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Note to the Reader

The only excuse I can make is that I was born and raised in Texas…

I had absolutely no idea that the French word “chic” was pronounced the same as “Sheikh” (also spelled Sheik, Shaik, Shayk, Shaykh, and Shaikh). One refers to something sexy and fashionable while the other is a title used for kings and leaders.

But once someone corrected my pronunciation, I just knew there had to be a naughty story in there somewhere.

And here, for your reading pleasure, it is…

Xoxoxo,
Syndie
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1.

The room was filled with a moist heat and fat, old men setting on benches.

When their wives asked why the spent so much time at the bathhouse, they all explained the benefits of the spa to their health.

And it was true. The men of this small city that few had ever heard of had seemed to act younger, smile more, and be less demanding of sexual favors from their wives since the bathhouse had opened.

The bathhouse was for men only.

Well, the men and Queenie. And exactly what Queenie should be considered might be debated.

But at this particular moment, Queenie was on her hands and knees. Her mouth was eagerly working on the cock of the man seated on the bench in front of her. Another man was kneeling behind her, grasping her hips, and thrusting his cock in and out of her ass.

Cum dribbled from her mouth and ass. Saturday mornings were busy and she was being well used. By noon, a few of the more virile men would have used her for their pleasure more than a dozen times.

Queenie was an absolute slut and loved nothing more than having her holes filled with hard cock.

But one difference was that Queenie only had two holes for the clients to use because dangling between her legs was a limp, useless little sissy cock that flopped in time with the thrusts pounding her ass.

Queenie was a shemale.

Nobody knew or would ever have guessed that at one time Queenie had been the feared and powerful king of an oil-rich nation…


2.

Amy Raven disliked the man setting on the couch in front of her.

No, actually it was more than a dislike. She rarely let emotions figure into her business dealings, but she had to struggle to hide her raw hatred for him.

“Your highness,” she said, trying to refocus the conversation. “With the price of oil plummeting it makes sense to lock in your revenue stream with the type of contract O'Rocca Oil has proposed.”

King Jahulac smiled.

Gawd the man was disgusting and ugly, but Amy forced herself to return his smile.

There were two large, muscular guards by the door. Even in this remote and isolated palace, the king knew his enemies might seek him out.

There were also a half dozen women in veils and revealing dresses setting in various provocative poses around him. At some subtle movement, two of them left his side and came to the chair Amy was setting in. One began massaging the back of her neck whole the other kneeled in front of her and began rubbing the calves of her legs.

“You will make much money off this deal, will you not?”

The man's oily grin was now an open leer.

“As a broker, I make one-tenth of one percent of total sales,” Amy answered carefully.

“Many millions for you then,” the king said. “Because of that, I think you will indulge me this once.”

The woman behind Amy stopped rubbing her neck and let her fingers glide down between Amy's breasts and began unbuttoning her blouse. The one kneeling in front leaned forward and began working on the belt to Amy's slacks.

Amy was determined to stay in control of the situation and a smile player across her face.

“Why indulge you only once, your highness. I'm sure a man like you is capable of indulgence many, many times through course of an evening.”

The king's smile broadened momentarily, but turned to a frown at the sound of urgent knocking at the door.

The guards raised their guns as the door was pushed open. A man in what had once been a military uniform designed for fashion, not fighting, stumbled in with the help of a woman.

“What is the meaning of this?” demanded the king.

Amy recognized General Tamil who had recently assumed command of the country's military and Shifoni who had been the man who was now king's wife since long before his rise to power.

“Traitors,” the general gasped as he collapsed to the floor.

“They are scattered around the palace,” the women said in a panicked voice. “They attacked me.”

She fingered a tear on her dress and then looked at the man on the floor.

“He came to my rescue”, she said in a sad voice.

“He was always trying to get into your panties,” the king said with scorn. He had not particularly liked the general and was not greatly bothered by the man’s demise.

“You had best hope they don’t get into your throne room,” Shifoni shot back in a bitter tone.

While this had been going on, the guards had relocked the door. Shifoni walked to a table, picked up a remote control, and pointed it at the wall where a large television hung.

The picture of a well-known talking head from a new channel appeared on the screen.

“…and we have reports that the streets of Akdara are filled with protesters and that a number of members of the royal family have been killed. There are also reports that King Jahulac has been captured by the rebels, but we are unable to confirm that at this time...”

Shifoni lowered the volume.

“We are doomed,” she said in a fearful voice.

Amy stood up. “Can we still get to my plane? There is room for you on it and the rebels are unlikely to drag themselves into a war by shooting down a plane flying under the flag of the United States.”

