaked. The more Carol pounded his tight ass, the more seemed to escape from him.
“Ohhh,” he groaned, trying to spread his legs wider and let Carol fuck him even deeper.
“There it is,” Carol said, gloating. Andy was incoherent beneath her, pleasure radiating through his limbs from the spot she was stimulating with that silicone cock reaming him. He was on the cusp of something, and the sound of her orgasm—the hitch of breath and the moan of pleasure he’d heard when he ate her pussy last night—was enough to drive him over the edge. His orgasm hit, and this time it wasn’t ruined. He came harder than he had the night before, than he ever had in his life, feeling his cock twitch and jerk against the desk beneath him. The cry of relief that had broken free from him was surely loud enough to have been heard on the next floor, let alone the next room.
And he was too spent to care. He heard Carol sliding off her harness and tidying herself up, but he remained in position over the desk, gasping for breath and waiting for his heart rate to calm.
“Get up, lick my desk clean, you’ve made a fine mess of it,” Carol said, sounding infinitely more composed than Andy felt. His arms shook as he lifted himself from his prone position. The surface of Carol’s desk was smeared with his semen, the idea of using his tongue to clean it up didn’t appeal to him — certainly not after he’d just orgasmed. But he knew better than to argue by now, and lowered his head to lap at the salty cream.
“You know, the way you took my cock just now, I think you’d make an excellent candidate for a position that’s just opened up,” Carol said slyly, reclining in her chair and resting her feet on the corner of the desk as she watched him lick it clean. It took a moment for him to realize what she was talking about. Mr. Darrow wanted a PA, wasn’t that why he’d been in earlier? Well, that, and to harass Andrea the work experience girl.
“In fact I think I’ll put that CCTV footage on a USB and tie a red ribbon around it, leave it on Mr. Darrow’s desk,” she said, smiling. Andy’s stomach clenched. He couldn’t tell if she was serious or not… And he wasn’t so sure, anymore, if it would be such a bad thing to be found out!



Trained And Humiliated
Tommy winced at the sound of the apartment door slamming shut. It felt like his wife had only left for work an hour or two ago, and yet she was back already. He checked the time in the bottom corner of his computer screen and saw it was indeed the usual time she returned from work, and yet again he’d lost track of time.
He grabbed some of the dirty clothes that were strewn around the room as quickly as he could, stuffing them into the laundry hamper. It didn’t make much difference; the place was a mess. Before she’d left that morning, Megan had made it very clear to him that she expected him to clean up after himself, especially while he was at home all day.
He’d just kept putting it off, and now he could hear her measured footsteps as her heels clicked on the hallway floor. He could just picture the crinkle of disgust at the bridge of her delicate nose as she took in the sight of the still overflowing trash can, the piles of dirty dishes untouched in the sink, and the moldering takeout containers on every surface. ‘Shit!’
Tommy braced himself for the sound of her yelling, but the scolding he was afraid of never came.
“Tom, can you come out here please,”
She sounded so calm, and in a way, that was worse than being screamed at. His heart quickened, a worm of fear crawled in his belly. ‘She’s had enough. She’s going to leave,’ a small voice inside his head said. He didn’t wait for her to ask a second time; taking a deep breath, he followed the sound of her voice and met her in the living room.
“Hey. I’m really sorry about the-” Tommy began, but fell silent as soon as his wife lifted her finger to her lips. The universal gesture to be quiet. Honestly, even he was getting tired of hearing his excuses. Ever since he’d switched to working freelance, staying home all day, things had started to slide. It wasn’t just the chores around the house he wasn’t pulling his weight on, and it wasn’t the first time Megan had conveyed her unhappiness.
The way she looked at him right then made him ashamed of himself. There was no warmth in her jade-green eyes. He glanced down at the over-sized t-shirt he was wearing--the same one he’d slept in, as a matter of fact--and noticed that it was stained.
“Filthy. When was the last time you put clean clothes on?”
“I-”
“You know what, I don’t even care. Just take those off,” she sighed. Tommy turned as if to leave the room, but her fingers tangling in his hair stopped him.
“Ouch!” 
