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Book Description

Groupie’s Secret: A Sissy Slut Story of Feminization & Anonymous Sex

When Gene’s wife Carrie goes out of town, it’s no accident that the semi-secretly cross-dressing sissy has one ticket -- and only one -- to see his favorite ‘90s metal band, Mötorgrïnd, that very evening. Since he’s going stag, he plans to attend the concert as “Geena”!

“Geena” hasn’t gone out in public much while he was “dressed,” and as an old-school metal-head, she wants to see how it feels to shake his hot ass for a bunch of pierced, tattooed, crusty and nasty pretty-boys, longhairs and rock ‘n’ roll fossils. But when 

What naïve first-time would-be-slut Geena doesn’t expect, though, is that she’ll find herself wandering down exactly the wrong dark alley -- or maybe the right one -- and finding the stage door, where hot rocker sluts congregate so bouncers and roadies can select the sexy girls who get to “party” with the band after the show!

Swept along by circumstance and cocaine -- with a little help from a slutty blonde he meets at the show -- Geena will find herself lured into a tour bus, delivered to a disgustingly decadent rock ‘n’ roll orgy on the eighteenth floor of an opulent hotel -- and tempted into a three-way with none other than legendary lead singer Mick Horse!

As Geena struggles to keep her “little secret” in the hot fray of sweaty, dripping bodies, she may even find out whether it’s Mick’s anatomical gifts that gave him his surname! But just how long can Geena keep her “thing” securely tucked away with cocaine, liquor, leather and lingerie flying everywhere? Will she “pass,” or get exposed as the sissy she is?

This e-book contains an explicit consensual erotic fantasy story. It is intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of sexual activity, which may include such topics as intercourse, oral sex, anal sex, sexual activity between people of several genders (including gay, lesbian, bisexual, trisexual, and trysexual erotic activities), transsexual, genderqueer expression, consensually and semi-consensually role-played gender coercion, erotic domination, erotic submission, erotic pain, exhibitionism and “forced” exhibitionism, voyeurism, threesomes, group sex, consensual interracial fetishism, sadism, masochism, erotic humiliation, infidelity and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Groupie’s Secret by Shauna Dick

My wife, Carrie, is out of town for the weekend. My favorite band from my teen years, Mötorgrïnd, is playing tonight. I have a ticket to their show downtown -- just one. I’m going stag. I’ve been planning it. I know what I need to do. I love metal guys. I want to see if they like me as much as I like them.

Don’t get me wrong… I don’t plan to cheat on my wife. That would be evil. But… hey, it’s not cheating if all I do is wiggle my butt for them, flirt a little and maybe grind my butt against their crotches while I dance in the pit, right?

As soon as I drop Carrie off at the airport, I rush home and take a long, sweet shower. I shave myself, head to toe. Carrie does not mind me shaved; she knows I dress, she just doesn’t know how often, or how many times I’ve wanted to take the next step and do stuff with strange men. I have no plans to take that next step tonight; I just want to dress up and dance and get checked out by sleazy metal guys.

It’s been a couple of weeks since I shaved, so I take my time, getting my legs and my chest really smooth, making sure that my tight, toned ass is as smooth as it can be. I take extra time to go over it, bending over in the mirror and making my legs and butt as fresh and smooth and tight as they can be. The last thing I want is to get caught as a cross-dresser at a Mötorgrïnd show. Hell, I know I’m risking my health and my life even just going. But I’m pretty sure I can pass, with the way my titties have been swelling, the way that I’ve learned to tape them up, turning my little budding A-cups into B-cups, almost, and packing them into a tight push-up bra one full size too small to give me C-cup cleavage. I go over my face again and again until I’m sure it’s smooth.

I put on my favorite panties to “dress” with. They’re full-coverage up front, so I’ve got room to tuck my dick back into my crotch. The result is incredibly convincing: a smooth and feminine line in front, complete with camel toe. In back, the skimpy black panties are just a string, crawling up between my smooth, girly cheeks.

My ass looks really hot. I’ve been doing these special exercises I found online to give myself more of a bubble butt. What can I say? They’ve been working brilliantly.

