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Synopsis




This 12,000+ word tale, follows college grad Kate, who needs a little dominating authority in her life, when dealing with her apathetic and submissive boyfriend, Brian. When her two girlfriends, Brenna and Ashley, deliver her a secret program, meant to train boyfriends into submission, by using a very big and powerful tool that she straps over her hips, she is reluctant. But, when Kate gets a taste of the femdom life, she has her boyfriend ready to be feminized and pegged as the new submissive in their relationship!


I









Chapter One



“I love him, Ashley, I do. But Brian is loser. He’s twenty-three, and what does he do all day? He plays his stupid video games when he’s supposed to be looking for a job.” Kate clutched her cellphone and scowled, as she paced back and forth in her living room.

The dark-haired girl bit her lip and scrunched her brow with frustration. She balled her small fist until the pink ran out of it and it became pale. “I’m only twenty, and I’m the one working the job and going to school. Brian isn’t even trying to help in the least!”

Kate quickly exhaled. “I’m sorry – I really don’t want to rant or go off on him like this.”

“Babe, you’re fine,” Ashley said. Her voice echoed from the small cell-phone as Kate put the call on speaker and set it down, while she scrubbed a dried nacho-cheese stain off the coffee table, left from a game night her boyfriend had hosted the evening before.

“You’re living in the last century, though,” Ashley said with a laugh. “You need to train that boy.”

Kate rolled her eyes and for a moment looked down at her cleavage; her breasts were smaller than she would’ve liked, even tucked in the pink push-up bra hiding just beneath the teal polo work shirt she’d still had on from an hour earlier. She sighed with exhaustion and set the cloth she’d been using to clean the stain, on the table.

“I’ve heard you and Brenna tell me to ‘train that boy’ for, like, a year now. What am I going to do? He doesn’t listen to me at all. He says I’m just nagging him,” Kate explained. She stood and brushed down her khakis and teal shirt, making sure she didn’t get anything on them – her boss at the restaurant would just love to find another thing to criticize her on, she thought, and gave a cynical laugh.

“I mean, there are ways,” Ashley hinted. “First thing you have to do is withhold sex, though.”

Kate’s eyes grew wide at the mention of sex. She remembered the night before, riding Brian’s cock and cumming up and down the small but satisfying shaft as it sank deep inside her. The one thing her boyfriend had managed to succeed quite well at had been between the sheets. Kate, though, wasn’t a locker-safe – she’d had no problem orgasming with most of her ex-boyfriends. The easy payoff would make it all the harder to go without it, however.

“I don’t know…” Kate said, recalling the way she’d sat over Brian’s lap and rode him, while giving him small slaps on his cheeks and demeaning him with dirty little placations. “You think you’re so good, getting me off with this dick,” she’d said with a tooth biting her bottom lip. Her eyes rolled back and she moaned, before grabbing her boyfriend’s chest and sighing. Her brow scrunched in sexual frustration as she set her sights on a powerful climax, all while Brian held her hips and assisted her butt in grinding against his base. “How is that?” He asked.

“Not bad,” she said, withholding any real compliments for afterward.

She enjoyed little jabs at her boyfriend’s ego, and for all purposes, he seemed to never mind it – if not enjoy it, even. Brian had met Kate at a party, and tried incessantly for weeks, to score a date with her. Kate hadn’t been immediately smitten with the then twenty year-Old’s shaggy auburn and green eyes, though she found him cute enough when he smiled and subserviently absorbed her dirty little insults. The feeling had been mutual, at least. Brian enjoyed every moment of it – at least, he’d told Kate as much. He was happy, so long as she was happy.

But he knew she’d been growing weary of his video games and late nights when he’d needed to find even a part-time job to help pay the rent; the fact that he’d rejected Kate’s offer to get him a job at the restaurant where she worked, hadn’t helped things.

And now, Kate was ready for action. The once, soft-spoken brunette, had evolved into a working-girl with assertiveness, leaving her clumsy boyfriend in the same state she’d met him in. She knew she had to do something to save both her relationship and her boyfriend’s prospects – and not to mention her credit score.

She pulled her shoulder-length strands from the tie and unleashed her cinder-colored hair from the confines of it the ‘presentable, family-friendly image’ her restaurant insisted she convey. She grabbed the phone and continued with the conversation as she headed to the bedroom, where the weak, late-afternoon lighting left a pink and orange halo against the back wall. The air was cool and still – a contrast from the summer heat she’d just come in from; driving home in a car with no a/c, hadn’t left her any more tolerable of her boyfriend’s slacking, either.

“Babe, you’ve got to do something now before Brian ends up a loser for life. You have a chance to save your man and help yourself out, too. Why not take it?” Ashley said, continuing as she noted her own previous relationship as an example. “Jason was a complete buffoon – you remember him. Well, don’t you remember when it all changed, practically overnight? I had him saying ‘yes ma’am, no ma’am, please and thank you.’”

“Yeah,” Kate said, cocking her head. “I do remember that. And I remember asking you how you did it, and you just gave me this curious look, like you were hiding something mischievous,” Kate noted. “So you withheld sex with him until he straightened up?”

Ashley laughed and the speaker from the phone vibrated heavily as a result. Kate set it down on the corner of her bed, nearest the sliding glass mirrors that shrouded the bedroom closet. She slid the door open and found a pink t-shirt – a baggier and more comfortable cloth that the one she’d been made to wear and smile in. She set it down and pulled the work-shirt from her body. As if the stress of the day went along with it, she exhaled deep and smiled as the chilly air met her soft skin. She unbuckled the front of her push-up bra and her breasts spilled out. The tension in her back and her lungs, faded immediately.

She had hated the push-up bra, but she always made better tips with it, mostly from family men bringing their wives and children in on vacation, yet who seemed no less interested in the college girl serving them. She did what she had to do, however. And even small tricks like this, weren’t covering all of the bills by their due-dates.

“Sure, I withheld sex at first,” Ashley finally continued. “But, there were… other things, too.”

The devious silence left Kate more curious than ever, and she quickly tossed her shirt on, before grabbing the phone and bringing it back to her ear. “I need details, Ash. You can’t leave me hanging. Brian needs serious work, like, yesterday.”

“I don’t know,” she replied, after another small pause. “It’s not exactly for everybody, you know?”

“Well, I guess not, since you wouldn’t tell me what your magic trick was back then, and you apparently still won’t tell me,” Kate complained. “You and Brenna both had your boyfriends trained like dogs, and you would just sit there and eye each other, giggling, when we’d all go out together.”

Kate scrunched her brow once more, providing an ultimatum to show she’d had enough pussyfooting. “I want to know what your secret is, Ashley. Are we friends or aren’t we?”

The proposition had evidently been enough to faze her blonde-haired girlfriend, who scoffed with weariness and finally answered, “Fine; tonight at your place. And make sure Brian is there. We’re going to have a little… intervention.”

Kate cocked her head and smiled – already excited at whatever the evening might bring. “And intervention, huh?”

“That’s right,” Ashley continued. “I’ll call Brenna and make sure she comes, too. It’s going to take all three of us.”

Kate shook her head and her eyes seemingly beamed like hazel orbs as the mystery left her salivating for more information. “What are you up to, girl?”

“I can’t tell you right now; you’re just going to laugh and brush it off. You need to be told in person. Brian isn’t there right now, right?”

“No, he’s at his friend’s apartment playing some online gaming tournament,” Kate said.

“It’s a shame when the really cute guys are just going to stay indoors all day,” Ashley said.

“Hey, are you hitting on my man?” Kate said with a territorial snap.