“I’m not finished with you, and I said get undressed,” his wife said, her voice still low but some annoyance creeping in now, “and how long has it been since you last had a hair cut? Your hair’s almost as long as mine,”
It seemed rhetorical, so Tommy just kept his mouth shut and quickly pulled his shirt over his head. She tapped her foot, waiting for him to continue, so he timidly stepped out of the sweats he was wearing. He felt more self-conscious than he ought to have been, naked in front of his own wife. But he couldn’t remember the last time he’d been totally exposed like this, and Megan’s demeanor was enough to drop the temperature in the whole apartment. 
Hardly a sign he was about to get lucky.
She shook her head as she looked him up and down, and he couldn’t blame her for her disappointment in him. He’d gone from an attentive husband who took care of her needs and took care of himself, to this. 
She deserved better.
“I can’t keep having this conversation, Tom,” she said, sounding tired.
“Listen, I’ll do everything you asked me to do. I’ll do it right now-” he stopped abruptly when Megan grabbed him by the jaw, her scarlet nails digging into his flesh. 
“No. You listen. Things are going to change. You’ve had more than enough opportunities to show you want to be my partner--my equal--and you’ve let me down every time. I’m not doing this anymore,”
Tom had never heard her sound like this before. In all their arguments over the years they’d been together, she’d never sounded so… dispassionate. His legs felt weak. His palms were sweating.
“Meg, what are you saying?” he asked, barely a croak. He couldn’t cope if she left him.
“I’m saying that from now on you do exactly what I say, when I say it,”
“Okay, yeah, of course,” Tommy nodded agreeably. He couldn’t believe he was actually going to get another chance. He wouldn’t waste it, not this time.
“This time’s going to be different,” she said, a wicked glint in her eye. Tommy just kept nodding, relief washing over him. It barely registered that she had reached into her purse and pulled something out.
“I’m meeting Veronica tonight. I wanted to come home first and check on things here. I want this place to be spotless, and I want you to be spotless too,”
“Of course. I promise, I’ll do it right now,” Tommy said, faltering a little as his eyes caught on what she was holding. She held it up, letting him see better. A pink leather collar with a cute letter T charm on it rested in her palm. Tommy swallowed and looked up at her.
“You’re going to wear this while you do it,”
“Oh- okay,” Tommy didn’t sound certain. He felt like Megan was looking for something from him. Resistance? When he didn’t argue as she slid the collar around his neck and buckled it tightly, that wickedness seemed to return to her.
“Well, what are you waiting for?” she prompted. Tommy jumped at the sharpness in her voice, and immediately got to work on the chores he’d neglected. All the while, Megan watched him like a hawk, her arms folded over her ample chest. He kept waiting for her to announce that she was leaving to meet her friend, after all, she did say that they were going to meet. But Megan didn’t seem like she was going anywhere.
“Babe, I’m kind of cold,” he said, when he was almost done in the living room. Megan’s lip curled, and she grabbed his hair again, yanking hard enough to make him cry out.
“Babe? While you’re wearing that collar, you’ll call me mistress, is that understood? And no more whining from you,”
Tommy swallowed, blood rushing to his face as well as his cock. Megan had always been sort of bossy, and that had been fine by him. This was more than bossy though… And it had started ever since she’d struck up a friendship with Veronica. He couldn’t say if he liked it, but it was certainly turning him on.
“Yes mistress,” he said, sounding more surprised than obedient. “I… I’m cold, though, do you think I could-”
“Stop whining,” she sneered, “get on your knees by the corner,”
Tommy looked over to where she was pointing, confused and surprised to see that he wasn’t the only one that’d been busy. While he was distracted with his task, she’d set up the corner of the room in a way that made Tommy’s heart begin to race. ‘When did that eye-hook get there?’ he wondered, as he got close enough to spot the heavy-duty ring that had been installed in the wall. On a small table, there was an array of cosmetics. Foundation, blusher, mascara, nail polish.
He got a sinking feeling in his gut, like things had only just begun, and were only going to get worse from here…
“I said on your knees,” she said, clicking her fingers. Tommy hastily complied, and watched her approach from where he knelt. She walked with a confident swing to her hips, and he’d never seen anyone manage to make a silk blouse and pencil skirt look so amazingly sexy. His wife was a Goddess, and Goddesses could be cruel on a whim.
Proving it, she raked her nails over his scalp and yanked his head to the side, holding it steady as she drew back her palm and slapped his cheek. 
It wasn’t a playful slap. Tommy guessed he was feeling just a fraction of his long-suffering wife’s pent up anger in that single hit, and that the worst was yet to come.
