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   *  *  *
 
   Sam stood completely naked in the dressing room, the only thing providing even the smallest amount of modesty was the cage constraining his cock.  Wearing it didn’t help much, but at least it prevented him from being hard and proving how much he enjoyed this treatment.  Melanie locked the dressing room door and hung the dress he would be wearing on the rack.  She grabbed her makeup bag and sat on a wheeled swivel stool.  With a kick she glided over to him, turning to face him as the stool came to a stop inches from his body.  
 
   Sam looked nervously at the dress he would be wearing.  It looked like it was made of rubber, or latex or spandex.  He wasn’t sure, but it appeared so tight he wondered how he would even be able to get into it.  He also worried about the holes in the dress.  The open spaces seemed to take up more room than the actual material of the dress.
 
   “A little nervous about that dress, Sammy?”
 
   Sam gulped and nodded his head.  He was especially nervous about the breastforms he was wearing.  In clothes they were incredibly passable.  With all the holes in this dress though he was afraid their fakeness would stand out.
 
   “Just relax and let me work my magic, no one will ever suspect you’re not a slutty girl,” she said with a wink.
 
   Melanie began going to work on the breast forms, applying makeup and blending the edges into his skin.  She even colored the nipples pink, and looking in the mirror Sam was completely ashamed.  Her makeup job was impeccable.  It looked like he had real tits.  His cock started to harden in its cage and he let out a soft whimper of shame that he was being turned on by his own fake breasts.  
 
   Melanie turned to the mirror and caught him staring at himself.  Looking back at him she laughed, “I bet you’d be getting hard right now if I took that cage off, huh?”
 
   Sam looked dejectedly at the floor, “Yes, Melanie.”
 
   “Well, sorry for you but that can’t happen yet.  We don’t need you all hot and bothered before the shoot even begins.”
 
   Sam nodded and looked at the ceiling, trying to take his mind off of how fully he was being transformed into a woman.  With a few finishing touches Melanie completed the work on his breasts.  She grabbed a blow dryer and used it to dry whatever compounds and molding materials she skillfully applied to make the edges of the breast forms seamless.   Taking what looked like hairspray she gently coated the breastforms with a fine mist.
 
   “To keep the makeup on when that dress goes over them.  Not sure if it’ll work, but we’ll see.”
 
   Sam gulped nervously as she retrieved the dress.  He raised his arms over his head and it was slipped down his body.  Melanie assisted, pulling the dress down inch by inch and being especially careful around his fake tits.  Sam could feel his demeanor change as the constraining dress was fitted to him.  He felt so… slutty.  The tears and rips in the dress exposed more skin than was covered by the clingy fabric.  His crotch and nipples were the only areas that were reliably covered.  The dress thankfully went down to mid-thigh, any shorter and he was concerned it would ride up and expose hi cock and balls for all to see.  
 
   “Do… do I get to wear underwear?” 
 
   “You mean panties?”
 
   “Yes, Melanie,” he said with a blush.
 
   “No, they would be too visible.  This dress is showing off your skin, not the panties.  It should be long enough that no one will see your little secret, but I’d still be careful when sitting and be sure to cross those legs like a lady.”
 
   Melanie fitted him in black heels, and switched his wig for a bright pink one.  She wiped his lips and applied pink lipstick to match.  Standing him in front of the mirror, Sam was aghast at what he saw.  He looked unbelievably hot.  Melanie swiveled him so he could see his ass in the mirror, and see it he did.  His ass was nearly bare, just a few thin strips of fabric held the dress together in the back.  Lost in lust for his own body, he barely heard the knock on the door.
 
   “On set in 5,” the voice shouted.  He could hear more knocks and warnings as the individual made their way down the hall to the other dressing rooms.
 
   “Ready for your big debut?” Melanie teased.
 
   Sam put his head down and walked to the door.  So wrapped up on being nearly nude on set, he almost forgot that this video would be seen by millions.  His heart racing, he stepped into the hallway with Melanie close behind.
 
   *  *  *
 
   Sam got several whistles and compliments as he walked down the hall towards the set.  His face was crimson as men and women both let him know how attractive he was.  He felt like a piece of meat as he walked, his heels clacking on the tiled floor and his nearly bare ass wiggling with every step.  Keeping his head down, he paid the price for not looking where he was going and smacked into someone.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he meekly began.  Looking up he saw the wide grin of Jase looking down on him.
 
   “Don’t apologize.  Damn girl.  Look at you!”
 
   Jase squeezed him close, and Sam melted in his arms.  What was wrong with him, he wasn’t attracted to Jase, he wasn’t attracted to guys at all!  Being held made him swoon though, there was no denying that.  He tried to tell himself it was because of how he was dressed.  He couldn’t help but feel feminine in this outfit.  One of Jase’s hands drifted down to Sam’s ass, and he squeezed a check.
 
   “Mmmm, just as firm as I remember it,” Jase said with a sly wink.
 
   Sam giggled and looked away.  He blushed at how he was acting.  It had only been days and he was completely transformed by Eden and her crew.  What made it worse was the pain coming from his cock attempting to get hard at Jase’s touch.  The cage bit into his soft flesh as his member swelled, causing him to lose the erection quickly.  For once Sam was thankful for the cage.  He doubted Jase would appreciate finding out he was really a man when his hard cock popped through one of the many holes in the dress.
 