“Flying is not safe,” the king shot back. One of the secrets he worked desperately to hide was his fear of flying.

“It’s safer than ending up like the general,” Amy pointed out and the king’s eyes shot to the body on the floor.

Amy dug a pill bottle out of the small handbag she had picked up and tossed them in the king’s direction.

“Anti-anxiety pills always help calm my nerves before I fly.”

The king clumsily caught them and looked at the bottle.

“Let’s go,” Shifoni said to the guards.

They looked towards the king who gave a slight shrug, acknowledging the inevitable and indicating it was okay.

One guard unlocked the door and slowly began to open it.

The door slammed open and the guard staggered back, grasping his throat. Blood covered the front of his uniform.

The attacker was close behind the staggering guard and the second guard did not have time to shoulder his rifle before the pair was rolling on the floor in a fight to the death. Knife fights are messy and this one was no different. In less than half a minute the attacker and the second guard laid unmoving on the floor surrounded by a growing pool of blood.

Amy, Shifoni, and the king stared.

Amy was the first to move, upholstering a handgun from the belt of one of the fallen guards.

“Take a damn pill and come on,” she said in a voice filled with authority.

The king meekly followed behind the two women. At the first turn of the hall there was the body of another dead guard and the king fumbled with the pill bottle and took one. When they came across two more bodies a few hundred feet further along the route he popped two more pills.

They crossed a courtyard that seemed eerily abandoned and made their way to the airfield.

“I feel strange,” the king said in a voice that was slightly slurred.

“Well,” Amy replied, “Given the circumstances that isn’t surprising. The pills may make you a bit groggy if you aren’t used to them.”

The trio arrived at the edge of the tarmac. In the middle was a large jet. Amy had arrived in style, flown in a jet larger than most commercial flights into this small, remote country.

A set of rolling stairs led to the open door of the jet. At the bottom of these stood a tall, blonde woman wearing the uniform of a pilot. She had a worried look on her face and a pistol in one hand. When she caught sight of Amy and the king, she relaxed noticeably.
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“Strange shit going on,” she said to Amy.

By now, the king was staggering and in a bit of a daze.

“Women can’t fly planes,” he said matter-of-factly.

The pilot ignored this comment and helped Amy get the man up the stairs. The entire cabin was configured with first class seating and they moved the king to the back and let him set down. As soon as his butt hit the seat, his mouth dropped open and he began to snore.

Amy and the pilot exchanged looks and headed back to the front of the cabin. As they emerged from the plane, they stopped at the top of the stairs and took in a surprising sight.

The dead general, blood covering his uniform, was now standing near the bottom of the stairs with Shifoni. With them were the two dead guards and their attacker. Behind this group stood nearly fifty young women.

Amy made her way down the steps and approached Shifoni. When she was close enough, they both reached out and shook hands and then exchanged a hug.

“It is as we agreed,” Shifoni said. “Take him from us. He has ruined this country. We will announce a coup and that he fled.”

“Democracy won’t come easy,” the general added. “But it will come over time now.”

Amy nodded at the group of young women.

“This is all of them?” she asked and Shifoni nodded.

“These are the ones our culture would consider unclean or slaves. Their life here would be bleak.”

Shifoni turned and began to speak to the girls. Faces that had shown a fearful dread of what fate might hold for them began to relax.

When Shifoni had finished speaking, Amy said, “Let’s get loaded and get flying.”

Shifoni translated and the women surged forward and followed Amy up the stairs.

Within a few minutes, the plane was loaded, the stairs pulled away, and the door closed.

Amy left with an oil concession worth millions. The fifty girls left with hope for a fresh start and a better future in another country. And the sleeping king left without any idea that his days of power were over to an extent he could never have imagined.


3.

He felt groggy.

He vaguely remembered fleeing the county. No. Not THE country. He was king. It was HIS country.

He would show them. He would raise an army and go back.

There was sun in the room and he was laying in the middle of a large bed with white linen.

How long he laid there just letting his mind wonder he did not know, but then there was the sound of a door opening and closing.

He glanced up and walking towards him was black woman. Tall. Definitely not thin, but curvy and well built. She walked with confidence and pride. She also swayed a luscious bubble butt and a huge pair of tits.

“So you’re awake your highness?” she asked in a husky, sensuous voice.

To some it would seem strange, but he had never been this close to a woman of color before. His country had few outsiders and since his rise to power a few years earlier the trickle of tourists had even further dried up.

The woman sat on the bed and smiled at him. She was dressed in a tight black tank top and a tight black skirt.

The king stared at her in open admiration and she laughed. It sounded like music to him.