“You’re not a man. A man wouldn’t need disciplining like this. Even your hair’s like a girl’s lately. That’s what I’m going to make you, Tommy,”
“What?” Tommy gasped, his eyes cutting to the make-up on the table nearby. “This is a joke right?”
She laughed coldly and snapped a pair of handcuffs around his wrists, attaching them to a chain which she looped through the eye-hook in the wall. He was too dismayed to do anything but watch, and then it was too late. He tried to pull away, but it was no good. He was tethered, and the amount of chain he had to move around was entirely dependent on what Megan allowed. If she wanted, she could pull it taut and he’d have to stand with his arms up over his head.
The cuffs weren’t the usual cheap novelty ones you could get from the adult store, either. They were all black, and there was no sign of a safety mechanism. Tommy was out of his depth. He’d suggested tying Megan up to her once, and she’d laughed in his face. He’d no idea she had this side to her. ‘Veronica,’ he realized, his dread warring with a burgeoning sense of excitement. ‘She must have something to do with this change in Megan, this sudden cruelty.’
“What are you doing?” he asked, almost a squeak. Megan had pulled the chain taut so he couldn’t use his arms to fend her off as she advanced.
“I think I’ll call you Tammy. Shall we start with your dress? Seeing as she says she’s cold…” Megan’s smirk was mocking as she pulled out a garment that had been just out of Tommy’s view. 
It looked to him like one of those sexy little French maid outfits women might wear at Halloween, or in the bedroom. It was shiny black satin, with a white half-apron trimmed with ruffle. The shoulders had the same delicate lace.
“Don’t make me wear that,” Tommy pleaded, pulling against his restraints as though he might be able to hold his hands out to stop her.
“Don’t be silly,” Megan chided, like he’d said he was worried it might rain, or something else equally inconsequential. Tommy’s arms were heavy from being trapped above his head for so long, and when she let him loose so that the dress could be put on, he was too weak to stop her.
It drove home how far he’d fallen. He used to go to the gym every other day before work; he’d been strong and fit. Now, his 5’4 wife was easily able to push him around like this!
“Megan- Mistress- I don’t want to be a girl,” he protested. It felt surreal to even be saying those words to her.
“Really?” Megan asked, sounding serious. Like if he really begged her to, she might put a stop to this. It was like time stopped for a moment, as she stared into Tommy’s frantic eyes. She tugged the hem of his dress down, and reached under the skirts to grasp his throbbing cock. He tried to squirm away, to hide his erection by pressing his thighs together, but Megan was undeterred.
“We’d better get you nice and smooth,” she cooed, when he made no further protest after she’d squeezed his rock-hard cock.
She had everything she needed to hand, and Tommy could only gasp and twist against his restraints as Megan applied a lather of shaving gel to his legs. The scent of it drifted up to him, pleasantly feminine. He’d always thought Megan’s shower gels and shampoos smelled more appealing than the manly stuff he used himself.
Megan ran the razor over his legs with practiced efficiency, and it wasn’t so bad. It didn’t hurt at least, which was more than he could say about his arms, which were beginning to ache quite badly now.
“Mistress,” he said meekly, “do you think I might rest my hands in my lap please?”
Megan rolled her eyes.
“You’re such a whiny bitch. Alright, I’ll loosen the chain - but if you resist, you’ll regret it. Clear?”
“Yes mistress,” he said, thanking her when he no longer had to stretch his arms up over his head.
He forgot that he’d said he wouldn’t resist when it came to shaving his more intimate areas. Megan tugged his knees apart and gave him the hem of his apron to hold up as she zeroed in on his pubic zone. He was still semi-erect, and when she grabbed his dick and lifted it so that she could run the razor over his balls, he got fully hard.
He was afraid she’d catch him with the blade, so nervous that he held his breath as she worked it over him. Without warning, she slapped at his balls until they were taut against his body. His responding gasp was pained and indignant, but he held the apron up to allow her access all the same.
Until she reached his asshole, and showed no sign of stopping. He tried to shy away, and she squeezed his cock hard in response.
“Sorry mistress,” he whimpered, but he’d resisted. It didn’t matter that he was sorry, she’d given him an instruction and he’d failed to follow it. ‘You’ll regret it’, she’d promised.