   “You ever been in a video before?”
 
   Sam shook his head no, too embarrassed to speak.  His mind filled with images of this stud fucking him.  Jase had no idea he was really a guy, and Sam was quite nervous that Jase would be able to figure it out being so close.  The more Jase studied his body the greater Sam’s fear grew.  
 
   “Well, don’t be too nervous girl.  You got the body for it, that’s for sure.  Even if you don’t got the dancin’ skills you got nothing to worry ‘bout.  I think you’re gonna be tied up in the back, so you won’t be doin’ too much shaking anyways,” he said with a deep laugh.
 
   Sam bit his lip.  Tied up?  In front of all these people?  Jase walked him to the main set, giving his ass a firm squeeze before heading off to find Wyvern.  People were swarming over the set like bees, adjusting lights, moving props and touching up the makeup and costumes of the various participants.  Sam felt awkward as he stood alone.  He pulled the hemline of his tattered dress down, worried his loose cock and balls would be seen if he bent over even slightly.
 
   “Places on set!” a nasally voice shouted.  Sam turned to see a portly man enter the room, trailed by two harried looking female assistants.  The man gave Sam the up and down as he passed, and a perverted smile crossed his face.  Sam blushed and looked away.  He felt like bolting, but then a murmur of excitement spread through the room.  Eden had entered.
 
   She was wearing black, knee high heeled boots, little black panties and a black corset.  Her long blonde hair flowed in waves down her back.  Her purposeful strides clacked on the floor and she walked directly towards Sam.  The way she moved her body was intoxicating, and Sam could feel his poor cock try and get hard.  The cage of course prevented it, but his member did its best to bend the metal and be free.  Eden put her arm around Sam and began moving him towards the set.
 
   “Thank you for doing this, though I’m sure you’ll enjoy it,” she whispered.
 
   “Y… yes, Eden.  Of course,” he nervously replied.
 
   “Oh don’t be scared sweet Sam, you’ll get smacked around some in front of tons of people, sure, but it’s not like any of them know who you really are.”
 
   Sam blushed.  “Mel… Melanie didn’t give me any panties to wear.”
 
   Eden laughed.  “Guess you better make sure to keep your legs closed like a lady.  No one is going to be surprised I made my male assistant dress like a girl, so the joke would definitely be on you!”
 
   “Yes, Eden.”
 
   Sam wasn’t going to get any mercy from her.  She led him towards the back of the set towards what looked like a row of white pommel horses.  Two girls were already tied over them.  As they were in similar dresses to what Sam was wearing he got a good idea of what he would look like.  Their perky asses were thrust out, and mostly bare.  The shreds of their dress covering just enough to ensure the video could be shown without censorship.  
 
   A stage hand took Sam from Eden, having him bend over the pommel horse.  Fastening his hands to the device, Sam was completely helpless.  He kept his legs closed, and prayed that there would be no need for him to spread them.  He knew his cock and balls would hang down and be visible to anyone who looked.  
 
   A group of large, black men in leather pants made their way to the set.  Three of them went to the back row with paddles.  They each took a spot next to one of the pommel horses.
 
   “Hey girl, Anton,” the one next to Sam said.  
 
   “Sam, nice… nice to meet you,” Sam stammered back.
 
   “First video?  You sound nervous.”
 
   “Yes… yes, just have some uh, some stage fright.”
 
   Anton laughed.  Sam was able to crane his neck to the side and see he had marvelous teeth and a great smile.  That put him at ease for some reason.
 
   “Well, don’t worry sweets.  I won’t be too rough on you.”
 
   The portly director was shouting something towards the back row, but Sam missed it.
 
   “I said, redden those bottoms up.  Come come, smack them a bit we want them red at the start of the shoot, not getting redder during our filming.”
 
   “Yes sir,” the men said in unison.
 
   “Sorry, girl.  But you heard the man,” Anton said, genuine sincerity in his voice.
 
   Sam let out a yelp as Anton brought the paddle down on his cheek.  
 
   “Sorry,” he whispered.  “We have a ways to go though.”
 
   Sam looked to his right and saw the other girls getting their asses smacked.  The sight was incredibly erotic to him.  Both were brunettes and their tits were hanging down over the side of the pommel horse.  Their mouths opened in small gasps with each strike.  Their asses wiggling in the air due to the stinging blows.  Now he had pain coming from his cock as it struggled to get hard to match the heat from his reddened ass cheeks.
 
   Sam blushed deeply as the closest girl turned to look at him.  He realized that he would look the same way.
 
   The director walked the stage and checked each girl.
 
   “Good, good,” he said as he passed the other two women.  Stopping at Sam, the director ran his fingers over Sam’s ass.  He fiddled with the straps some, adjusting them.
 
   “This one wasn’t showing enough cheek, and she has such a wonderful bottom.”
 
   He made a few more adjustments, then to Sam’s horror he felt the director’s pudgy hand slip up between his legs.  Sam gasped as he felt the director’s fingers jump back when they discovered two balls.  Then Sam let out a moan as his balls were firmly grasped.  The soft moan continued as the director squeezed and massaged them.
 