“Babe, I need to tell you one last thing. We’re all best friends, right? You, me and Brenna?” Ashley asked.

Kate nodded and, remembering she’d been on the phone, finally answered, “Um, yes.”

“Well, sometimes we have to share things – delicate things. And if you really want to see Brian change, you’re going to have to be willing to share him with Brenna and I, temporarily.”

“Um, what?” Kate asked, digging her heel in the stiff, crème colored carpet that had worked out the aches in the balls of her feet, so many afternoons after standing in heels.

Ashley only laughed again and finished with, “See? I can’t even start to tell you about this over the phone. Brenna and I are coming over in two hours. In the mean-time, go ahead and look your best for Brian. Make sure he isn’t coming home at least until Brenna and I have had a chance to come over and talk to you in private for a little while – thirty minutes might be fine.”

Kate laughed and said her goodbyes. She immediately set off to the shower, wondering what her best friends could possibly be plotting. She made sure her boyfriend wouldn’t be home until six o’clock. Brian had no objections to the time allowance, given that Kate had usually called him around that time to get him back home, so they might eat together, attempting to cobble a bit of conversation before he holed up in the second bedroom with his gaming system.

The dark-haired girl lost herself in the shower, fantasizing about the evening before. She found Brian drop-dead handsome, which had been a blessing and a curse over the previous year. Each time she’d wanted to give him a deadline to get his life together, she found herself unable to make the final move. He was a proper boyfriend in most other ways, too. He complimented her, showed enough affection and even kept himself tidy and neat. But his passions always seemed scattered at best - darted between his gaming life, and his girlfriend life, like a pinball.

And when he pulled his phone from his jeans and stepped away from his friend to answer Kate’s phone-call, he immediately knew something was off. “Really?” He asked.

“Yeah. Just come home around six-thirty, will you? We need to talk about something.”

Brian sighed in slight agitation, though he tried to hide the fact in his voice – an effort that always failed to escape deciphering by his girlfriend. “Can you just promise to come back here?” She asked, with a bit more stubbornness in her tone.

“Yeah, yeah – it’s whatever,” he said, shrugging. He turned back to his friend and gave him a look of disbelief, as though he didn’t intent to follow through on a word of his phone call. He hung up the phone and laughed. “Dude, she’s always nagging me.”

“Why don’t you break up with her, then?” His friend asked, with his eyes still fixated on the giant screen overtaking the entire bedroom. “I don’t know,” Brian shrugged. “She’s cool a lot of the time. And she’s hot,” he admitted.

“Yeah, she’s really hot,” his friend said, still clacking the buttons of the controller and looking straight ahead. Though, a hint of a smirk formed in the corner of his lips, until Brian shoved him.

He continued to watch the video game unfolding, but he couldn’t stop wondering what he was expected back at his apartment for – so much so that he’d wanted to go back that moment and press Kate. A pang of nervousness came through his body at the idea that she’d finally stopped bluffing, and intended to leave him. He dragged a hand through his hair and squinted, as if trying to focus on the television screen ahead. But rather, he’d been running over possibilities in his mind, unable to pin anything for certain.

By the time he’d stopped thinking about it, it was closing in on six o’clock, and the passing moments became ever more apparent. Little had he known, Kate’s friends had just shown up with a big surprise.
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Chapter Two



“Hang on,” Kate said, pacing down her hallway. The girl’s still-drying hair tussled and threatened to tangle, as she ran a brush through it, all while making her way for the door. The time she’d been given by Ashley, had managed to fly by, with her obsession in looking perfect for the evening.

She pulled the door open, finally, to see Brenna and Ashley standing on the small space at the top of the stairwell to her apartment. Brenna sat back against the dark metal railing, with her freckled arms crossed. The red-head had straight bangs and shoulder length-hair, as if she’d insisted on a Cleopatra cut at the stylist. She was skinny with boobs that always left Kate a touch jealous. They sat perfectly snug in her banana-yellow tank top and even gave her much-admired butt, nestled in a pair of tight purple yoga pants, a run for its money.

Ashley had opted for a slightly less casual appearance. The ever-alternating-between-party-and-work girl had opted for a black pencil skirt and a white blouse, likely still on from her day as an assistant to a magazine editor downtown. Her platinum blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail, with a few precious bangs hanging down over her tightly-cropped brow. As if an arrow, it brought attention to her red lipstick and contoured cheeks. She was lean as well, but without the breasts or butt to make a ‘royal flush.’ What she lacked in assets, however, she made up for in prowess. It seemed impossible for Brenna and Kate to go anywhere with Ashley, without losing all male attention to the tall, assertive blonde.

She handled herself like a survivor or repeated rejection and criticism, as if being brought down by her ever-abusive boss had left her stronger for it, rather than a crumbling mess. She gave a wink, and it would be the only greeting Kate would find between the two girls; they were all-business.

“What took so long?” Ashley said, clutching a pink gift bag beneath her arm and a clutch beneath the other. “I’ve been carrying this bag around for the last thirty-five minutes,” she said, as she handed it to the dark-haired girl.

Kate immediately started to peek inside, before Ashley cried out, “No! Not yet!” She immediately laughed and took the bag back. “I’m sorry, it’s just that – there is a process to all of this. Brenna can tell you for herself.” The redhead only nodded in agreement, with a certain wisdom hanging on her emerald eyes.

The living room scented of lavender and vanilla, thanks to a few candles Kate had lit for the occasion. She’d cleaned the entire apartment, which hadn’t helped her timing on dress and makeup. But, she wanted everything to be perfect, and hoped that the surprise would indeed be worth it. She felt a knot in her stomach at the idea of Ashley and Brenna bringing over a book or a motivational audiobook, or something similar. She needed something bigger and better than platitudes.

She implored the girls to sit down and asked, “Drinks?”

“Any champagne?” Brenna asked.

“Champagne?” Kate asked. “I mean, Brian has some beer in the fridge, but we haven’t had champagne since I got that promotion last year.”

“Water is fine, Kate,” Ashley said. “We’re just in a celebratory mood, is all. You’re finally joining our little ‘club.’”

“Club?” Kate asked, grabbing a couple of water bottles from the fridge and coming over with the cold, plastic chilling the undersides of her arms. The coolness had been refreshing after the heated stress she’d worked herself into, trying to get her makeup and attire to balance perfectly.

“You’ll see,” Ashley said, before turning to Brenna and giggling, just as the two of them had done countless times before. Kate set the water bottles down and rolled her eyes, knowing their taciturn agreements all too well.

“How do I look?” Kate asked, opening her arms and looking down her cut-off white, American-flag t-shirt and denim jeans.

“He’s going to be begging for it later – that’s how good you look,” Ashley said with a grin, before setting the pink bag down on the coffee table before them. Ashley adjusted herself atop the white leather sofa, as the coolness relieved her warm body. Despite the fact that she would’ve normally been chilly and ready to curl into a blanket, she couldn’t seem to cool down. She looked down at the red polish on her toe-nails – freshly added, to match the coat on her fingers, as well. She hoped Brian would notice all the work she’d done for the evening, but she knew it was up in the air. Sometimes he did – sometimes he didn’t.

Ashley noted the expression and nodded. “You’re stressed, huh?” She asked. “Well, good. You’re going to need that adrenaline to do what you need to do when Brian gets home. He is coming back, soon; right?”

Kate nodded and returned petulantly, “Can we get this big surprise over with, already? You’ve been keeping me in anticipation forever!”