Megan finished shaving him and toweled off any residue, then stood back to look him over. Tommy felt more exposed and naked than he had done when he was wearing nothing. His cock was still standing upright, throbbing with anticipation. His sensitivity was heightened, but he couldn’t say for sure if it was being clean-shaven or the events that were transpiring.
“I told you not to resist,” she tutted, but rather than seeming genuinely angry at him, she seemed like she was having fun. There was a spiteful glimmer in her eyes. “I am going to punish you for that, but first let’s finish dressing you up,”
She slipped sheer black stockings over his feet, the smooth material gliding up his freshly shaved legs. Once they were in place, she slid his feet into a pair of ankle-strap heels. The buckles glinted prettily, and when he looked down at his legs once she’d finished, Tommy could hardly recognize himself.
“Please…” Tommy said, but it was only a token protest by now, and each time he’d beg her to stop, Megan would simply laugh and grab his achingly hard cock, telling him he loved every minute of what was happening.
And he did, deep down. He was exhilarated with what was happening, so turned on it was bordering on painful. He was becoming someone else--Tammy, not Tommy--and she could be slutty and submissive and follow all of the depraved commands Megan gave him.
Megan brushed his hair, styling it into pigtails that she seemed to enjoy pulling on to get him to turn his head this way and that as she applied make-up to his face. She took her time, and his feet were starting to hurt in the high heels, but there was something almost relaxing about the strokes of the cosmetic brush over his cheeks and eyelids.
A knock at the door jolted Tommy back into the moment, nearly causing Megan to smear his make-up. A slow smile spread over her face.
“All done, just in time,”
“Just in time for what?” he squeaked. But Megan didn’t reply, she turned on her heel and went to answer the door, leaving Tommy in his cute little uniform, unable to run or hide.
“Perfect timing,” he heard his wife saying.
“Oh really? I can’t wait to see,”
Tommy’s blood ran cold as he recognized that voice. 
Veronica. 
He knew she’d have something to do with this, would be the one who’d brought out this side of Megan. He didn’t know whether to hate her or thank her, but there was still plenty of time left to make his mind up on that.
The two women walked into the room, and Tommy’s skin prickled with humiliation that someone other than his wife was seeing him this way. It was bad enough that she’d done this to him in the first place, but now there was a witness to his humiliation too…
“Veronica, this is Tammy,” Megan said, barely suppressing her laughter. Veronica drew close and brazenly lifted the edge of Tommy’s dress, stifling a giggle when she saw his small cock all pink and hard.
“What an improvement,” Veronica said. Megan nodded in agreement.
“Yes, but she’s been making such a fuss. I’m about to give her a spanking for trying to get out of being shaved,” 
Tommy felt his face growing hot, his sense of embarrassment deepening. A spanking?
“Please, I don’t want to be spanked,” he pleaded, but the women just laughed in his face. Veronica grabbed his cock and balls without warning, her hand like a vice. He tried to move away, but she held tight. Any attempt at escaping just resulted in pain pulsing through his abdomen from his manhandled organ.
“Of course you don’t,” Veronica rolled he eyes, not believing Tommy for a second.
“It’ll teach you to think twice before you try squirming out of your punishments,” Megan said. “Now, what do you think, over the knee or bent over the arm of the couch?”
The last part wasn’t directed at him. It was as if he wasn’t even in the room as the two women debated the best position to spank him in. It was decided that he’d be taken over his wife’s lap for twenty strikes of her palm and then, if he didn’t take them well enough, it would be Veronica’s turn.
Tommy felt silly and supremely embarrassed as he was yanked by his leash to lie across his wife’s lap. Veronica was on hand to make sure he didn’t wriggle or try to get away, and she held his arms firmly, twisted behind his back.
“Don’t you press your face into the couch cushions, missy,” Megan barked, just in time to prevent Tommy from smearing the upholstery with his freshly done make-up. “Keep your back straight and count every stroke you’ve earned. If you miss one, I’ll start all over again. If you struggle, Veronica will take over, and if you think my hand stings… Well, just wait and see, madam,”
It wasn’t right that it was making him so hard, hearing his wife refer to him in the feminine. He blamed it on how sensitive everything was now he’d shaved. Lying across her lap, the silky material of his dress caressed his hardened cock and made the teasing even worse. He couldn’t resist moving his hips to chase the delightful friction. It felt so good… but he needed to be careful he didn’t get caught doing it, that would surely mean worse punishment.