   “Well, interesting.  Interesting.  That Eden, always with the surprises,” he chuckled.  
 
   Releasing Sam’s balls he walked towards Sam’s face.  Crouching down, he met Sam’s terrified eyes.
 
   “Oh relax.  I won’t tell.  They really did a job on you, huh?”
 
   Sam bit his lip, unsure how to respond.
 
   “Melanie I’m guessing, she is quite gifted with her art.  Well, perhaps you can meet me after the shoot.  It would certainly make me less likely to gossip.”
 
   With that, he waddled away.  Sam’s heart was racing, and he looked around to see if anyone noticed.  He couldn’t see much of the stage from where he was bound, but judging from the sounds of activity behind him everyone was too busy.  Anton was talking with the other two men who were in charge of spanking and oblivious to what happened.
 
   Sam’s got a sick feeling in his stomach just hearing the director’s voice shouting for everyone to get in their places.  
 
   Soon, the background beat started and everyone got into rhythm.  Sam was surprised to hear no actual singing, though he could hear Eden’s boots clacking around.  He figured they must add the actual music in post.
 
   “Girl on the far left, wiggle your ass more in time with the beat please,” the director shouted.
 
   Sam blushed realizing it was he that needed to wiggle more.  Deeply ashamed, he shook his ass in a more exaggerated fashion to the beat.
 
   As the music changed up Sam jumped as Anton brought the paddle down on his ass, timed to the thump of the bass.  
 
   “Guy on the far left, raise your arm higher and strike a bit harder,” the nasally voice of the director shouted.
 
   Sam could feel the sting of tears in his eyes as Anton began to bring the paddle down harder.  Sam kept his legs closed and his ass shaking.  The director was obviously picking on him.  
 
   Sam’s ass was burning as the shoot continued.  Tears would occasionally trickle down his cheeks.  Anton couldn’t see his face, though he wouldn’t be able to soften his blows even so.  If he refused, the director would most likely replace him with someone who met his “vision”.  The shoot seemed to go on forever.  Just when Sam felt like he couldn’t take another blow, he heard the director shout, “and CUT”.
 
   “Phew, my arm was getting so tired,” Anton laughed.  He moved forward to untie Sam’s wrists, and gasped when he saw how tear streaked Sam’s face was.  “Oh, honey I’m sorry!”
 
   “It’s…  it’s ok, you had a job to do.”  
 
   Anton helped Sam to his feet.  The torn fabric of the dress was irritating his abused ass even more.  Anton took Sam by his hand and helped him down off the stage.
 
   “You need to get some ice or something on that ass of yours,” he laughed.  “Ah well, what we do for fame!”
 
   Sam weakly smiled as Anton sauntered off.  Looking around, he couldn’t find Eden or Melanie or even Stephan anywhere.  Workers were all over the stage disassembling things and moving props back to their storage areas.  Sam made a beeline for a hallway, hoping to escape and find his clothes.  As his heels clacked on the linoleum he heard shuffling footsteps behind him trying to catch up.  He turned expecting to see Melanie or Stephan carrying a load of clothes, but his heart froze when he saw who it was.  With a hungry grin on his face, the director rapidly approached.
 
   “Well hello there, trying to sneak away are you?”
 
   Sam gulped, not sure what to say or do.  “Uh, no uh, just looking for some ice.”
 
   The director laughed.  “My name’s Al.  You’re quite an interesting one aren’t you?”
 
   Al put a chubby arm around Sam’s waist and walked with him.
 
   “I uh, really should find Eden,” Sam stammered.
 
   “Nonsense, you can have a drink with me.  Not often a young ‘lady’ like yourself gets to be in one of my music videos.”
 
   Sam’s heart sunk as he was ushered into Al’s office.  It was a sparse affair, with a desk and a few chairs.  
 
   “Have a seat, and behave yourself.  I’d hate to tell Eden what a bad girl you were,” he sneered.  “I’m sure she must have something on you to get you to dress like that.  I was going for a quick feel of pussy and instead found balls.  But hey, it’s Hollywood, I don’t care what’s between a good fucks legs.”
 
   Sam got up to leave.  “I uh, should be going.”
 
   “Bullshit.  Sit your ass down, or I’m going to spill your secret.  I saw Jase was flirting with you.  Think he’d like to know he was hot for a guy?  What about your family?  I don’t know who you are yet, but a few P.I.’s on my payroll could find out soon enough.
 
   Sam was frozen.  He didn’t doubt Al could do it.
 
   “I tried to be nice, but if you want it to be difficult it can be,” he said as he walked towards Sam.  Gripping the bottom of Sam’s dress, he yanked it up.  Sam’s cock cage encased member and balls were fully on display.  
 
   Al laughed.  “What the hell is that thing?”
 
   Sam didn’t say anything, but Al was looking right at him waiting for an answer.  “It’s… uh, it’s a cock cage.”
 
   Al slapped his knee.  “Christ kid, Eden is really putting you through the wringer.  Well, I can’t get that off you so it looks like only I get some fun today.”
 
   Al’s stood behind Sam and gripped his waist tightly.  Sam could feel his pudgy fingers reach around and slowly move towards his cock and balls.  Sam whined as his jewels were squeezed.  Pulling him downward, Al got Sam into a chair.  Sam shook as Al came around in front of him.  The sound of Al’s zipper being pulled down and belt being undone filled him with dread.  He closed his eyes.
 