Brenna and Ashley looked at one another and, nearly blushing, gave a slightly nervous giggle. “Oh!” Ashley cried, balling her fists with excitement. “This is so wild. It’s just… it’s been so long that we’ve talked about this day. And now it’s finally here,” she added with a humorous touch of drama, faking the tears of some movie actress who’d just won her first award.

“Come on!” Kate begged, sitting up straight and facing the two twenty-something girls. She knew they had something big to teach her – something they’d learned in the few years they had ahead of her. And she was ready to receive the lesson, along with hopes that Brian could be convinced to do the same.

“Ok,” Ashley said. Brenna grabbed the pink bag, with it crinkling in her fist, and handed it to Kate.

“Go ahead,” Brenna said, before turning to Ashley. A pink grin formed across her lips and she bit her nail nervously – anticipating the moment of truth.

Kate reached into the bag, scouring through the forest of pink tissue paper, searching for the large item that in fact, took very little time and effort to find. She immediately grabbed her fingers around the long, girthy object, and pulled it from the bag. If she’d been blindfolded and made to guess the item, she knew she would have been hopeless; the object seemed overly complicated and dragged the tissue paper out of the bag with its many attached features – like the legs of an octopus dangling behind its body.

She grew red and her jaw hung open when the object cleared the bag and the tissue paper floated to the sides. Kate held the large, black dildo in her hand. It’s smooth, rubber texture, undoubtedly made to mimic a real-life penis as best as possible, sat in her palm as she started to laugh wildly. The black straps attached to the dildo shook up and down as the girl struggled to contain herself.

“What is this?” She asked, nearly holding back tears.

Brenna and Ashley flashed each other a look of indignation and disbelief. “It’s a strap-on,” Brenna explained. “You wear it around your waist and then you… you know.” Ashley laughed at the description, before interrupting. “You fuck Brian with it.”

Kate became no less inconsolable with laughter and disbelief, as she continued to instinctively study the large, impressively sized cock in her fingers. The sheer size and domination that the member implied, left her feeling ever-so damp in the pink cotton thong she’d chosen for the evening.

“This is your big surprise? You want me to use this on you?” Kate asked. Brenna and Ashley burst into laughter then, looking at one another and even clutching each other in their hands, struggling to contain their amusement.

“Well then, what?” Kate asked, before her eyes grew wide. “Wait a second…”

Ashley nodded; as if she knew right then that her best friend had finally figured it out – the big surprise.

“You’re not saying…” Kate started, but could not finish.

Ashley and Brenna only continued to nod. “It’s so you can fuck your boyfriend!” Brenna cried with a final burst of laughter.

Kate frowned and, continuing to clutch the powerful fake cock in her palm (a sensation she’d immediately grown attached to) sneered at her friends. “So, this is all some kind of a joke, then? Hilarious.”

“Wait, what?” Ashley said. Brenna and she stopped laughing, just as Kate started to shove the dildo back into the bag pack the disheveled tissue paper atop it. “I thought you were going to help me; not make some big joke about my problem,” she said with a touch of anger.

“Kate, this isn’t a joke,” Ashley said. The blonde regretted letting herself get too comfortable with the humor of the situation. In doing so, she’d betrayed the respect she had for the lifestyle change that had come when she first found her own strap-on. The discipline the cock asserted was not a laughing matter – it had been palpable from the moment she pulled it around her lithe hips and stroked it, towering over her boyfriend, who swallowed and watched the tip with full knowledge it was about to thrust deep into his virgin asshole.

“How is this not a joke?” Kate asked. “You can’t honestly expect me to do use with Brian, can you? He’s completely straight. I tried to tease his butt one time, just to see if he was into it, and he seemed really reluctant. So, I don’t think he’s going to just suddenly want to try something as ridiculous as this.”

“First off,” Ashley rebutted without skipping a single beat, “This isn’t a joke at all, and it’s not ridiculous.”

“And being into this, as a guy, doesn’t make you gay,” Brenna added, helping Ashley with the damage control. “In fact, that’s a pretty insulting thing to say.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I just… I guess I don’t get it,” Kate confessed. Ashley immediately continued. “That’s why we’re here to help. Now, you said you saw what we did with our boyfriends, and you wanted to know our secret. Well, this is our secret. Maybe we shouldn’t have told you, after all,” she finished, eyeing Brenna. The blonde knew that the final gesture toward Brenna would immediately challenge Kate to prove she could accept the idea of a strap-on, if only to prove the two girls wrong.

“So, you’re saying you both used this on Jason and Craig?” Kate asked, eyeing each girl as she mentioned their ex-boyfriends.

The girls nodded in silence and Kate immediately cocked her head. “If they were so OK with it, then why did you guys break up?”

Once more, Brenna and Ashley eyed each other with quiet grins, before Brenna parted her lips and answered. “You see, Kate. Craig and Jason became the perfect men for us – well trained, in other words. But, we started to get a little addicted with the whole thing and we started to wonder what it might be like to use our newfound tools on new guys. So, we had to break up with them – we certainly weren’t going to keep lying to them or cheat on them once we knew we wanted something else.”

“I can’t believe it,” Kate said as her lip remained open, signaling her total disbelief. “You were using this on them? And I didn’t even know?”

“Well, we don’t just go around telling everybody about it. We respected the fact that maybe they didn’t want the entire world to know that their girlfriends pounded their butts every night. It was the least we could do,” Ashley chuckled.

Kate only shook her head in disbelief. “How did you get them to go along with it? I mean, there’s no way Brian would let me go near his butt with this thing,” Kate said, as she grabbed the dildo from the bag once again, struggling to meet her fingertips around its thickness.

As she made the remark, her mind immediately set off thinking of a fantasy in which she actually could use the tool on Brian. The sheer idea of watching the fake cock dangle from her pelvis¸ as if it were her own made her wet. The only thing that left her wetter, was the notion of shoving it deep inside her boyfriend’s ass, which, as Kate had often doted him on, had always been ‘cuter and perkier’ than her own. The more she thought about it, the more she knew her boyfriend’s rump was made to be taken in this very way.

But she knew Brian, and she knew he wouldn’t do it. And she certainly wasn’t about to force it upon him, as much as she wanted to experiment with the giant, fake cock.

“Well,” Ashley started. “Remember on the phone earlier, when I said you were going to have to share your man temporarily for this to work?”

Kate nodded.

“When I found this whole idea online, I bought the very same dildo. I had it delivered to my townhouse and when Jason came home from his fishing trip that Sunday night, I had a little wine and worked up the courage to tell him about all of this. Of course, he said ‘no way,’” Ashley continued, laughing as though she’d been relieved such days were long in the past.

“It wasn’t until I made him a little deal. Sure, I had to promise him that Brenna and I would make out for like, thirty seconds, and she would get to watch us have a bit of fun. But it was worth it. He agreed, and I knew he would because he’d always had a secret little thing for Brenna – not that I minded,” Ashley finished, making sure to add her tolerance of the fact.

If Kate hadn’t been in disbelief before, her eyes had grown twice their size with a new level of shock.

“You two made out?” Kate asked. The idea, admittedly, left her a touch lustful, thinking of the two gorgeous young women doing such a naughty thing. But, passing over the indulgence of such a thought, she stood and, still clutching the dildo in her small palm, instinctively pointed it toward them. “The two of you? You kissed?”

“Oh, come on, Kate. It wasn’t anything. I knew Jason would get a kick out of it, and in turn, Brenna got to watch the maiden voyage of my new boyfriend-training program,” she said. Brenna bit her lip and smiled with excitement. “It was so hot, watching her use it on him.” The redhead shifted in her seat and laughed guiltily, as Ashley shoved her. “I know you’re getting turned on just thinking about it,” the blonde said, giving Brenna a playful shove.