I wiggle into my black garter belt, fishnet lace-tops, black high-heeled slut boots, skintight micro-miniskirt, push-up bra and crop top. I even wear a black leather dog collar. I look about as girly as a guy could look -- and a lot girlier than a whole lot of girls.

I tease my bleach-blonde locks out in classic “big-hair” style. I paint my eyelids electric blue, with thick mascara above and below. I plump my lips with suction cups and paint them bright cocksucker-red. I wear just enough foundation to cover up any whisper of beard I might be showing.

I put on dangly earrings. On my fingers, I wear two clever little poison rings that each hold a good snort of cocaine. The rest of my coke goes down in my camel-toe, not quite inside me but close; I’m not gutsy enough to risk putting it up my butt. Hell, I doubt the bouncers at a Mötorgrïnd show are going to stop me from sneaking in coke; all they’ll do is take time to cop a real nice feel, then let me in. That’s what makes me nervous; I think those big nasty biker bouncers might feel me up enough to feel that I’m not a real girl. I guess that’s when I’ll find out if my “tuck” is good enough.

I hit three quick lines, and fat ones, before I give my lipstick a final touch-up and go down to the car. I’m nervous about someone I know spotting me, so I drive two extra miles to the cross-bay station farther from my house. 

I wiggle my butt as I walk through the turnstile and sashay provocatively as I walk down the stairs. I get lots of interested looks; I feel a thrill as I realize that the men checking me out are clueless about the little dick between my legs. That gets me turned on, and I have to breathe through it to stop from popping a humiliating boner. It simply wouldn’t do to have the front of my miniskirt tent out right here, with all of these guys looking at me, would it?

I push my luck by flashing two or three guys on the train when I sit down. They see my panties and check out my tuck; they seem more than convinced. One openly smiles at me, and I make a show of pushing my thighs together, faux-embarrassed. He checks me out the whole time we’re on the train, but he doesn’t come over and introduce himself. Part of me hopes that he will, but he doesn’t. Most of me is terrified that he’ll make a pass at me, and then what do I do? Get his number, I guess... it’s not like I’m going to miss Mötorgrïnd, my favorite metal band, just for a quick suck in some dark alley. Then again...

I’m feeling really turned on by the time I wiggle my way off the train, up the escalator and onto the street at Civic Center. The line to get in to the Excelsior Theater is packed with big, buffed-out metal-heads, skinny tattoo boys barely old enough to drink, and big biker types. The same crowd that liked Mötorgrïnd in the nineties, but rougher than ever... and seeming _much_ rougher to me, because this is the first time I’ve been here as a girl.

They all check me out… well, maybe not quite _all_, but a whole lot of them. Dark eyes linger on me; metal savages whoop at me and call out compliments, telling me, “Nice ass!” Others just talk to each other, pointing at me and mimicking hard-fucking pelvic thrusts. So help me, I know this should all offend me, but it makes me so hot that I have to breathe through the arousal to keep from getting one of those hard-ons I’m so afraid of. Worst of all, when I picture getting a little lump in the front of my miniskirt, right there in front of everyone, it makes me even hotter. I focus my arousal in my plump little titties with their rock-hard nips, in my wet-feeling mouth, in the spinning sensation of the blow pulsating through my veins and my flesh and my brains.

I get in the back of the line, and spend the whole time waiting fending off super-sleazeball attempts to pick me up. If any of the guys who make moves on me were hot, I think maybe I might be tempted to go for it. But temptation’s one thing. Temptation is everywhere. I wouldn’t really want to cheat on Carrie.

Would I?

#

I dance my ass off at the concert, fueled by the coke and the $12 drinks. I can’t even fucking describe it. Mötorgrïnd was even better than they were back when I used to touch myself to their concert videos. They play all of my favorite songs: “Flesh Purgatory,” “Poison Razor”, “Bleeding Banshees”, “Leather Fucker”, “Syringe of Shadows”, “Ghosts of Iron”, “War Dreams,” and more. It’s fuckin’ hot. What’s more, Mick Rock, the lead singer, is fuckin’ gorgeous, even if he’s like twice my age. He must be almost sixty, now. I don’t care. He’s fuckin’ hot, with how grizzled and tough he looks.