“You like?” she asked in a playful tone.

“Very much,” the king answered. He was used to ordering others around, but somehow this woman intimidated him. She was in control and knew it.

Without any trace of self-consciousness, the woman peeled off her shirt. Enormous, firm breasts capped by large dark nipples were exposed.

“Suck them,” she told the king.

Although used to giving the commands instead of following them, he quickly complied. Nursing happily, he was even more excited when her hands reached under the covers and began fondling his cock. He did not understand why he was not erect yet because he could not remember ever having been this excited by a woman in his life.

Her hands seemed enourmous and grasped the back of his head, guiding it to her other breast.

Now her fingers began to wiggle down between his legs. He gasped as a finger wormed its way into his ass and she responded by shoving his face more firmly against her breast.

No woman had done this before, but the king’s only regret was waiting so long to try this new and exciting form of sexual play.

“Lay back,” she told him as she shoved his body to the bed.

One hand worked a second finger into his ass as the other threw the covers to one side. Then she leaned forward and began sucking him.

Damn!

It felt so good.

She paused for a second and teased him, “You like it up your butt, huh?”

His only response was a moan as she went back to sucking him.

He felt so close, but both a full erection and an orgasm escaped him. He had always prided himself on his virility, but somehow it seemed gone. Maybe he had become too dependent on his horde of pills that helped him feel so manly at times.

As if she could read his mind, the dark skinned woman assured him, “We’ll get you off honey. Be patient. I need you to take care of me another way first. Then we’ll take care of that cock of yours.”

She began to wiggle out of the tight skirt. Although the king did not like giving cunnilingus, it would let him keep this woman interested.

Or so he thought…

The skirt fell to the floor beside the bed and a huge slap of cock sprung to attention, freed from its confines.

“You’re a…” the king began.

Then he didn’t even know the words to use.

“I’m the woman who is going to get you off and that’s all that matters, isn’t it honey? Now you stop talking and put that mouth to work returning the favor.”
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With that she went back to sucking on his dick. She moved her hips so her cock was within inches of his face.

It seemed surreal and he carefully studied what was in front of him. He could not help but admire its size. Unlike his, this cock was rock solid. It was also hairless and veins stood out along its length. There was a soft scent of perfume.

How could this belong to a woman who was so beautiful and desirable?

Suddenly he let out a scream.

The pleasurable warmth of her mouth had momentarily given way to the sharp bite of her teeth.

“I said suck it,” she warned him, then went back to work sucking him as she shifted her shaft even closer to his face.

The king closed his eyes and opened his mouth. This was not his kind of thing, but he was certain it had to be done to keep this woman from chewing off his cock and in order for him to ultimately achieve release.

Suddenly she thrust forward and his mouth was filled with the head of her huge cock.

He gagged but also heard a moan come from deep in her chest. Besides that, he felt more erect than he had just a few seconds earlier. Not only was his mouth full, his ass was now fully stretched and he was no longer sure just how many fingers she had worked into him.

Timidly he began sucking on her. The taste was salty, but there scent of her perfume also filled his nose.

His mind seemed to be free of his body and he felt himself beginning to lick and suck on this incredible woman the same way the young women he had owned back in his kingdom had on him. Fleeting he thought of how futile the efforts of those women had been. Thinking a good blow job or a good night of sex would win their freedom? How naive.

At that point he did not see the irony nor the parallels to his own situation. That would come later…

He had no idea how long he nursed on that lovely slab of she-cock when suddenly she pulled it out of his mouth. At the same time she stopped sucking and pulled her fingers from his ass.

“Time for us to cum,” she told him.

He had no idea what to do and laid there as she moved between his legs. Her strong arms grasped his ankles and lifted his ass off the bed.

“You stretched out good,” she said in a distracted tone. “You better hope you got my cock plenty wet bitch.”

Nobody had ever called the king “bitch” before. But seconds later as her cock pressed against his bung hole, he realized that in addition to sucking cock and being called a bitch, at least one more first was in store for him.

The woman had one of his legs over each of her shoulders. She leaned forward and pressed into him. The pain was incredible and he cried out. But his scream was drowned with the roar that the woman let out as she continued pushing.

Suddenly the pain was unbearable. It was like he was being split open. He screamed again.

“Scream for me bitch,” the woman said.

She shoved forward again and was rewarded with another scream.

“You’ll beg for more, not for mercy, before we’re finished,” she promised him as she pushed even deeper into him.

The king though he would pass out from the pain! He had found this woman exciting and erotic at first, but now he swore he would have her killed.

She laughed as she began fucking him.