“Come on!” Brenna said, laughing and covering her mouth, as if she needed to retain a dose of modesty, despite the naughty conversation. She composed herself and finally said, with a smile that betrayed her composure, “Fine, I am. But it was hot.”

“And I know Kate is getting turned on hearing about this, too,” Brenna added. “You can see it in her eyes.”

Ashley’s own eyes widened and she turned to see the dark-haired girl, clutching the cock and obviously lost in her own fantasies of what could be.

“Oh my… she is!” Ashley laughed, before calming herself, as well. “That’s good. This isn’t going to work unless you’re ready to unleash your inner bitch.”

“I don’t know,” Kate said continuing to hesitate. “Brian isn’t going to let me use this on him.”

“Ok, well, like I said. You might need to put something on the table to entice him. And if you’d be willing… Brenna and I would be more than happy to offer to watch you use the strap-on on him.”

Kate laughed with embarrassment and nervousness. “What? I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “You haven’t even seen me naked since we were on the soccer team in high school,” Kate added, with a hint of humility.

“And? Babe, we aren’t going to be ogling you,” Ashley explained. “We’re going to be enjoying the act. But like I said, you’re going to have to be willing to share the experience with us, if you ever want Brian to go along with it.”

“I know Brian, Ash. He’s not going to let me do this unless I let him – I don’t know – have sex with you guys,” Kate explained.

“Well, that’s certainly not happening,” Brenna said. “We don’t do anything with stray boyfriends, anymore. We’re only looking for house-trained boys, now.” They both laughed, before Ashley stopped and explained to Kate, “I’ve known Brian for a while, too. And each time he’s drunk, the exhibitionist in him comes out.”

“What do you mean?” Kate asked.

“Babe, you know what I’m talking about. He has a fetish for being watched. Remember last year at O’Reiley’s, on Saint Patrick’s Day? He got super wasted and he spent the night tell Brenna and me that we should come over and watch how hard he gives it to you,” Ashley said, trying to contain her laughter.

“I mean, we were flattered and all, but,” she continued, before Brenna interrupted. “It was a little creepy, though.”

“I don’t remember that,” Kate said, before Brenna explained that Kate’s own inebriation might’ve explained the lapse in memory.

“Well, even if he said that, he’s full of it. I’m the one who does all of the work in the bedroom; he just lays there and does what I tell him to,” Kate explained.

Ashley and Brenna both leant forward, and their eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s wonderful!” Ashley exclaimed. “He might be way easier to train than I thought.”

“That’s another thing – what do you mean train?” Kate asked. “He’s not going to be a changed man just because I use a strap-on on him,” she added.

Brenna and Ashley turned and looked at each other, smiling. “Oh, that’s what you think. You just wait and see...”
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Chapter 3



Brian pulled up to the apartment parking lot, pulling his car into the visitor’s space. The lot was especially full that evening, with the addition of two cars he didn’t normally see, though had been familiar with. He squinted, focusing in the early evening’s dimness, to make out Brenna and Ashley’s cars. He thought little of their presence, and imagined Kate was showcasing something new to them that she’d found at the mall after work.

Breaking from routing, he looked himself over in the rear-view mirror. He’d been glad he put himself together well that morning – showering, shaving and making himself presentable for the gaming stream, in which he and his team would be interviewed for the online gaming channel. He shrugged and, pulling his green eyes from the reflection, stepped out of his car and made his way upstairs, where the lights were glowing from the kitchen and living room windows.

He opened the door to find, as he suspected, Brenna, Ashley and his girlfriend sitting on the sofa – legs crossed and holding an air of quiet dignity. The pink bag was nowhere to be found, nor was the dildo. Kate certainly didn’t want to scare her boyfriend all at once by presenting the massively sized cock; nearly three times as large as his own. Even the fake scrotum overflowed her palm with its rubber orbs in a way that Brian’s own sack could not.

“Um, hey, Brenna. Hey, Ashley,” Brian said, giving a small but humble nod toward them.

“Hello,” Ashley said, before she and Brenna giggled quietly, which left Brian somewhat self-conscious.

“Can we talk, Brian?” Kate said, joining in on the same, learned stolid demeanor that Brenna and Ashley had already perfected.

“Yeah, sure. What’s up?” Brian asked.

Kate turned to Ashley, who, as if she’d transmitted a message to her best friend via brainwaves, seemed to imply the dark-haired girl be a bit more assertive.

“Have a seat right here,” Kate instructed. There would be no ‘please’ or ‘babe, could you just…’ as Ashley insisted she do without. She would become a proper disciplinarian, only if she stopped begging her boyfriend for cooperation, and instead, came to expect it. She was the woman of the house, after all. And to add to her authority, she made the money. She held all the power – and now, she would learn how to yield it, from her best friends.

“This is kind of weird,” Brian said, with a nervous laugh. He sat down on the sofa, next to Brenna and Ashley, while Kate took the matching chair that faced them. “You don’t want to do this in private?”

Kate looked at Ashley and Brenna, who were inconspicuously nodding their heads to the contrary. Kate took the signal and turned her hazel eyes back toward her boyfriend, with a slightly nervous, but clearly defiant expression. She turned her nose up slightly – perhaps overcompensating for the suspense she carried in her mind, and continued. “No. If it’s ok…” she said, looking toward Ashley, who immediately glared toward her.

“I mean… we’re going to do this right here.”

Brian shrugged and answered, “Whatever, babe.”

Ashley and Brenna eyed Kate, and without missing a beat, Kate rebutted, “I’m not you’re ‘babe,’ Brian. I am a woman, and I’m officially tired of working my butt off while you do nothing all day.”

“I mean… shit,” Brian said, stumbling over what had been a new and unfamiliar strategy for Kate, in conversing with her boyfriend. Brian rubbed the back of his neck instinctively and turned toward Brenna and Ashley, before asking them, “Don’t you guys think she’s being ridiculous?”

The girls remained silent, but flashed a small grin toward the helpless boyfriend, who immediately dismissed their encrypted expressions with another exhalation and a ‘whatever.’

“Brian, I think we need some rules and order in this apartment, if this relationship is going to keep going,” Kate said. She felt the goose bumps across her skin, as she dispensed authority like an ATM pushing out dollar bills. Left and right, she felt the authoritarian in herself, popping out in unpredictable way – starting with her tone, and adding to it, the fact that she immediately stood and started to pace around the coffee table; towering over her shrunken boyfriend in the process.

“Babe, I told you, I’m looking for a job on the weekends,” Brian said. Kate immediately glared toward him, and, as if by magic, her gestures started to pay off, and the shaggy-haired twenty-three year-old quickly corrected himself, saying, “I mean… Kate.”

“There is going to be no more sex until things change around here; that’s the first thing,” Kate said, pointing her finger into the air.

“What?” Brian said – his eyes wide with disbelief in his sudden future of depravity. He’d gotten long accustomed to Kate’s own insatiability for sex. And though he’d been smaller than average, and had all the sexual prowess of a mannequin, he’d lucked out in finding a girl who had been more than happy to do all the work for her own climax. Meanwhile, he simply waited until the velvet canal between her legs, slurped every last drop of cum from his cock and he’d watch Kate fall asleep, before slipping off to his game system. He’d had no qualms with the arrangement – in fact, he loved it. The easy sex had been his point of pride, especially to his friends, who all seemed to find Kate as attractive as he did.

“That’s crazy, Kate. I already told you I’m trying to find a job. I just… I haven’t really tried yet. But if it’s such a big deal to you, then I’ll try and find something,” he explained, with very little conviction.