   “Wakey wakey,” he sneered.  Sam felt something smack his cheek.  Opening his eyes, he was greeted by the sight of Al’s hard cock inches from his face.
 
   “Now, make me happy… and no one finds out about you.”
 
   Sam started to cry, but opened his mouth all the same.  He could feel the heat from Al’s member as it got closer to his mouth.  Suddenly the door flew open behind Sam, and he heard Al gasp and step backwards.
 
   “WHAT.  THE.  FUCK.”
 
   It was Eden.  Sam opened his eyes and turned back towards the door.  Eden stood, still clad in her corset, panties and heels.  The light from the hallway behind her illuminated her frame, making her seem even more imposing.  As she locked eyes with Sam, she saw his tear soaked face.  Her angry confusion turned to straight rage.
 
   “Al, you son of a bitch.  What the fuck are you doing?”
 
   She stormed forward as Al fumbled with his pants.  “Eden, I uh, I just was meeting a back up girl for some fun.”
 
   “You know damn well this is my assistant, and yet you still tried to get your pervy hands on her.”  Eden could now see that Sam’s dress was pulled up, and his cock and balls exposed.  
 
   Al sneered slightly.  “I don’t know what kinda games you’re playing sweetheart, but I bet the tabloids would love to find out about…”
 
   Eden’s fist smashed into Al’s nose.  As Al stumbled backwards, Eden raised her fist to strike again.  Al raised his arms to shield his head.
 
   “How about we talk about how much the tabloids would love to find out about you, Al?  How many starlets and singers did you have on your cock?  How many weren’t even 18 yet?  I knew having you do this shoot was a mistake, but everyone said you could make or break a song or video.  You finish this video, smile and promote it and then you never talk to me again.”
 
   “Eden, c’mon I was just having fun…,” he said, his voice even more nasally now that blood was streaming from his nose.
 
   “Lose.  My.  Number.  Maybe I should go to the tabloids and talk about how at sixteen you made me give you a blowjob for my first record?”
 
   “But, hey… that never happened!” he protested.
 
   “Not for your lack of trying.  Who will the tabloids believe, media darling Eden Starr or Al Harpmann?  Al Harpmann who has had rumors about criminal sexual behavior swirling about him for years?  How many of my peers will come forward with their own stories, which sadly probably WILL be true?”
 
   Al fumbled to get his pants buckled and zipped up.  He was white as a ghost.
 
   “Sorry, sorry Eden.  I’ll, I’ll finish up the video, sorry.”
 
   Eden pulled down Sam’s dress, and gently put her arm around him.  She looked in his eyes, and Sam could see the beginnings of tears forming.
 
   “Let’s go,” she said softly.
 
   Arm still around his waist, Eden led Sam out into the hallway.
 
   *  *  *
 
   “That son of a bitch!”
 
   “Mel, calm down it’s over,” Eden said, her normally perky and authoritative voice noticeably softer.  Melanie was pacing angrily back and forth as Sam sat on the couch in Eden’s dressing room.  Stephan sat next to Sam, holding his hand in support.
 
   “He is such a fucking creep.  Why did we ever agree to work with him,” Melanie said while pulling her own hair.  “AHHHH!”
 
   She flopped down on the couch on the other side of Sam.  “Are you ok sweety?  We’re so sorry.”
 
   “Yes… yes I’m fine,” Sam managed to mutter.  Having his masculinity stripped from him had exposed one downside.  He felt completely helpless as Al tried to have his way with him.  He wasn’t a strapping guy, but he could have knocked Al on his ass all the same.  Instead he had to rely on Eden to save him, which was even more emasculating.  He appreciated it though.  It made him feel safer with this whole arrangement knowing Eden would stop any activity that he obviously wasn’t enjoying or wanted. 
 
   “I should have known this was a bad idea,” Eden said.  “He was a creep when I first started, and a creep now.  I feel sorry for the girls that didn’t have the supports I did when they began their careers.  Easy prey to a jerk like that.”
 
   Stephan and Melanie nodded in agreement.  
 
   “Ok you two, let me have some alone time with Sammy here,” Eden said softly.  Melanie and Stephan both gave him a side hug and got up from the couch.  
 
   “We’ll see you both back at the house,” Melanie said with a wave.  As they exited, Eden sat on her makeup chair and spun it around to face Sam.  She crossed one long leg over the other, and leaned forward.  Her cleavage directly at eye level with Sam.  Even with all that happened earlier, Sam’s cock immediately started to stir.  
 
   “Well, sorry about all that Sam.  You can feel free to tell off anyone who tries to play with you that doesn’t have my permission.”
 
   “I… I thought he was going to tell everyone what you have done to me,” Sam stammered back.
 
   “Well, I don’t want every perv in the world using that to get to you.  We’ll try to be more careful in the future.  No matter what happens, I want this to be fun for all.”
 
   “Yes Eden,” Sam said as he stared at her breasts.
 
   “Like what you see?”  She asked as she hefted her tits.  “Such a harrowing day, maybe you should get a reward for your troubles.”
 