“O-one!” he stammered as the first hit connected. It wasn’t too hard. Almost experimental. He soon realized that Megan was just warming up, as her hand began to land with steadily increasing force and speed.
By seven, it was starting to smart. And still his cock strained for the softness of the material pressed against it, aching to be touched, to be allowed to cum. He was distracted by how each time Megan raised her hand, it let him grind his dick down for a little friction. He didn’t say ‘seventeen!’ fast enough.
“You disobedient girl,” his wife snapped. “Well that means back to the start!”
“No, please,” Tommy whimpered, but he wriggled and presented his ass to her eagerly.
“She’s enjoying that,” Veronica tutted, pulling his arms tighter behind his back. “Rubbing her little cock against her dress, look how wet she’s made it!”
Megan gasped as if outraged, and Tommy’s heels kicked out, struggling for purchase as he was displaced by his wife recoiling.
“My turn,” Veronica cooed, practically gleeful. Oh no, Tommy thought. Veronica frightened him. She was beautiful, but there was nothing soft or kind about her. She didn’t seem the type of woman to suffer fools, or disobedient girls.
Tommy was made to stand against the couch with his legs spread, a position that left his balls far more vulnerable than they had been when he was over Megan’s lap.
That wasn’t all - Veronica wasn’t going to be using her palm to spank him. She’d brought her own bag along with her; Tommy got a sinking feeling as it dawned on him that she and Megan had planned all of this in advance, that they knew he would have squandered his last chance to show his wife the respect she deserved.
He swallowed and tried to keep still at the sound of Veronica’s bag being opened. He thought he’d rather not see what was coming, what else she had tucked away in there for later on…
Tommy couldn’t help put peek over his shoulder when he heard the loud swoosh! of something being swung through the air. He caught sight of a wide paddle with a dozen holes bored through it, and then his eyes squeezed shut in pain. The sting was unbearable on his already reddened ass.
“Ohh! Ouch, ouch!” Tommy gasped as the second swat landed. Veronica handled the paddle like a professional, swinging it in quick, confident strokes of her arm to land on his tenderized flesh.
“Oh no! No more, please,” he pleaded, terrified that Veronica would miss (or not) and catch his dangling balls with the cruel piece of wood she was wielding.
“The more you squirm, the worse it’ll be,” she advised. Tommy stuffed his fist into his mouth to stifle his cries as he endured smack after smack. She rained blows down on the tops of his thighs, but mainly focused her assault on the fleshy globes of his ass. By the time she finally let up, his ass was blazing.
“So red!” Megan commented. She traced her finger over his sore skin lightly, and it felt like it was made of fire. Tommy hadn’t been able to help the tears that leaked from his eyes - the stinging was just too much to bear.
“Are you going to do as you’re told next time?” 
“Yes mistress,” he sniffled.
“Good girl,” Megan said, tugging the hem of Tommy’s dress. The ordeal had made him lose his erection, at least for now.
“Now it’s nice and red, it’s time to start training that ass,” Veronica announced, once again reaching into her bag of tricks. Tommy looked hopelessly at Megan, but she simply smiled.
“Spread ‘em,” Veronica barked, using the toe of her shoe to force Tommy’s legs even further apart. She spread his ass cheeks open firmly, which was agony after the spanking he’d been put through. He did his best not to cry out, afraid it would earn him another spanking.
He’d do anything to avoid going through that again.
Tommy flinched as something cold and wet nudged against his asshole. He clenched his cheeks together instinctively, his eyes wide with shock and uncertainty.
“Try to relax,” Megan instructed. Tommy looked up at her, biting his lip. Her make-up and hair were both immaculate, as usual, and there was a hungry look in her eyes. He wondered if she was turned on by watching him humiliated this way, or if it was just about punishing him. He was starting to think it was the former, and then his mind went blank because the object probing at his ass slid deeper into him, stretching his hole.
He tried to relax, but it didn’t help.
“Ouch!” he moaned, in a battle with himself to keep still and take the plug that was being worked into his virgin hole, when all he wanted to do was twist away and protect his raw ass from any further torment.
“Keep still,” Megan chastised, slapping his ass. It was a half-hearted swat, but after everything else he’d endured, it hurt.
The plug Veronica had worked into his tight ass was snugly in place at last, and though it wasn’t comfortable, it wasn’t as bad as when she’d been driving it in.
“Time to fix the little slut’s make-up, I think,” Veronica said.