Kate only shook her head and finished with a little chuckle. “I’ve heard that story, before, babe.”

“Oh, so you can say ‘babe,’ but I can’t?” Brian charged.

Immediately, Kate replied with, “Damn right I can. And I will. You will have to earn the right to do it.”

“What is this? Is this some kind of feminist crap, because I’m not down with this,” Brian said petulantly, before turning and glancing toward Ashley and Brenna, with an expression which suggested he knew they were behind all of this, despite his not knowing exactly in what way. The two girls always seemed to hold a ‘holier than thou’ air about them, as far as he’d been concerned. He had little proof, but he always suspected they relished in trying to get Kate to dump him and find a more accountable man.

“It’s not about feminism or anything like that. It’s about our roles in this household. I’m making the money. I’m going to school. I’m doing all the chores. And you’re just playing around all day. So, I think if we’re going to act like the opposite of our traditional roles, then maybe we should embrace it fully.”

Brian’s brow furrowed as he tried to decipher his girlfriend’s cryptic explanation. “I don’t get it,” he finally admitted.

Brenna and Ashley seemed all the more delighted by the boy’s confusion with every step of the way – as if they were watching a sheep to the slaughter. They meant no harm, but they certainly grew excited for the show they hoped Brian would allow to happen. The girls knew it would depend on Kate’s boyfriend, however. None of them could, or would, try to make him do anything he didn’t wish to do. However, they grew relieved, as the shaggy-haired boy seemed to follow the very emotional journey that their own previous boyfriend’s had trekked, before agreeing to let them use a dildo on them; the evening still held much promise. And with any luck, they would not only get to see Brian’s notoriously girlish behind, but they would get to his tight butt pried open by a giant, black cock. Soon, the fantasies and pornography that they’d had to use to get them by while they awaited the next trained man at their feet, would be put on hiatus, as they would be given the real thing.

“Let me show you what I mean, then,” Kate said. “Close your eyes,” she instructed. Brian agreed, and placed his fingers over his eyes. He started to peek, but Kate quickly realized and snapped, “No peeking! Brenna and Ash will be watching you, just to make sure.”

Brian relented and kept his eyes closed. When he opened them upon his girlfriend’s command, Kate was standing only a foot before him, bottomless – save for her pink cotton thong –and with a giant, rubber, black cock hanging from her hips. She shifted her weight and the heavy shaft bobbed with realism. Kate bit her lip as she smiled and eyed her innocent boyfriend. She loved the sensation of the heavy rod tugging around her hips, and wondered if men always felt such a thrill at this sensation.

“What the hell is that?!” Brian cried out, scrunching his brow.

He turned to Brenna and Ashley and continued, “What is this all about?”

Kate leant forward and pressed her finger against Brian’s lips. “Babe… shhh… I’m going to explain everything.”
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Chapter 4



Brian felt a flutter as his heart raced and his mind became light.

Staring down the giant cock-head, which hung just above his lips, seemed all-too authentic. He shrank before the dominating tool and felt his entire body – most of all, his ass – grow tight with suspense. His skin grew warm and tingling, and his senses became clearer. He noticed Kate’s vanilla perfume for the first time, and couldn’t help but notice how hard her naked legs and camel-toe in her panties had made him, despite the threatening cock hanging from her body; which did him no favors in trying to assert his sexuality.

“Are you ready to listen?” She whispered. Brian nodded and turned his eyes back down to the cock.

“Go ahead; touch it. I know you want to feel it. It’s pretty life-like,” she said. Brian, as if he’d abandoned all independence, obliged his girlfriend upon this suggestion, and wrapped his lithe fingers around the long, rubber shaft. He, too, proved unable to lock his fingers around the endless circumference of the cock – a gesture that left his ass growing ever tighter. He imagined the sensation had been from sheer dread, but rather, he fought back the notion that the idea of his gorgeous and, typically harmless girlfriend, wearing such a symbol of dominance, had left him somewhat aroused.

“Now. I think we’d better get you naked and on your belly so we can give this thing a spin,” Kate said, admiring the faux black veins that spread down the ivory-tinted shaft.

“What?!” Brian said, retracting his fingers, as if a virgin, realizing she’d made a terrible mistake by agreeing to shoot a porn-film. “I’m not letting this thing anywhere near me, let alone my butt.” He turned to Brenna and Ashley, and attempted to hang on to any final shred of his masculinity, while it rapidly faded before the two domineering women. The very notion of being invited into submission by his girlfriend left Brian eyeing the girls with slight embarrassment and a need to declare his disinterest in the tool that, in his mind, had evoked a strange and conflicting lust deep in his body.

“Well, what if I told you,” Kate said, leaning forward and whispering into her boyfriend’s ear, “That Brenna and Ashley are dying to watch us?” She turned her eyes back, as if hiding the fact that she’d already discussed such matters with the girls; she feigned a gesture of discreteness.

“For real?” Brian asked. His cock immediately started to grow in his jeans at the very idea of two women – both of whom, he’d sometimes fantasized about – watching him have sex; it was the ultimate fantasy that he’d imagined would never come to manifestation.

“They want to watch?” He asked.

Brian tried not to appear too desperate to his girlfriend, and especially the two girls. “Are you fucking with me?” His heart sped and his stomach twisted at the very idea. Kate nodded, and at once, Brian could tell she wasn’t just pulling his leg – she held the very stoic demeanor she’d often trotted out when it was time to improvise on how to pay the bills at the end of the month; she clearly was not ‘fucking’ with him, he thought. The notion left him harder and harder by the moment, until he felt the usual bead of wet pre-cum against his cotton boxers and his thigh.

“I don’t know,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck and eyeing the girls again and again, until Ashley started over, shifting her hips and smiling deviously. “Bri,’ are you going to let us live out our dirty little fantasy or not?” She said, with a playful, coquettish tone.

He eyed the giant fake cock once-more, and continued to hesitate. “This is just… kind of weird, though. Isn’t it? I mean, I’m straight,” he explained, to which Brenna and Ashley laughed.

“What is it with people and thinking that doing stuff like this makes you gay? Listen, are you attracted to men?” Ashley quizzed.

Brian shook his head and said sternly, “No way.”

“Well, we didn’t think you were. At least, judging by the way you steal glances at Brenna and me. And, judging by the way you’ve got a boner from you’re girlfriend’s thong,” Ashley said with a mischievous grin. Her eyes turned down to feast on the sight of Brian’s cock. Brian blushed slightly, and shrugged. “Well, it seems kind of gay, is all.”

“Why? All you’re doing is taking advantage of a little gift your body has given you, called the ‘p-spot.’ It’s deep in your ass and with the right, ahem, tool,” Ashley said, clearing her throat and trying not to laugh, “You can unlock a level of pleasure you’ve never known.”

The words – dirty and scandalous – slipping from Ashley’s smooth, red lips left Brian ready to do whatever the blonde asked of him. He turned to Kate, who’d held the same pleading, coy expression that girls were so talented in using to twist him into circles. He didn’t know what a ‘p-spot’ was, or if Ashley had made the entire concept up. But the more she talked about the forbidden notion of him taking a giant, fake cock up his ass, left him harder and harder. Ashley spun him into a sexually frustrated web until he was ready to get down on his knees and beg for the cock around his girlfriend’s waist, to be buried deep inside him.