“Oh kingy dear,” she taunted. “The only worshiping going on around here is you worshiping my cock.”

He let out a pained grunt.

“Tell me how much you want it honey,” she said.

In a contortion the king would have thought impossible, she thrust deep into him, bent forward, and was able to take the head of his cock into her mouth.

He moaned.

“See how hard you’re getting?” she asked.

And it was true. The warmth of her mouth had been unable to get him hard, but having her enormous hunk of she-meat buried in his ass had him rock hard!

He moaned. She felt his body relax as she continued to fuck him.

“I own you now,” she muttered as she kept fucking him deep and hard.

A few more times she twisted her body and took him in her mouth while fucking his ass.

Finally he gasped.

“Please!”

She laughed again.

“Beg,” she told him and she gave another deep, hard thrust.

“Please make me cum,” he whimpered.

She continued fucking him and bent forward to take him into her mouth.

“Yes,” he said. “I’ll do anything. I’m your bitch. Fuck me and suck me.”

Her entire focus was now on him. She had broken him and she knew it.

“I love your cock. And your titties. You are so fucking sexy.”

He whimpered again and caught his breath.

He felt so close.

She continued working on him as he continued to plead.

“Nobody else can make me feel this way. I want to worship your cock. I want to cum. I want you to cum inside me.”

He was pouring his very soul out now. Nothing else mattered. The pain and humiliation meant nothing. He wanted to please this woman and feel her take care of him.

She could feel his cock begin to twitch in her mouth and knew he was close.

Bent in an unnatural way, the strokes of her cock into his ass took on an added desperation.

Suddenly the king began to wail and a moan began deep inside her body.

At nearly the same instance, they both climaxed.

He shot wad after wad of gooey cum into her mouth while her own cock pumped massive amounts of sticky cream into his bowels.

Minutes later, they were both spent and collapsed into a heap on the bed.

“Gawd that was incredible,” he told her, genuine admiration in his voice.

“Once you’ve had black,” she joked, “you’ll never go back.” Then she pulled his head against her breasts.

“I never want to go back,” he said in all earnestness. “I only want you. I need you and I love you.”

Where that last part came from, he did not know. He had never even used that word with any of his wives.

But then that was the difference. To him, his wives had been little more than property he owned.

But he was now beginning to realize that this woman owned him…


4.

The next few weeks were a blur. He would wake up occasionally.

He was either alone or with her.

Nobody else seemed to exist in this world.

Things happened to him and around him, but it was more like a dream.

Then came the day when she told him.

“This will be our last time together honey.”

“No,” he wailed. “I will give everything I own to keep you.”

She laughed at this.

“Honey, you don’t own anything anymore. Hell, you don’t even own yourself. Let’s just make this last time something to remember.”

And they did.


5.

His eyes fluttered and he struggled to wake up.

“Your highness,” a voice mocked.

Amy. Amy Raven. The woman who had helped him escape his country and the rebellion.

Suddenly he was wide awake.

Struggling to set up, he realized he was restrained. He was in a room that, for some reason, made him think of a hospital.

“Welcome back,” Amy told him with a laugh.

“What have you done? What is the meaning of this? I am king!”

She laughed again and suddenly the bed began to move and inclined so that he could see her and part of the room. She pointed a remote control she held and a television on the wall sprung to life.

“…so now the queen has assumed joint control of Akdara along with the general leading the army. Exactly what happened to King Jahulac isn’t yet clear, but the overall mood of the country is that of relief that power seems to have peacefully transferred to some who—let me be careful how I word this—aren’t as brutal as the king was seen as…”

“I don’t think they miss you,” Amy said as she muted the television.

“I am still king!” he spit and her laughter angered him even more.

“Tell me,” she said, “What does your religion think of anal sex?”

What kind of impertinent question was that?

“It is forbidden. None should touch that area. To do so makes you dirty. Filthy. The punishment is death by stoning or worse.”

Amy pushed a few more buttons on the remote control she held.

And there, on the screen, was a scene of him with the woman he worshipped. Sucking her cock.

“Fuck my ass!”

Him begging and pleading and he knelt and spread his ass. He watched longingly at the video as the woman slid that long, lovely dick into him.

Then the scene changed.

“Oh honey. Yeah baby. Use that tongue on my tight ass.”

Now it was him with his face buried in the ass of the woman who was like a goddess to him.

“So,” Amy’s voice interrupted his thoughts. “I’m thinking that if that video got out, your days of being king would pretty much be over—as if they weren’t already.”

He fell back on the bed, limp and no longer fighting the restraints.