   Eden stood and strode towards him, hips swaying with every step.  She knelt on the floor in front of him, spreading his legs.  His dress rode up immediately, and his cock cage encased member and balls were exposed to her view.  He couldn’t help but blush.  
 
   “There will always be hiccups with people like Al.  I’m sure it won’t be the last unfortunate or crappy situation you get into.  But I promise to do my best to keep you safe from all that.  Besides, I think the fun you get to have makes up for any shitty people.”
 
   As she finished her sentence she held up a silver chain.  Dangling from the end of it was a key.  The key to his cock cage.  He let out a soft, anticipatory moan.  
 
   Eden reached out and grasped his balls tightly.  “These are mine now, no one else gets to touch them without my permission.   I don’t care what is threatened, no one gets to handle my property.”
 
   As she squeezed tightly for emphasis, Sam was able to gasp out, “Yes, Eden.”
 
   “Good girl.  Now, I’m inclined to let you out of your cage for some fun to make up for everything that happened earlier.  Maybe you should prove how badly you want to be free first, though,” she said as she stood and walked back to her make up chair.  Sitting, she folded her legs, one booted foot dangling in the air.
 
   Sam slid down from the couch to the floor.  His dress still rode up from Eden’s tampering and he was sure his ass was exposed.  He slowly crawled forward, and noticed the hungry grin on Eden’s face.  He was still somewhat shaken up by what happened earlier with Al, but his misgivings were washed away with every inch he got closer to Eden and her marvelous legs.  Her foot bounced in the air impatiently, waiting for him to draw closer.
 
   “You only live once, naughty girl.  We can choose to use our time being mopey and sad about things that happened, or we can say fuck it and have fun.  I choose to have fun.”
 
   Sam absent mindedly nodded in agreement as he reached her foot.  He gently kissed her boot clad toes and worshipped her.  
 
   “Please Eden, please let me serve you,” he begged.
 
   Eden smiled.  “How about to start you call me Mistress.  And how do you want to serve your Mistress, slave?”
 
   Sam blushed as he spoke.  “Please Mistress, please let me lick your pussy.  Please let me serve you with my tongue.”
 
   Eden laughed and put her foot down.  She scooted forward and placed her finger underneath Sam’s chin, raising him to his knees.  “You are such a pretty girl, looking at you I almost forget you’re a man.”  She glanced down at his cock cage encased penis and laughed.  “Though seeing what you’re packing it is easy to forget.”
 
   Sam blushed, the insults to his manhood still were not easy to take.  Though dressed as he was, with a tattered dress pulled up to his hips and fake breasts on his chest he certainly didn’t feel like a man.
 
   Eden dangled the key to his cock cage in the air.  “Should I let your little guy free?  After such a trying day maybe he wants to come out and play.”
 
   “Oh please, please Mistress unlock me.  I want to serve you so badly.”
 
   Eden smiled.  “You’re getting spoiled with how much you’re getting unlocked.  Though you have been a good girl, and being a good girl gets you rewarded.”  She bent down and slid the key into the lock, turning it with a click.  Removing the tiny padlock she slipped the cage from his member and the base from around his balls.  Her soft hands squeezed his sack and slid up the length of his rapidly hardening shaft.  Sam’s cock was fully hard by the time she moved her hand back down his cock.  She began to pump him slowly, and Sam let out a long, soft moan of sheer pleasure.
 
   Eden moved off the chair onto the floor, kneeling opposite him.  Sam was already pumping his hips to her ministrations.  They were eye to eye, and their gazes locked.  She had a wicked smirk on her face as she worked him, enjoying the involuntary facial expressions of pleasure dancing across Sam’s face.  
 
   Sam began to grunt softly, he could feel his balls tighten.  Eden’s expert hands were driving him closer and closer to cumming already.
 
   “You’re so easy,” she laughed.  Sam let out a long moan, desperate for relief.  Just when he thought Eden would actually make him cum, she removed her hand and smiled.
 
   “Ohhhhhhh,” Sam moaned in frustration as his hips continued to buck into the air.  
 
   Eden stood.  “Oh please, did you really think I’d let you cum already?”
 
   Sam sheepishly looked at the floor.  “No, Mistress.”
 
   Eden smiled and pulled her black panties to the floor.  Sam gazed at her shaved, glistening pussy.  He was ready to taste her again, and wanted nothing more than to have his tongue between her velvety folds.  
 
   Eden untied the front of her corset, and tossed it to the side.  Her magnificent tits hung in the air, defying gravity.  She left her boots on, and sat back in her chair.  She raised one leg over an armrest, then another.  Her pussy lips parted as her legs spread, like a door opening for Sam to enter.  Sam was lost in the sight.  The woman he fantasized about, who seemed so out of reach, now spread before him like a buffet.
 
   Eden motioned with her finger for him to come closer, and Sam quickly obliged.  On his knees before her, she grasped his wig and pulled his head close to her snatch. 
 
   “Eat up, naughty girl,” she teased.
 
   Sam did not need to be told twice.  He licked her lips first, tasting the juices that had leaked from her.  It was like liquid cotton candy, so sweet on his tongue.   He could feel his own juices leaking from his cock.  Long strings of precum slowly dripped to the floor as he explored Eden’s crevasse.  
 