And Ashley knew this. She’d had plenty of practice on her own boyfriend, after all. She and Brenna knew they would have little trouble with Brian – they hardly ever had; it was the gift of being attractive young women. And why not use it to help their frustrated girlfriend get a bit of order in her house? They were tired of seeing Kate on the verge of tears, some nights, after being scalded by her boss for minute missteps. They were frustrated in hearing about how she would be the only absentee from their weekends-out, because she’d made a commitment to watch her boyfriend’s gaming stream, despite his continued insistence that he couldn’t once watch her college softball games. They both knew it was time to exact a bit of discipline, even if they’d have to be the ones to show Kate how to do it. And by doing so, they would help her learn the sort of authority that would leave her in control for the rest of her life. And Brian would always be free to take it or leave it.

But the way the twenty-three year-old ogled his girlfriend’s cleavage and the trimmed bush hiding behind the thin cotton fabric of her panties, left them with a certainty that it wouldn’t come to anything too urgent.

“I mean, I’m open-minded. I’ll try most things once,” he said with a prideful laugh. Suddenly, he’d found something to boast about, and the idea of taking the large black cock was not a source of insecurity or humility, but a source of opportunity to brag, after the fact. His ego needed something – anything – to let him first accept the idea, without feeling incredibly emasculated. And he relished in the initial denial, because, frankly, he wanted to try it. Secretly, he craved the idea even more than Kate had, by that point. While she was left with a continued hesitance that such a ‘crazy’ idea would actually work, Brian was growing harder and harder at the idea of having two bombshell girls watch him do just about anything naked. But the idea of the girls becoming dirty little voyeurs, all while he had sex with his girlfriend, left him ready and willing to play any role in the act - so long as he actually would be a part of it.

Still, he knew he had to feign certain reluctance, lest he be branded too interested and – if word ever got out – rumored to be into some not-entirely-accepted-as-straight-in-his-social-circle sexual acts. Ashley knew she didn’t need to put anything more on the table. But the evening was rolling along, and they still hadn’t started. And so, she eyed Kate for approval to enact, what the girls had - only minutes before Brian’s arrival home – dubbed ‘code red.’

Kate grinned and Ashley leant over, whispering in Brian’s ear. “Do I need to reach down there and get you started? Because I could do that, too.”

Brian’s eyes lit up and his entire posture grew rigid at the suggestion. He grinned and shook his head. “You guys are totally fucking with me. I’m on some secret camera or some shit.”

“We’re not messing with you, babe. I already told Ashley she could give you a hand job, if you wanted one; consider it my returning the favor, if you agree to go along with my little experiment.”

“What do you mean ‘experiment’?” Brian asked, cocking his head.

“Oh, well, I’ll have to explain that later. Right now, I need to know if you’d be willing to join us in a little fun, or not,” Kate explained.

“What do you say?” Ashley said, lowering her fingers down over Brian’s jeans, until her hand came over his thigh and found the rod-shaped form, hard and extended down his leg. She ran her palm over the length of the shaft, ever so gently, and watched Brian’s eyes grow weak as he shifted and moaned. His cock flared with hardness, ravenous for release at Ashley’s touch. Without another word, he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. He shrugged, as if to say, ‘fuck it,’ and he watched as Kate and Ashley pulled his jeans and his boxers down to his ankles.

Ashley giggled and her eyes grew wide as she found the cock waiting beneath his clothes, come springing up with a slight upward curve that left the tip of his head falling back against the space just below his navel. The bead of pre-cum strung against his abs and as the cool air touched the skin of his manhood, Brian sighed with desperate arousal.

He couldn’t believe he was naked before Ashley and Brenna. The sheer reality of it, left him more aroused than ever before – more so that he thought he might as Ashley reached down and wrapped her delicate, lithe fingers around the upper third of his shaft, and jerked the plush, tawny skin of his cock, until his scrotum danced up and down in response.

“Fuck,” he breathed, and his chest rose and fell with heavy breaths.

“Mm; does our new girl of the house like that?” Ashley said. Before Brian could process exactly what the blonde had said, he willingly nodded and smiled, with a slight moan slipping from his lips. When he processed her words in a delay, he didn’t care; he assumed she’d made a mistake. Never in a million years, would Brian have considered that Ashley wasn’t botching her words, in the least.

She continued to stroke Brian’s cock and smile deviously, as Kate and Brenna watched on. Kate stood over her boyfriend and smiled. She couldn’t believe her eyes. She felt a slight pang of jealousy over the idea of Ashley giving her boyfriend a hand-job. But at the very same time, she was left wet and ready to use her new toy on Brian, just as soon as Ashley had prepared him for it. She enjoyed the performance more than she thought she might, and she was left sneaking a few fingers just inside her thong and gracing cautiously over her ready and engorged clit. The very gesture of adjusting the dildo atop her mound, left her nearly buckling from the sensation it ignited up and down her body, and she wondered how long she would last that evening; she certainly didn’t want to climax too soon, to the embarrassment of her girlfriends.

Brian turned up and with heavy eyes, said to Ashley, “How about a blowjob?” The blonde smiled, hiding a small degree of discontent, and simply returned, “Nuh-uh-uh,” and wagged her finger. “A hand job, only. I’m not your partner, after all.”

She returned her hand and Brian immediately turned toward his girlfriend. “Babe, how about some head?”

Kate immediately cocked her head and shifted her hand on her hip. She wanted to return with a rejection that might leave Brian with an understanding that she wasn’t going to be giving out free services like blowjobs, anymore – not without some compensation, anyway. But instead, she cleverly clutched the shaft of her new cock, and stepped forward until the wide, rubber cock-head was hanging an inch before her boyfriend’s lips. The very sight left her biting her lip and wanting to cry out with delight.

“What? Are you for real?” Brian asked.

“You said you wanted head,” Kate said with an indulgent smile. The notion left Brenna and Ashley grinning just as widely. Ashley turned up to Brian and immediately said, “Are you going to show us what you’re made of, or not?”

With that, Brian scoffed, “I could give better head than the three of you anyway; I mean, if I was into that.” His body grew tense with anticipation. He knew it wouldn’t take much to be lassoed into the act. And with one simple, ‘well, then, put up or shut up,’ by Brenna, he grabbed Kate’s cock and parted his lips.

He immediately felt the flavorless fake cock fill his mouth. His lips stretched open and he felt himself growing harder in Ashley’s grip. Kate quickly grew impatient. She became too aroused to control herself, and thrust her hips forward, as she reached around the back of her boyfriend’s head. She gentle cradled his hair as she drove the long, black cock down to his throat.

Brian pulled back, gave a small gasp, and wiped a string of saliva from his mouth, before laughing and shaking his head. “This thing is huge.”

The remark left Kate inflamed with lust. She’d never known anything quite like it. She turned down to Ashley, and again, as if they’d communicated on some psychic plane, Ashley conveyed an expression which signaled she knew exactly the sort of newfound pleasure Kate was experiencing.

She looked down and watched, as her ‘new girlfriend’ - as Ashley playfully had put it earlier in the evening – parted his lips again and took the head of the dildo into his mouth. As if by magic, she swore she could feel the very pleasure she might know all-too well, if the cock had been a true appendage of her own body. Instead, she felt the base of the heavy tool, pressing against her swollen, pink clit and folds, as she thrust it into her boyfriend’s tight and willing mouth.

Brian watched as Brenna looked on. The redhead stole a few discrete moments to slide her fingers down over her own clit. The gesture left Brian harder than ever. The idea that the gorgeous girls had found such arousal in watching him experiment with his girlfriend’s new toy, had been more than enough motivation for him to continue. And the more they demeaned him, the more he seemed to love every moment of it.