“Want a sip of water,” she asked and held a bottle near his mouth. His lips and face seemed to tingle as he took the water and realized just how thirty and hungry he was.

“You see,” Amy said as she took a plate from the stand beside him. “I don’t think you’ll be a king anymore.”

Using a knife and fork, she carefully took a bite from the plate.

“Want to try some?” she asked as she cut another slice and held the fork near his mouth.

[image: ]

He hungrily ate it. For several minutes she fed him and gave him water.

“Nope, no more king,” she said as set down the open plate. “Here we sometimes call guys who dress up as women drag queens.”

She laughed as she pressed a button and the bed began to tilt even further.

His body was now inclined so he could see a curtain.

“No more king,” she said with another frustrating laugh. “But maybe, in that sense, a queen.”

Amy pulled the curtains aside and revealed a mirror.

But instead of seeing himself, there was a woman in the mirror.

Her hair was long and carefully combed. Her nails were colored and she wore a heavy coat of makeup.

The king nervously licked his lips and the woman in the mirror did the same, running her tongue over a pair of luscious, dark red lips.

The woman’s breast were enormous.

Amy reached out and the king watched her hand approach the breasts of the woman in the mirror.

She pinched and he whimpered.

“What have you done to me?”

“I told you. We’ve changed you from a king into a queen.”

“Why?”

“You see,” Amy began, “The thing is that even if I tried to explain, you would not even remember. The sister of a friend of mine from college became one of your wives. She decided she would rather be dead than be your wife, so she killed herself. But I think the official count is that something like thirteen of your wives committed suicide. And, in your case, thirteen was a very unlucky number.”

Amy now reached out and fondled his limp cock.

“The doctor did a nice job with your titties and took good care of things down there also.”

The king strained to see what she meant.

“When she did the castration surgery, she was able to remove most of the scrotum. You’ll appreciate that later. Some guys go for chicks with big dicks, but others don’t want the competition and would rather their special lady have no balls and no reminder that she once had balls.”

“My balls…” the king began in a frightened and questioning voice.

“They make the most delicious little treats, don’t you think? At least you seemed to enjoy your meal.”

The king wretched as she laughed.

“I have transformed you physically. But that is just the beginning. Now is the time to break you mentally. I am so looking forward to this.”

Sobs mixed with his wretches as she continued to laugh.

“From now on, you are not even worthy of being a queen. You are a joke. You are Queenie the Queer.”


6.

“You see,” the woman in a white lab coat was explaining. “If you really didn’t want to be a woman, you could have stopped it at any point.”

Part of Queenie’s mind listened. For nearly a week now it had listened as one female therapist after another spent hours explaining to her how she had obviously always longed to be a wanton slut or she would have simply stopped the entire process at some point.

“You can’t say that feeling ‘groggy’ turns a man with no existing tendencies into a cock sucker or makes him beg to have his ass skewed by a dick that is, by any measure, massive. What did it feel like having it stretch you so? I’ve watched the videos. You seem to be enjoying it. Do you think you’ll be disappointed by lovers with smaller cocks? Would you like to watch some of the video together? There, see how you just opened up started sucking? No fight there was there? I’ll bet it was yummy. The salty taste of precum. I’ve never understood women who don’t swallow. It is so delicious, isn’t it? Gawd that massive cock pumped it into your mouth until it spewed out your nose a few time. Lets’ watch one of those videos. You really were working on that thing, weren’t you? Here it comes! I love that look on your face. Surprise. Then desperation as you try to swallow it all without drowning. There it is! Dribbling out your nose! But definitely no sign of not loving to suck cock or having your mouth used as a cum dump for your lover. Let’s watch it again in slow motion. See the expression on your face? Now let’s look at your expression as you get fucked. Oh, you love that to, don’t you? I see a little cringe as you get penetrated, but that’s normal. Once that monster is sliding in and out, your face looks like you are in heaven. Watch that expression again. You are about to cum. Funny how you could only cum with your lover when their cock was fucking your ass. You sure seem to be enjoying it to me.”

Queenie watched the screen and listed to the words.

“Well, my shift is up and here’s my replacement.”

“You aren’t still going on about not loving cock are you?” said a new voice.

But at this point, they all blurred together to Queenie.

Queenie? What did my name used to be?

I wonder what happened to my lover?

I’d do anything to see her again.

To worship that huge prick. To pleasure her pussy ass with my tongue. To feel her mount me and fuck me.

Oh gawd. They are right, aren’t they? I do love cock.

I love cock so very, very much….


7.

Three of them were bound and helpless. Sometimes they were alone, but then there was the occasional stream of big, muscular men.