“Oh she looked so relieved when you worked that into her ass,” Megan laughed. It was humiliating to hear his wife talking about him like that to this evil woman.
“Is that right?” Veronica laughed, playfully yanking on one of Tommy’s pigtails. “Silly girl, you’ve got more to go. You’ll be remembering tonight every time you sit down for the next month!”
Tommy didn’t doubt it. He didn’t think he was ever going to forget this, not for a moment.
He sat with the butt-plug nestled inside of his ass, as Veronica and Megan re-did his make-up. His tears had smeared it, and they said he needed to look perfect for later. The way they’d said it sent a shiver down his spine. What was happening later?
’Don’t worry about that, just get through this first,’ Tommy thought.
Once his face had been cleaned up and his mascara re-applied, it was time for his plug to be changed. Veronica held up one in each hand for Megan’s inspection.
Tommy’s wife cocked her head to one side, her finger bouncing on her lip as she decided between the two. They both looked far too big for Tommy to feel comfortable. One was shiny silver with a cute pink gem set in the base. It looked hard, but if Tommy had a choice he thought it’d be the one he’d pick. 
The other was pink and seemed softer, but it was shaped like a cock, veined and ridged. He was curious about how it would feel… but he’d never ask for that one.
His heart skipped a beat when it was the one his wife pointed to.
“Good practice,” Megan said, her grin wicked.
Tommy assumed the position again, leaning over the arm of the couch with his legs spread. Veronica teased the anal plug out of his hole while Megan dripped a generous amount of lube onto the larger, cock-shaped plug he was going to take next.
“Little slut can’t take her eyes off of it,” Veronica noted. Tommy blushed and turned his gaze elsewhere, his cock yet again pushing out the front of his dress.
It was Megan who forced the butt-plug into his hole this time, and Tommy got redder as a moan slipped past his lips. It hurt as it stretched him wider, but it was a sensual sort of pain. She’d never touched him back there before and it send tingles to his balls.
“Hard again,” his wife snorted.
“Pervert,” Veronica said, which Tommy thought was bit rich coming from her, but he didn’t dare say that aloud. He just grabbed the couch tight and relaxed this time as the object slid deeper into his channel. A sudden rush of pleasure ran from where it prodded his insides straight to his cock, causing pre-cum to ooze from his slit and drip onto the floor.
A gasp made its way out of him, and Veronica appeared, pushing her huge tits into his face as she leaned over to get a good view of Megan pushing the plug through his burning-hot ass cheeks and into his hole.
Tommy pushed back against the intrusion, trying to find that spot that made him feel really good, forgetting that this was supposed to be a punishment. It was easily done, with Veronica’s breasts crushed to his face and the feel of his wife probing his ass turning out to be remarkably erotic.
“I think she likes that,” Veronica commented.
“I knew she’d make a good slut,” Megan said, and Tommy felt himself swelling with a strange pride at the remark from his wife. He’d felt too overwhelmed to really protest at any point so far tonight, and despite his complaints, he was going along with it all. It was like his most submissive inner self had been awoken and let out to play.
He gave a delighted coo as Megan reached between his legs to toy with his engorged cock. She knew just how to touch him to bring him right to the edge, and coupled with the intense feeling of having his ass played with, it was not long before he felt like he was about to cum.
Megan knows him intimately, and knew just when to stop in order to leave him right on the edge of climaxing. She brought him right to the brink of release until he was panting and desperate, again and again.
“Oh please,” he whimpered at last, his cock aching and his balls taut against his body. He was so close, yet every time he was about to feel that rush of pleasure she pulled back. “Please, please mistress,” he begged.
“You want to come, Tammy?” Veronica said mockingly.
“Y-yes!” Tommy cried. His wife’s strokes on his cock got faster, settled into a familiar rhythm, and his eyes rolled back into his head with relief. And then nothing.
“Nooo,” he whined, feeling the underwhelming twitch in his dick as he ejaculated without managing to reach orgasm. It was the most frustrating sensation in the world, and his face burned as he writhed and begged to be allowed to cum, only to be cruelly laughed at as his semen dribbled to the floor.
He could hear Veronica’s laughter as she walked into the next room. A moment later, he had caught his breath and she was back. His over-sensitive cock was still standing to attention, which seemed to be the point.
“Time to lock you up, slut,” Megan said sweetly. Both women advanced on him, and Tommy didn’t have the reserves to fend them off. It had gone so far already - what could he do now?