“I think she loves your big cock, Kate,” Ashley giggled. The blonde’s hand grew less and less attentive, as she became distracted by the show unfolding just above her, as the brunette thrust her long, fake cock into Brian’s hungry mouth. Each time, the shaggy-haired boy moaned with delight, and his cock jumped with a jolt of pleasure that left more and more pre-cum stringing from the tip. Ashley collected a small amount on her fingertip and motioned for Kate to pull the dildo from his mouth.

“You should put the pre-cum on the tip of the cock,” she said, with a wild excitement in her eyes. “I can’t believe I never thought of that before!” The audible excitement from Brenna seemed to confirm the enthusiasm for the act, and Kate leant down and grabbed her boyfriend’s cock. She squeezed up the shaft, eliciting a guttural groan from the submissive male, and watched with delight as the crystal-clear bead of pleasure drizzled from the hole. She brought the tip of her own cock down and rubbed the cum along the tip, to which Ashley gleefully called, “Make their dicks kiss!” The remark left Brenna laughing wildly. Kate couldn’t help herself, either, until she’d had trouble performing the act, as her body jerked with laughter.

“Mm. Are you hungry?” She asked her boyfriend. “Open up and say, ‘aaah,’ like a good little sub,” she added, with an authoritarian air that Brian had never seen from the girl. He thought little of the remark – too into the wild arousal that was brought on by the exhibitionism before the gorgeous women. If they wanted him to eat his own cum, then he would happily oblige them.

“Stick out your tongue!” Ashley cried impatiently. Brian slid his tongue from his mouth and the blonde immediately ordered, “Now, lick it off the tip. Show us what a dirty little slut you are.”

Brian tasted the salty, clear seed on the tip of the cock, which only made the simulation of Kate’s new toy, all the more indiscernible from reality. Brian felt a pang of lust shooting through his body and his ass, as he tasted cum from the cock – and all while it dangled over him, along with his girlfriend and the assertive blonde girl.

“Mm, fuck,” Kate groaned. She felt something unlocking deep inside her. She hadn’t realized the desire had existed inside her before. But now she knew, undeniably, that she wanted to see her boyfriend demeaned and humiliated into submission, more and more.

And she had just the instrument to make it happen.

“That’s it,” Ashley said, patting the top of Brian’s shaggy hair, as if he were a trained animal who had just performed his owner’s command. He didn’t know what might come next, but he didn’t mind – whatever it might’ve been. He was too horny to turn back. And every little insult the girls might’ve thrown at him, left him strangely aroused, all the more.

“She’s such a good little slut – aren’t you?” Ashley said, looking down at Brian, as she towered over him. He continued on his knees, until Kate insisted he crawl around the living room on all fours. He obliged, with his hard cock bobbing between his thighs, and desperate for release, all while the girls cheered him.

“What an obedient boy,” Ashley said. “What do you think of him, now?”

Kate shrugged and nodded. “I’m impressed. Of course, he’s not finished, yet; right?” She asked with a touch of concern, as if she might not get to live out her newly developed fantasy, of taking out years of playing the ‘traditionally male role’ in their relationship, without getting to cash in on the bedroom perks, as well. She wanted to watch her boyfriend wince and moan as his tight asshole reluctantly accepted the thick intrusion that had hung from her hips all evening.

“Oh, I think she wants a lot more than oral; don’t you?” Ashley said, as Brian came around to face them once more.

“You’re a naughty little cock-whore, aren’t you? You always thought you were the man of the house. But that’s Kate. So, it looks like you’ll have to be the submissive one around here, if you expect her to keep you around. And I don’t think she’s going to be an easy woman to please,” Ashley explained, finishing with a stern warning.

Brian nodded and Kate immediately towered above her boyfriend, who remained on all fours, looking up to the dangling cock, above his head. He looked up her lithe, long things, and the thong just behind the black cock. The coloring almost made her look naked – as though the cock had been her true extension. He saw it all too clearly, now. She’d always been a fem-dom in disguise. He’d never known it, and apparently, neither had Kate. But now, things were changing, and it was immediately evident that she knew much more than she knew the day before. There would be now going back.

“Now, let’s get that shirt off,” Kate insisted. Brian obliged and pulled the shirt over his head and off his body. He started to toss it to the side, before Kate cleared her throat. “Fold it neatly, and then set it on the arm of the sofa.”

“Oh come on, Kate,” he started. Kate quickly stomped her foot just before his hands. He immediately realized she was not playing games with him any longer, and he obeyed her - if only to keep the possibility of full-on sex while Brenna and Ashley watched - on the table.

“Very well,” Kate said. “You will get one less inch for every command you follow correctly. But if you make a mistake, you lose the inch.”

“Inch?” Brian said, before realizing what she’d meant.

“Now, crawl over to the bedroom and get our bottle of lube. Bring it back here… in your teeth,” Kate said, before flashing Ashley an expression of delight.

Brian turned away, and the girls watched as his cute, tight little ass shifted with every step. The pink, virgin opening between his cheeks, had no idea what was coming next, and Kate licked her lips with anticipation.

“I can’t believe this,” Kate whispered to Ashley, who nodded. “I told you. He’s going to be a new man from here on out; just make sure you learn how to hit that p-spot and he’s going to be putty in your hands.”

“I guess I need to learn more about the p-spot, then,” Kate admitted.

“Don’t worry. I didn’t know much about it at first. But you’ll learn. Luckily, he’s so damn ready to burst, I don’t even think you’re going to need to hit it perfectly to make him cum all over the place,” Ashley laughed, as Brian returned.

Right as he came to Kate’s feet, the bottle of lube slipped from his mouth. Kate shook her head and immediately said, “Looks like you lose that inch. You’re going to need it, too.” She laughed and ordered her boyfriend to push his bare ass into the air.

Brian agreed and did as he was instructed. The girls watched with sheer pleasure, whistling and jeering him on. “What a cute little but, just ripe for the fucking,” Brenna giggled. Ashley turned back to her and added, “It’s the perfect little ass for a housewife like him.”

Kate’s eye grew wide as she grabbed the bottle of lube and started to slather it over the long, fake cock. “Are you not going to make him eat you out, first?” Ashley asked, with a curious grin of excitement across her lips – suggesting she might’ve delighted in the show.

Kate shook her head and sighed with impatience. “No; I’ve been waiting for this for too long. I’m so wet. I have to do this now,” she insisted. Brenna and Ashley turned to one another with a look of satisfied surprise.

“Push that ass up more, you useless piece of meat,” Kate said with a sharp tone. Ashley took the sign and returned to the sofa to watch the show. She didn’t dare cross her best friend, now. The student was fast becoming the teacher, so much so that Ashley felt her own tinge of obedience to Kate – the apparently natural-born fem-dom.

“More!” She shouted. Brian pushed his bare butt into the air and immediately Kate gave it a hard, sharp spank. “Oh!” Brian cried out, as the pink little tone formed on his taut ass-cheek. He bit his lip and watched as Ashley and Brenna toggled their mounds discretely; this was the only reaction he needed to continue. His own body felt as though it would explode at any moment.

“That’s it,” Kate said with a grin across her lips. She knelt down and lathered her boyfriend’s tight, virgin asshole with the cold, clear lube. She circled her fingertip around the entrance, with disbelief that she was actually about to fuck him with a strap-on. She couldn’t contain her excitement, nor her impatience – so much so, that she only slid a finger into Brian’s ass for a moment; long enough to hear his light moaning – a sound that left her wetter than ever. She could only imagine what the dildo would evoke from his gut.