Although Queenie didn’t know it, these men were members of an elite private security team that worked for a company Amy often used when she needed more than cunning and wits to achieve a goal.

Queenie recognized one of the other two with her. He was a strange little man who was a reporter for a new network. Although she had no way of knowing it, that was part of how the fake news broadcast that had led to her fleeing her country had been created. This pompous little man was filled with self-importance most of the time, but Amy had found out about his craving to be filled with cock the rest of the time and used it to her advantage.

And if she had seen the third before she had undergone a similar conversion, the king might have recognized the face of a well-known arms broker who had flamed the fans of war in the region for a decade but who was not nothing but a feminized sissy like Queenie.

There were plenty of men to ensure that every hole the three of them had to offer was filled. Queenie actually found that she was now able to just focus on the cocks. She was disconnected from her own body in some strange way and the dicks filled her senses as well as her ass and mouth.

Sometimes the compliments would pierce her world. Someone would talk about how tight her ass was or compliment her ability to deep-throat even the largest cock that was shoved in her face. She was secretly happy that she had become so good at what seemed to be her new purpose in life.

And she loved cum. Everything about it. The salty taste. The stickiness that would sometimes almost glue her eyes shut after having several guys dump their load on her face. The way it filled her bowels and trickled down her legs when the men pulled out.

She vaguely remembered that there was a time she had lived in a much different world, but now realized that this is what she was made for.

Occasional screams of pain from the newsman would interrupt her train of thought. Apparently some story he had done about the military recently had upset some of the ex-military men he was now helplessly set here to service.

Queenie wondered what it would be like to have one of the large, muscular arms worked into her like the men were doing with him. Or what it would be like to literally choke on cock until you blacked out. Despite his screams and pleas, she could tell he would not have left even if the ropes that held them in place were suddenly cut.

After each round of being used and abused, a little old man would show up with a hose and a brush to wash the trio down. He seemed to enjoy using the hose to give them bowel stretching enemas.

But Queenie was grateful to be clean for the next group of men that inevitably would come to use her.


8.

Amy drove the car along the darkened city street.

This was not the good part of town by any stretch of the imagination.

Queenie sat in the passenger seat, eyes glazed and staring off into the distance.

Amy had wondered if Queenie would show any emotions on this first outing. After all, that fateful day of going to the plane had happened nearly six months ago. The entire time since had been indoctrination in the clinic or the basement that served as offices for her security team.

Amy pulled to the curb. The car quietly ran and the air conditioner kept the hot evening air at bay.

Suddenly a shape separated from the shadows and began to walk towards the car.

Amy’s right hand touched the butt of the pistol in the crevice next to the driver’s seat. It was a familiar and comforting feel.

Amy hit the switch for the power window on the passenger side and the approaching man veered off to that side. Once beside the car he looked in.
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“Whatca two doing in the neighborhood,” asked a skinny Hispanic kid as he studied the pair. It was tough to make out any details of the one in the driver’s seat, so he focused his attention on the one in the passenger seat. She had a dark complexation, but something about her was different. Lots of makeup and a nice tight dress.

She turned and looked up at him.

Huge brown eyes and the fullest pair of lips he had seen in a long time.

“Damn girl,” he said in admiration before he could catch himself.

He looked into her eyes for a moment but she seemed to be looking right through him. He knew the look. Spaced out. Lights on and nobody home.

“My friend is looking to earn a little extra money,” a soft feminine voice said from the driver’s side.

“Where, when and how much?”

“Right here. Right now. And ten bucks if she can, um, bring things to a head in less than ten minutes. If you can last longer or she doesn’t do so go, you get half of it back.”

The lady’s hand reached out and the kid looked both ways up and down the street. He pulled a few bills from his pocket and handed them into the car. Then he unzipped his pants and his hard cock popped free.

There was no foreplay. Queenie saw the cock and immediately twisted in the car seat to take it in her mouth.

He wasn’t that big and she loved being able to take his entire length down her throat without gagging. She began to bob her head up and down on his shaft.

He let out a moan.

Now she began to focus on the head, fucking him with her face. Every once in a while she would go deep and let him shove as far and as hard as he could.

She could tell he was about to cum and went to work with even greater enthusiasm at the promise of being fed.

“Shit,” he grunted and then his cock began to spew its load.

Queenie sucked as hard as she could, her cheeks imploding with the effort. Her head bobbed several more times, milking him dry.

He was panting and leaning against the car by that point.

“Three minutes, thirty-eight seconds,” came a voice from the driver’s side. It had a playful tone that poked fun at how quickly he had shot his load, but not in a way that pissed him off.