   Dancing around the outside of her pussy, he grazed her clit with the tip of his tongue.  Eden shivered at the sensation, and growing tired of his teasing pulled his head forward.  Sam’s face smashed against her pussy, and he took the hint and thrust his tongue deep in her folds.  Eden released her grip slightly, giving him the freedom to explore her pussy in earnest.  Sam lost himself in the act, reveling in being able to once again taste his celebrity crushe’s sweet pussy and probe her most private of areas.
 
   He reached up with his hands and rested them on her thighs, squeezing them hard as his tongue danced around her clit.  Eden grabbed his hands and pulled them upwards, placing them on her tits.  Sam immediately began to squeeze and pinch them.  Sam rolled her sensitive nipples between his fingers as he swirled his tongue around her clit.
 
   “Fuckkkk yes,” she moaned.  “Oh keep doing that, you dirty slut.”
 
   Sam worked his tongue around her clit, continuing to squeeze and pinch Eden’s tits.  Eden had begun thrusting her pussy into his face, so he knew she was close.  He pinched her hard nipples and took her clit into his mouth, sucking on it as his tongue darted around her sensitive button.  Eden dug her fingernails into his back and clamped her thighs to the side of his head.
 
   “Yesssss, oh fuckkkkk yes,” she moaned.   Her body shuddered as the orgasm took her, and Sam was rewarded with a rush of her juices into his mouth.  He sucked and swallowed every drop, gently probing her as she came down from her orgasmic high.  Eden gently stroked his head.
 
   “That was good, keep that up and you’ll have a long career ahead of you.”
 
   Sam released his grip and pulled his face away from Eden’s dripping pussy.  She stood and walked over to one of the many bags she brought with her.  The long black boots in stark contrast to her pale skin.  Her ass swayed with every step, and Sam longed to be able to bend her over and fuck her hard someday.  As she triumphantly pulled something from a suitcase Sam realized that there would only be one person fucked hard today, and it would be him.  Held in her hand proudly like a winning trophy, Eden hefted a large, black strap on into the air.  
 
   “Ohhhh god,” he moaned.
 
   “What don’t you want your reward?” 
 
   “Y… yes, Mistress.”  Sam was completely ashamed at how hard he was.  There was no denying he didn’t want this.
 
   “Climb over the side of the couch then, and spread those cheeks.”
 
   Sam whimpered as he rested his midsection over the couch’s armrest.  He heard the click clack of Eden’s boots as she walked behind him.  Eden reached under him and pulled his cock and balls back and downward, exposing them to view.  Sam reached back with his hands, spreading his ass for Eden.  He couldn’t help but blush, having his ass spread for her and his hard cock and balls in clear view.  Eden walked to his side and pulled a cushion from the couch.  She let Sam release his ass and lift up, sliding the cushion underneath him.  Sam lowered himself back down, the cushion making it much more comfortable and relieving some pressure on his stomach.
 
   “Have to make sure you can handle the long haul, your comfort is my priority,” Eden giggled.  Sam resumed the position and reached back to spread his cheeks.  He gasped as Eden dripped the lube into his waiting hole.  He could hear her slathering the strap on with it as well, and closed his eyes to wait for the inevitable.  She had done him with a double dildo, but for some reason the strap on seemed even more humiliating to him.  
 
   “Ohhhhh,” he moaned as he felt Eden’s lubed hand squeeze his balls and give his cock some reassuring strokes.  The tip of the strap on pressed against his asshole.  She wiggled slightly and pushed forward.  With a pop, the tip passed inside him.  Sam pulled his cheeks farther apart, letting the invader push deeper into him.  He felt so full and complete as Eden eased the length deep into him.
 
   “There you go,” she said.  “Jase must have really opened you up, that wasn’t hard at all, was it?”
 
   “Nnnn… no, Mistress,” he grimaced.  
 
   “Ready to be fucked, slut?”
 
   “Ohhhh god.  Yes.  Yes, Mistress,” he moaned.
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   Sam blushed deeply as the words left his mouth.  “Please, please fuck my ass like the dirty slut I am.”
 
   “Wish granted,” she cooed as she slid the strap on out, then thrust forward again.  Sam let out a deep moan as he was penetrated.  Eden established a slow rhythm, pumping in and out of Sam’s ass.  It wasn’t long before Sam had unconsciously lowered his back, which pushed his ass up and allowed Eden to fuck him even deeper.
 
   “Such a naughty little girl,” she taunted.  All Sam could do was whimper in reply.  Sam’s downward pointing cock was rubbing against the side of the couch with every thrust.  The sensation wasn’t the greatest, but with the pounding Eden was giving him it was enough.  His balls tightened to his body, and he began to grunt expectantly.  
 
   “Oh no, not yet,” Eden said sternly.  She pulled back, and the strap on slipped from his ass.  His hole puckered like a winking eye, desperate to be full again.
 
   “Flip over,” she commanded.  Sam rolled onto his back.  He didn’t have to be told what to do next, and pulled his knees to his chest.  Eden smiled wickedly at how quickly he had learned his place.  She inched forward and pressed inside him.  
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhh Mistress,” Sam moaned.  
 