She lined the cock up with the rosy opening and at once started to push. Brian threw his head back at once, wincing and grabbing the carpet in his fists as he felt his tight, reluctant ass, broken open by the uncaring cock. “Fuck!” He growled, trying to relax his body.

“That’s it… like a good little housewife whore,” Kate said, with a deep, assertive tone. She smiled wide as the tight asshole stretched open and the tip of the black cock disappeared into the sleeve of pink – all along with her boyfriend’s wild moans of pain and pleasure.

“Quiet!” She ordered, before spanking Brian’s ass harshly. The girls watched her, as if grading her, and nodded with sheer amusement.

“What a good little pussy he has,” Brenna said with a laugh.

“He might as well have one – his dick is so damn small,” Kate said with a grunt, and shoved another inch slowly into the asshole. Brian felt the massive girth stretch his body and fill him, inch by inch. Kate had been caring enough to go slowly at first, but he knew it would only be a matter of time before she worked into a rhythm.

Taking no time at all, the girl pushed the cock ever deeper, all while the pressure against her clit left her moaning and her legs shaking with an impending climax. Her breast heaved with pride and lust, as she realized things would never be the same after this unthinkable night. Was she actually shoving a giant cock into her boyfriend’s ass? If it wasn’t a dream, then she couldn’t deny it. And she grew immediately addicted to it.

“Fuck yes,” she groaned, shoving more and more of the massive, dominating shaft into her boyfriend’s tight, warm ass. She watched with pure joy as his body tightened and shifted to take the giant cock, and for a moment, she couldn’t help but fantasize a real cock being shoved into his ass, all while he groaned and felt the same intimacy she was learning in that moment.

“How is my good, well-behaved slut?” Kate said, reaching forward and patting her boyfriend on his cheek. “Are we house-broken, yet?”

Brian only groaned in response. His entire body contracted and with each inch the giant cock-head pressed deeper into his warm canal, he felt the pressure inside him, evoking something completely new. Has this been the ‘p-spot’ Ashley had mentioned? He thought it must’ve been. Because the sheer pressure filling his ass, coupled with the sensitive state of his cock, left him threatening to cum at any moment. He couldn’t help but imagine how demeaning it would be to shoot hot, white ropes of cum, all because a giant cock was pounding his asshole. The thought, rather than humiliate him, left him closer to climax than before.

“Just like that,” Kate said, thrusting back and forth now, and working into a rhythm. “How does my little slut like it? Does she like it hard? Because she’s going to get it that way, until she learns how to behave in this house,” she continued, thrusting harder and faster – all while watching her boyfriend press his ass farther into the air, and harder toward her, as if he’d enjoyed the cock so much, he craved every last inch she’d yet given him.

“Fuck,” Brian groaned. “I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum!” He cried.

“You’re not even touching your cock, though!” Kate replied.

“It’s her p-spot. I told you,” Ashley said with a prideful grin. “Fuck him as hard as you can, and keep angling down against his balls like that.”

Kate pulled up slightly and angled the cock down, until it pressed downward against the bulbous base of Brian’s cock that existed between his ass and his sack. He moaned weakly and cried out with pleasure, until sure enough, she felt her boyfriend’s ass pulsing and throbbing around the dildo, and the hot, white seed rippled from his body and across the rope.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Kate said over her boyfriend’s mindless groans of bliss. “You came too early. You know what that means,” she said.

Kate immediately pounded her boyfriend’s ass – relentless and quick. She pounded as deep as she could, all while hearing her boyfriend beg, “More… yes… harder… I’m going to cum again…”

She couldn’t believe the enthusiasm, nor could she believe her best friends, both masturbating over their clothes to the sheer image. The reality left her careening over the cliff and toward her own climax. She could no longer hold back as she slammed the giant, fake cock into her boyfriend’s tight, submissive asshole.

“Oh… oh my…fuck… I’m going to orgasm!” She cried out. Her entire body tightened as the welling wave of mindless chemical bliss gripped her body like a cage and she felt her entire body tremble and shake uncontrollable. Her eyes tightened and the levee broke with absolute, abandoning euphoria. The room grew hazy and the entire performance seemed a million miles away. There remained only her and the giant, massive cock that connected her to her boyfriend, in an entirely new and thrilling way. She wouldn’t be able to go back, ever again. She’d tasted domination and authority, and she knew she would only want more and more.

Kate sighed lightly as the final threat of a second orgasm subsided and she withdrew the massive cock from Brian’s tight and pulsing behind. The reluctant pull-out suggested he didn’t want to let go – a notion that left her smiling.

She sat back with her legs splayed, and heaved for breath, as her body – sweaty and warm – cooled from its sexual exhaustion. Brian fell forward onto his belly and did the same, all while smiling and shaking his head in disbelief. There would be no turning back for him, either. He had been made into the submissive – the woman, he thought – even if only for a moment in time. He had been at the mercy of Kate’s massive cock, and he felt that he suddenly knew a bit of what it felt to be on the receiving end of the act he’d performed so many times before. He not only had a new appreciation for it – he related to those girls, as though he’d taken a step closer to them, all while retaining his own sense of self.

He also knew that the record had been set in stone. Ashley and Brenna, who had calmed themselves after their own dance with orgasm, had seen everything. They saw him feminized and pounded by Kate’s new toy – they witnessed the reversal of their positions in the house. He felt as though he had gained an intimate connection with them, as well. They were his inspiration, now. He wanted to please the three of them, and already set off to wondering if he would have the chance to repeat his submission. He knew he could do even better the next time – put more ‘slut’ into the equation, and show the girls what a truly submissive cockwhore looked like.

“What now?” Kate asked, to no one in particular.

“Well, you make him clean you up, first and foremost. And then he needs to get on his gaming system and tell his friends how he bent over and let a giant cock split him open.”

Kate couldn’t get enough of the idea, and she motioned for her newly obedient man to make his way over to her cock. She wouldn’t make him clean the dildo – not this time – anyway. He would need some promotions before proving himself in that way and she knew there would be time.

So rather, Kate had him fetch her clothes. She dismissed him to crawl about the room and do as he was told. Brian could feel the hollow, swelling void deep in his ass; he wanted something to plug it and satisfy him again, at once. He cocked his head, noting the realization that he was becoming a submissive little housewife before his very own eyes; and he didn’t mind one bit.

“Well,” Ashley said, catching her breath. “What do you think of my little secret, now?”

Kate laughed and shrugged. “You were right. I think this is promising,” she said.

“Enjoy it while it lasts, because soon enough, you won’t be able to get enough of it.”

“Oh, I think there’s plenty of time to enjoy my new boyfriend… over, and over, and over…” Kate said, with a laugh. Ashley and Brenna nodded with delight, and the girls conspired to get something to eat and maybe even come back home for a second round.

“Who knows – maybe you’ll make his gamer friends watch us next time!” Ashley said with a laugh.

“Don’t tempt me…” Kate said, already plotting the very idea.


Sign up for Femdom Goodies & Promos!




I hope you enjoyed my story. If so, please consider clicking below, or copying and pasting the link, so you can sing-up for my naughty little femdom mailing list. I know, I know. Another mailing list? I promise, I will only send you news on my latest stories, and freebies, when I’m able to. Thank you, always, for your support! It means the world to me and my three dogs! ;)

https://mailchi.mp/cf03cafe509b/madame-queens-femdom-fiction-mailing-list


About Madame Queen



Madame Queen is a middle-aged lady living in Connecticut with her three dogs, and always on the prowl for a nice, submissive man to share her fantasies. For now, she’s living our her naughty memories and future fantasies, right here in her stories. She hopes you enjoy reading them, as much as she enjoys writing them!
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