“She’s good,” the kid agreed.

“Got any friends who might be interested? Tell ‘em it’s twenty and I’ll give you five of it.”

“Shit, you got a deal!”

In less than an hour, Queenie drained thirteen cocks and there was a promise she’d be back for more the next evening.

Amy rolled up the window of the passenger side, put the car in gear, and pulled away. Just under two hundred dollars for an hour’s work. Amy didn’t need the money, but she did find it amusing that someone who had once had an income of several million dollars and hour could now be pimped out as a cock whore earning that much.

Out of the side of her eyes she watched Queenie wipe a stray wad of cum from her face. Queenie studied her finger for a few seconds and then placed it in her mouth and began to suck on it, savoring the flavor of cum.

“Good girl,” Amy told her.

Amy would have sworn that Queenie actually looked happy with a belly full of cum and a bit of praise from the woman who had broken her.


9.

Amy Raven had a small and unusual circle of friends. Most were women, but a few men had earned her trust.

Olaf was one of them and they were eating lunch now.

“I hope you enjoy your retirement,” Amy said in all sincerity. Years ago this man had risked everything to cross the border into a neighboring country and warn a village that a rouge military unit was approaching. If he had been caught, his death would have been both an inevitable and protracted affair designed to discourage others who might not sufficiently fear the evil men who did such violence.

Amy had been one of the people in that village, brought there as part of one of the unusual business arrangements she seemed to always be engaged in.

Amy, Olaf, and Amy’s closest friend Rhonda had been ready when the twenty some men had attempted to take the village. In their arrogance, they had arrived expecting no significant resistance. It had taken the determined trio less than a half hour to finish the lot of them off.

Since then, Olaf had worked for Amy off and on in a number of roles.

“So what are you going to do back home?” she asked.

“I was thinking of opening a bathhouse.”

“A bathhouse?” Amy asked in surprise. “Is that like they are here? An excuse for guys to get naked, strut around, and find someone interested in getting nasty?”

Olaf looked genuinely surprised.

“That is why your bathhouses seem so… I don’t know what the word is. But a lot of crap happening instead of relaxing the muscles.”

Amy laughed.

“Oh they want to relax muscles all right. The muscle between their legs.”

Olaf blushed.

“How about I give you a going away present?” Amy asked, feeling bad about Olaf’s confusion and embarrassment.

“You don’t need to do that. You have already helped me save more than enough money for a comfortable retirement.”

“”What if I gave you Queenie to add a bit of spice to your retirement?”

Olaf grinned.

Over the years he had seen various bits and pieces of Amy’s handy work. He had to admit he was rather taken with the dark haired, dark eyed middle eastern beauty she had created in Queenie.

“That would be good,” he said.


10.

Olaf looked around the bathhouse. The single room was filled with a moist heat and fat, old men setting on benches while steam came from a fine mist that was sprayed onto a pile of burning wood in a fireplace.

Soon after he moved back, his sister had complained about her husband’s constant demands for sex. Olaf had suggested that the bathhouse might be a way to sweat out some of that near constant lust. Actually it had seemed to only increase the man’s sexual drive and stamina.
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One evening Olaf was talking to his brother-in-law as the spa was closing for the day.

Queenie was helping pick up towels that had been left lying around by the men through the course of the day.

“But she thinks you want too much sex,” Olaf was explaining, trying to make the case that the man should be less demanding of his sister.

“A man has needs.”

“Yes, but she would rather just have to take care of those needs once a week on Saturday afternoons.”

Olaf’s sister was a very structured woman who believed in regular schedules for these things.

“But I am hard even now and have to go home. She will not want to help me take care of this.”

With that, he had flung aside his towel exposing a raging erection.

Queenie had been kneeling nearby, picking up towels. She now stared at the man’s cock before turning to Olaf.

Olaf could see the hunger in her eyes and, after a second’s hesitation, nodded his approval.

The man setting on the bench was surprised when the woman who helped clean Olaf’s house and business was suddenly between his legs. She opened her mouth and his cock disappeared instantly into its warm, moist depths.

The girl hummed happily as she sucked and the man moaned.

Minutes later he was near an orgasm and struggling for control.

He reached down and pulled her off his cock. He kissed her deeply and pulled off the tight tee shirt she was wearing. He nursed on her large, firm breasts for a few minutes before lying down on the bench.

“Straddle me and fuck me,” he told to woman.

“Wait,” Olaf began. “There is something I need to…”

Before Olaf could finish, Queenie had hiked her skirt and was settling onto the man. Her well trained ass quickly opened to accommodate his cock.