   As Eden pushed the strap on in as far as it could go, she began to gently trace along the length of Sam’s cock with her fingers.  He shuddered at her touch, so close to cumming.  He wasn’t going to cum without stimulation though, and Eden gripped him by his ass.  She began to forcefully pull out and push in, fucking him with wild abandon.
 
   Sam was taken off guard by the speed of her thrusts, and whimpered like a defeated whore.  He couldn’t stop his body’s reaction though, and as Eden pushed into him he did his best to meet the thrusts.  His cock was bobbing in the air, precum leaking all over his stomach.  Eden slowed slightly, and scooped some up with her finger.
 
   “Here, eat up,” she teased as she thrust her finger into Sam’s mouth.  
 
   He hungrily sucked her finger clean, tasting his salty precum and swallowing it down.  His eyes were glazed over and he was in a state of pure bliss.  Eden then began to stroke him in earnest.  
 
   “Oh, oh, oh,” he panted as her lubricated hand whisked over his hard staff.  She pumped his cock furiously as she pounded his ass.  “Ohhhh, goddddd,” he moaned as he felt his climax start.
 
   Then, she released his cock and thrust deep inside him.  His swollen member bobbed in the air, pushing out gobs of cum that dribbled pathetically onto his stomach.  He whined at the sensation, it was like he still needed to cum, even though he could see his seed dripping out of him.  It took everything he had not to reach down and give his cock the last strokes it needed.   He looked up at Eden with a pleading gaze, but she was focused on his cock as it desperately tried to squirt.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry.  Did I ruin your orgasm?” 
 
   Sam could only whine, his cock was beginning to soften even though he had not fully cum.  
 
   “That worked better than I expected,” she laughed.  “Next time, I’ll have to smack those balls hard right before you cum.  Might ruin it even more!”
 
   “Oh Mistress,” Sam whined.  
 
   “Better than nothing, isn’t it?” she asked, a whimsical smirk on her face.
 
   Sam’s cock remained semi hard.  It was almost like he didn’t even cum at all.  The pressure still felt built up, he was still desperate to cum.  He looked up at Eden with pleading eyes, but her only response was holding up the cock cage with a smile.  He whined like a hurt animal as she locked his meager manhood back up.  
 
   “Well, that got me all riled up again,” she declared as she let the strap on drop to the floor.  Stepping out of the harness, she had him lay fully on the couch.  She held onto the armrest and lowered her pussy down to his face.  Like a cowgirl riding a bull, she bucked and ground her wet snatch into his face.  
 
   “I’m never going to get tired of having your tongue at my disposal.  I almost feel like I should, ohhhh.  Oh right there,” she moaned as Sam found a particularly sensitive spot.  “Whew.  Like I was saying, I almost feel like I should hire a new assistant and just keep you locked in my room with your mouth ready to serve.”
 
   Sam’s cock strained against its bonds at the thought.  He didn’t have many qualms about being turned into Eden Starr’s oral slave.
 
   “You would probably enjoy that too much, though.  Plus I’d never get anything done.”
 
   Eden’s thighs squeezed Sam’s face as she suddenly came.  “God I’m so horny that one snuck up on me, keep licking slut.  Ohhhh, yeah.”
 
   Sam continued to lick, explore and suck on Eden’s pussy so long he lost track of time.  He lost track of the orgasms she had as well.  His jaw sore and his cock in pain from the cage preventing his erections, he was grateful when, exhausted and weak kneed, Eden finally lifted herself from his face.
 
   “You’re worth every penny,” she said breathlessly as she stumbled over to her wardrobe.  “You can get dressed, here wear this.”  She held up a sleek black dress to replace the rather exposing one from the video shoot he was still wearing.  Slipping it on, he found it extremely form fitting.  Looking in the mirror he was shocked at his knockout figure.
 
   “Oh god,” he muttered under his breath.
 
   “See, we’re doing you a favor dressing you like this, you look way better as a girl than a boy!”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled back, too ashamed to make eye contact.
 
   “Ok, go find Melanie and Stephan, you have some actual work to do for now.  Then you all can return to the mansion and maybe if you’re lucky you can enjoy me even more.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.  His heart pumping at the thought of serving her again.  He was completely addicted to her.  He just had his face deep in her pussy for who knows how long yet the chance of serving her again had him all hot and bothered.  
 
   It didn’t take long to find Melanie, thankfully Al was nowhere to be found.  Sam helped her get her things together, and after collecting Stephan they departed the studio.
 
   *  *  *
 
   “Well, good riddance to that place,” Stephan said with a great deal of disdain.
 
   “I still can’t believe what happened.  We’re so sorry, Sam.  We’ll keep a better eye on you from now on,” Melanie added.
 
   “No, it’s… it’s ok.  Lesson learned, right?” Sam replied.  In truth his incident with Al was the last thing on his mind.  He was still high on life, or more accurately high on the taste of Eden’s sweet juices.  Stephan noticed his trancelike state and laughed.
 
   “I guess Ms. Starr took away your troubles.  Did she, you know,” Stephan said, while making a circle with one hand and pushing his finger in and out of it.
 
   “No, well, yes,” Sam sputtered.  “It depends what that means.”
 