Veronica slid an ice-cube down the length of his shaft and around his balls, immediately causing his dick to wilt. Once it was flaccid enough, Megan slid something cool and smooth over his dick. It clicked into place tightly, and he was stunned to see what looked like a clear plastic tube around his penis. It was secured to a ring that encircled his balls, with a small gold padlock resting on top.
“Good job you went for the smallest size,” Veronica observed. Tommy was embarrassed, but caught himself before he tried to cover up. He didn’t want another spanking, so he just looked down at the cum stain he’d caused on the floor, awaiting what they’d do next.
“I think it’s about time for a little oral training, don’t you?”
Tommy couldn’t remember the last time he’d eaten his wife’s pussy, but he’d gladly get on his knees and worship her cunt right now. Compared to the rest of the evening, that sounded heavenly. But when he caught the look that the two women shared, his heart sank. 
Something told him they had other ideas in mind.
He heard Veronica reach into the bag again, and wondered what else could possibly be in there. He stayed in the position he’d been placed in, not daring to move unless told to. His ass was still smarting from the spanking.
“Now, no more whining-”
“No!” Tommy burst out as soon as he saw what had been taken out of the bag. Veronica had removed her skirt, revealing her stockings and suspenders, and the sexy black thong she’d been wearing underneath. But that wasn’t all. She was wearing some kind of harness, and locked into a ring in the center was a thick silicon cock. It was adorned with more detail than the plug in his ass, obscenely dangling between her feminine legs. It had to be at least eight inches long.
“Oh dear,” Veronica sighed, “she’s going to be a little bitch about it,”
“Open,” Megan instructed, like she was coaching him.
“I don’t want to,” Tommy complained.
“Well, it’s this or the real thing, sweetheart,” Veronica informed him. Tommy looked between them warily. ‘The real thing? How’s that even possible?’ There was no way that they had anything that fit the bill in that bag.
“Fine, the real thing, next time,” he pleaded. He’d work out how he was going to get out of that one closer to the time. “Don’t make me suck her cock, Mistress. It’s too big,”
Megan arched an eyebrow at him.
“You’d rather suck on a real cock?”
Tommy wet his lips, his heart beating hard in his chest.
“No- I don’t want to… I don’t want to do either. But-” he was confused about what he was saying.
Veronica had picked up her phone and was tapping on the screen with her long, talon-like nails. Tommy started to feel like he’d made a huge mistake.
“As a matter of fact, I have a well-trained stud outside right now. Conway drove me tonight, and it’s about time he was serviced. Seeing as you’re such an eager little slut…”
Tommy thought his heart might burst out of his chest when there was a quiet knock at the door. He could barely process what she’d said. A stud? And he’d already agreed to this now! Why was his cock pressing against the cage so insistently like that? It must have been because of his ruined orgasm, he was over-stimulated and confused. He definitely wasn’t curious, or even excited, at the idea of being made to suck another man’s cock… it couldn’t be that.
His face burned with humiliation as Megan opened the door, standing aside so a man could enter the apartment. He was almost a foot taller than her, his dark complexion contrasting with the white t-shirt he wore. He seemed completely unfazed by the scenario he’d walked in on.
“Conway, this little slut is Tammy, and she’s been begging for your cock,” Veronica said, making Tommy want to disappear into the wall. He couldn’t bring himself to do anything but squeak in response.
“Hey,” Conway said, his voice low and much deeper than Tommy’s. He winked as he said it, and Tommy’s mouth went dry. He looked pleadingly at his wife, unable to comprehend that she actually wanted this to happen.
Veronica prowled like a wildcat, approaching the man and unbuckling his pants. She stroked his sizable bulge and looked at Tommy, savoring the wide-eyed look on his face. Tommy couldn’t bring himself to look away as the man’s huge cock was revealed. He wasn’t even hard yet but he was easily twice Tommy’s length, and three times as thick.
“Open,” Megan instructed again, and this time it was practically a purr. He could see from the fire in her eyes that she was enjoying this, drinking in his humiliation for her own pleasure. 
Tommy’s lips parted without him consciously knowing he was doing it. It seemed the only natural thing to do in this situation. Taking his cue, Conway stepped closer, his heavy balls swinging as he approached Tommy’s face.