“Oh shit,” the man said. “What a tight ass. I never had a girl offer her ass. I have begged that wife of mine since our wedding night!”

Queenie was riding the man’s shaft up and down. In the darkness, shapes blended together and it was difficult to make out any details.

Olaf was beside them now. He was also naked and Queenie turned to take him in her mouth. Her body began to twist and convulse with the pleasure of being penetrated by two men.

“”You fuck her pussy now,” the man on the bench joked with Olaf, reaching forward with his hands.

Olaf saw the look of surprise on his face as the man felt Queenie’s flaccid little ball-less dick and laughed out loud.

“She…” the man began. “She’s a…”

Olaf laughed again.

“She’s more than enough woman to handle the both of us.”

And a few short minutes later she proved Olaf right.

Both men exploded inside of her and Queenie was in heaven.


11.

That night, Olaf was holding Queenie.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked.

“No,” Olaf said with a smile.

“I was bad,” she insisted.

“No, you were very good,” he said with a chuckle.

“What I did was naughty. And I’ve wanted to do it so many times with the other men.”

“That’s okay,” Olaf said.

“I need to be punished,” she pleaded. “Please!”

Olaf looked at the dark eyed beauty and slowly stood up. He went to the closet. Inside, there was a box that Amy had sent with Queenie along with some advice on the wants and needs that had been deeply rooted in Queenie’s training.

Olaf pulled out a pair of nipple clamps and placed them on her firm breasts. He cringed as he put them on, but she seemed to enjoy it. Next was a ball gag and then Olaf used a series of straps to restrain her.

“You have been a naughty girl,” he told her in a stern voice as he picked up a paddle.

The loud crack of the first swing surprised him, but soon he was in a routine. He could see the tears flowing down her cheek, but noticed something else.

Queenie was getting an erection.

Without balls and with the hormones she took, it should have been impossible. But the pain and humiliation was what really excited her.

Once Olaf realized that, he tightened the nipple clamps more and went to work with a series of progressively larger butt plugs. Soon she was stretched so wide that Olaf believed even his ham-sized fists would fit into her bowels.

As dawn approached, he undid the restraints from her hands and removed the ball gag.

“Suck me slut,” he commanded. Then he added, “And I want to see you beat that pitiful swollen clitty of yours until you cum.”

Olaf didn’t wait and began fucking her face deep and aggressively. Her own hand grasped the normally flaccid tool between her legs and instinctively began to stroke it. Each time Olaf would make her gag or tug roughly at the nipple clamps, she felt herself inch closer and closer.

It had been years. She never thought she would cum again. As long as she was able to drain the seed of the men she serviced, she had been satisfied, but suddenly she knew she was on the verge of something beyond her comprehension.

Olaf’s hands grasped the back of her head and pulled her down on his cock. She gagged and coughed, but then a high-pitch squeal began deep in her lunges.

Olaf watched her hand work on herself like a jack hammer. He had never seen her hard.

“Yes. Cum for me!” Olaf tugged at the nipple clamps so hard he was afraid he would rip the flesh from her breasts.

And that pushed her over the edge.

Olaf felt her back arch and his own orgasm began. Then he watch as her cock suddenly began to spasm and squirt a pail, thin liquid nearly up to her breasts.

They both road through wave after wave of their orgasms for more than a minute.

When it was done, Olaf carefully removed the restraints and nipple clamps.

“Thank you sir,” she whispered as she cuddled into his body and fell into an exhausted sleep.


12.

By the next morning, word had spread that Olaf’s Queenie was really a shemale.

If they expected Olaf to be embarrassed, they were wrong.

“She will make you cum in less than ten minutes and that cold wife of yours hasn’t made you cum in ten years!” Olaf told one man with a laugh.

And Queenie would happily get on her knees and prove the man she loved and served was right.

Over time, the bathhouse became more and more popular, although Olaf was selective about new members. And the men of this small city that few had ever heard of had seemed to act younger, smile more, and be less demanding of their wives once they began frequenting the spa. And, while some wives might have suspected something, none complained.

Queenie spent most days on her hands and knees, eagerly working on one or two cocks at a time. By evenings, her face would be covered by sticky cum just like that which leaked from her ass.

Queenie was a slut and loved only one thing more than having her holes filled with hard cock.

At night, after closing, Olaf and Queenie would go to the bedroom. The loud smacks of the paddle, muted screams of torment, and sounds of two lovers crossing the brink and orgasming together could sometimes be heard in the streets.

Many years had passed, but now Queenie had not one but two new kingdoms that were her domain—her master’s bathhouse and his bedroom.
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