   Melanie laughed.  “Well, we know Ms. Starr isn’t going to ride that little cock of yours, not with Wyvern around.  Guy is masssssive.  I saw what she packed, I bet you got something big and black up in you, and it wasn’t Jase this time.”
 
   Sam blushed.  He couldn’t believe they were openly talking about the fucking he got from Eden’s strap on.  “Yes, she um, she used it on me.”
 
   Stephan giggled.  “Well, nothing like the real thing I’m sure.”
 
   This caused Sam to blush an even deeper shade of red.  
 
   “Oh Stephan, leave him be,” Melanie chided.  “Besides, he’s got actual work to do!”
 
   “Oh fine, fine,” Stephan said in mock anger.  “I’ll leave the princess alone, back to work you!”
 
   Sam managed to mutter a thank you, then dove into the tablet that contained all of Ms. Starr’s appointments and email.  They were caught in traffic several times, and Sam diligently worked through all the minutia of Eden’s life.  Appearances confirmed, endorsements made and questions answered.  The busywork made the drive zip by, even with the delays, and before he knew it the car was rolling past the gates of Eden’s secluded mansion.
 
   *  *  *
 
   There were multiple cars lining the circular driveway.  Sam wondered if a party was taking place.
 
   “Oh, that Hummer is Wyvern’s,” Stephan said as he pointed to a jet black vehicle.  The license plate even said WYVRNN.  “If he is here, I wonder if Jase is too?”
 
   Stephan’s rhetorical question caused Sam to blush.  His interaction with Jase was on the complete opposite end of the spectrum from his experience with Al.  He didn’t think he was gay, but he couldn’t deny what he felt with Jase.  Sam could feel his heart speed up as he remembered being pounded by Jase and the orgasm Stephan jerked out of him.  Of course, what caused his cock to strain the most was that Melanie and Eden were watching his debasement with great interest.  An audience to the most humiliating act of his life.
 
   Walking up the drive to the front door, they could hear music pounding inside.
 
   “Must be a bit of an after party with peeps from the shoot,” Melanie said.   She must have seen the sudden look of fear on Sam’s face, and wrapped her arm around his waist.  “Don’t worry Sam, there is no way in hell Al would be invited here.”
 
   As they entered the main foyer and could see guests milling about a quick scan of the scene revealed Melanie was right.  Al, nor any of his close crew, were in attendance.  Sam breathed a sigh of relief.  Weaving in and out of partygoers  he made his way toward the office.  Glancing up he saw Anton grinding on another man on the dance floor.  Anton caught his eye and mouthed something to him.  Sam was unsure of what he meant, but when Anton pointed to his butt Sam understood.  
 
   “I’m fine,” Sam mouthed back at him, holding up his fingers in the universal symbol for O.K.
 
   Anton playfully wiped sweat from his brow, in mock relief, then got back to dancing with his friend.  Sam smiled, happy that for every Al there seemed to be plenty of nice people in Eden’s circle of friends and acquaintances.  Walking down the long hallway to the more secluded office, Sam could hear something in the distance.  Was someone crying?  No, grunting.
 
   Confused, he slipped off his heels and crept toward the office door.  The double doors were closed, but a thin sliver of light streamed out.  They hadn’t been shut all the way.  Peering in, his heart sunk.
 
   On the desk a large, muscular black man was reclining.  It was Wyvern, the tattoos on his arms were quite distinctive.  On top of Wyvern sat Eden.  A completely nude Eden, covered in a thin glaze of sweat.  Her hair was slightly matted, and her mouth hung open.  She was riding Wyverns cock like she was addicted to it.   She was sitting on him reverse cowgirl, so her entire body was on display to Sam.  He could see the thick, slick black cock as she lifted up, then heard her moan as she slammed back down on it.  He blushed, after seeing it firsthand he understood how his cock would never be able to please Eden like that.  Eden’s tits bounced as she rode Wyvern.  She was riding him so aggressively they were almost smacking her in the face.  Sam took in the image of his dream girl fucking another man, and to his shame his cock was valiantly trying to get hard.  He knew that if he wasn’t caged, he would be stroking it right now.
 
   Eden bit her lip and a low whine escaped her mouth.  Sam could tell she wanted to shout in ecstasy.  A flush of red graced her chest, and as one of her hands played with her clit, the other squeezed her tits.  Sam froze as in this position, she looked directly at the door and smiled.  Their eyes met.  Sam had the sinking feeling that this was no accident.  She had to have known he would go to the office before doing any partying to put away his actual work materials and charge up the tablet.  She was fucking Wyvern in the one place Sam was guaranteed to catch them.
 
   Her body began to shudder, but she didn’t break gaze.  She looked directly into Sam’s eyes as she came on Wyvern’s thick cock.  Sam’s mouth hung open as her body convulsed and shook, she had never cum that hard on his tongue.  As she panted and caught her breath, she continued to grind her hips on Wyvern’s rigid pole.  He still hadn’t cum yet.
 
   Eden bit her lip and stared directly at Sam.  She reached her hand out and with one finger motioned for him to enter.
 
   He knew something terribly humiliating was going to happen, but he couldn’t resist.  Eden licked her lips, taking a tit in each hand and hefting them up towards him. Sam, cock straining against his cage and his heart beating furiously, opened the door and stepped in.  
 
   *  *  *
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