He pushed his semi-erect cock against Tommy’s mouth, giving him no time to get used to the masculine scent before his nose was buried in the man’s pubic hair. Tommy thought he’d gag, but it wasn’t that unpleasant.
He was distantly aware of someone moving behind him, but all he could see was the hard ridges of Conway’s muscular abdomen. He was surprised by the plug in his ass being twisted, first one way and then the other, slowly inched out of his stretched out hole. While he had his mouth open, Conway fed his huge dick into it. 
A salty taste bloomed over his tongue, the thick member stuffed into his mouth so big he couldn’t do anything but open wide and try not to choke as the broad head hit the back of his throat.
“Now, now, greedy slut,” Veronica chided, slapping his sore ass-cheek. “You’re to fit every inch into that whore mouth of yours,”
“Every inch,” Megan agreed sultrily.
“And if you can’t make my stud here cum with your mouth, he’s going to use your ass,” Veronica said, illustrating her point by lining the head of the strap-on she’d been wearing with his loosened asshole and circling his ring.
He tried to plead but it came out so muffled it was unintelligible around Conway’s swelling cock. He was fully hard now, stretching Tommy’s jaw to its limit. His mouth had gone wet when he’d almost gagged, and the saliva ran down his chin. He tried to fit the cock further back, but no matter how hard he tried he didn’t seem to be able to get more than half of it into his mouth.
He tried to use his hands to grip the shaft and add extra stimulation, wanting to make the stranger cum before the cruel women decided he was going to get his ass pounded. As soon as he lifted his hands, Megan grabbed his wrists an twisted them up behind his back, just like she had done when Veronica had paddled his ass raw.
She was perfectly positioned to lean down and murmur;
“You’re going to milk his big cock dry with your throat, and drink down every drop,”
It was so wrong, hearing his wife say those words!
“And then afterward you’re going to say thank you,” she said.
Tommy’s throat gradually became accustomed to the size of the cock being forced down it, and he was able to get the last inches into his mouth. He picked up a sloppy rhythm, spurred on by the way the man groaned with pleasure. He was so conflicted, he didn’t want to feel the disgusting cum hitting the back of his throat, but he didn’t want to get fucked in the ass either. It was a powerful enough motivator to have him slurping as he worked Conway’s cock with his mouth.
The man’s balls started to draw up, his dick throbbing. Tommy knew what that meant was going to happen soon. 
Focused on his task, he’d almost forgotten Veronica behind him. She, too, knew that the scene was drawing to an end, and she was determined to use that strap-on. The tip of the rubber cock had been nudging his stretched out hole the entire time he was concentrating on servicing the man before him. He gasped and almost gagged on the thick black cock; Veronica was easing her strap-on into his ass inch by inch, going much deeper than either of the plugs had.
He couldn’t speak or get away as he was pincered between the two cocks, his wife still holding him steady. Veronica didn’t wait around for him to adjust to the jump in size for long before grabbing his hips—her sharp nails digging into them painfully—and setting up a punishing pace. It was intense, getting pounded from both sides at once, being used to like a toy.
“This is all you’re good for,” Megan told him. The cock in his mouth spasmed and suddenly exploded, shooting a hot load of cum down Tommy’s throat. It coated his tongue, salty and strong, and it seemed like it’d never stop. He had to fight not to gag as Conway continued to fuck into him, and Veronica rammed his abused ass.
“Swallow it all!” Megan commanded. Tommy’s throat worked obediently, his cheeks burning with the humiliation of being so used. Once it was done, Veronica stopped her punishing pace and withdrew, leaving his ass sore and gaping. It took a while for him to catch his breath and realize the two women were looking at him expectantly.
“Thank you,” he mumbled, remembering what he’d been told to do. He could barely look the black man in the eye as he tucked his cock back in, his smile showing a glimpse of brilliant white teeth. He left without being told, and Tommy wondered if he was at Veronica’s beck and call for that sort of thing often…
“Well it seems Tammy has more talent than Tommy,” Megan said, almost sounding proud of his performance. Veronica laughed, giving his ass one last heavy-handed slap.
“She certainly does. In a week or two, she’ll be a real pro,” Veronica saw Tommy’s eyes widen and she smiled wickedly, “and we have plenty of training left to do…”
“Yes, I could get used to this,” Megan decided. She looked happy for the first time in a long time, and Tommy knew he was going to have to get used to nights like this.
And after all… He had quite enjoyed it. 
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