“I’d suck his dick,” I think to myself, shocked at how shameless I feel.

Little do I know what the night will bring!

Needless to say, the ladies’ room in the venue is completely unusable. It stinks of piss and it’s crammed with girls doing coke and probably more. The line is huge.

So, after the concert, when I leave the bar, I duck into this sleazy little alley to piss and maybe take a quick toot from my “pussy-stash” while I’ve still got room and time to get it open without being observed.

After that long-ass concert, I’ve got the act of fetching my “pussy-stash” down to a science. I can check my tuck and get my coke in just one fluid movement.

The alley is dark; my eyes take some time to adjust. Not until after I’ve spooned up two snorts in my pinkie-nail, one after the other, one in each nostril. I’m feeling the intense rush hit me when I see them.

The alley turns at the end, leading back to the stage door of the club. Two big, dark, burly bruisers stand at the end of the alley. Their eyes are on me; they’re checking me out with great interest. I’m not sure if they care about the cocaine, but I sure as hell care about them. What are they doing there? Are they just guards?

Just then, a tiny crowd of maybe six hot girls pushes past me, giggling. They’re stumbling on their high heels, plainly as coked-up as I am. I smell liquor.

One of the girls pauses to fix her boots. As she does, she falls behind the others. She takes a deep gulp from a little silver flask she removes from the lacy tops of her red fishnet stockings.

I ask her, “Hey! What’s down there?”

The girl can’t be older than nineteen or twenty. She’s hot, with blonde hair and full lips and pretty eyes and a tight, hot body and a really nice rack on her -- probably fake, from the looks of it. Is she a stripper? Probably, I figure. Mötorgrïnd is the kind of music that seems to attract strippers.

“Ohmigod,” she giggles. “You don’t know? Stage door. You’re here to see Mötorgrïnd, right?”

“Oh, yeah,” I beam. “I’m one of their biggest fans!”

“But you don’t know how easy it is to get backstage to party with them?” the girl jeers at me unkindly, hot with the pressure of speed and drunk on cheap vodka and fruit juice. “You should come with me… you look hot. You’re totally their type. Metal and _slutty_.”

I feel my heart racing as I hem and haw just long enough to get the hot girl to pressure me a little. She’s five years younger than me, and she looks so much hotter and more feminine than I do… what if someone sees me for what I am and exposes me in front of everyone? I might get hurt, even... or worse. Mötorgrïnd is called that for a reason; they’re rough and hard, just like their music. Their reputation is that even now, with all of them in their fifties, they still have big orgies and gangbangs backstage. They love to get rough and kinky; their lyrics are laced throughout with references to the hardest kinds of sex. Bondage, spanking, choking, that sort of thing. Suddenly, high on coke and horny as hell, dressed to the nines as the most convincing girl I’ve ever been, I really want to get kinky with them… or at least sneak backstage and watch.

I don’t think I’ll get picked out to go backstage, of course. But then… what if I do?

I let the hot metal girl lead me back into the shadows of the alleyway. 

The two big bouncers check us out and step aside, just like they did with the other girls.

“I’m Geena,” I tell my new friend, using the fake name I always claim when I’m “dressed.” “With two e’s,” I add nervously.

“That’s cute,” she says. “I’m Laci, with an “i”. Wanna see if we can get invited back to the hotel room to party?

“That sounds yummy,” I giggle, flying high on the coke.

Parked next to the stage door is a tour bus, with “Mötorgrïnd” emblazoned along the side. The doors are open, both front and back, but two more bouncers block each set of doors. Three guys with clipboards come around and start looking the girls over, checking them off against a checklist of what they’re supposed to get for the party. What is written down there? “Blonde, brunette, redhead”? How many of each? Is there any chance I’ll get picked? I doubt it -- I mean, I’m a bit older, and I look it, even with all of my make-up. I’m pretty hot as a girl, but not as hot as Laci.

And I’ve got a lot of competition. There are a whole lot of girls -- thirty, forty of them, flashing titties and calling out “We love MG!” as they jump up and down -- “MG” being short for “Mötorgrïnd,” of course. None of them are wearing much in the way of clothes; half of them aren’t wearing bras. Some lift their tops and show off their tits -- big tits, in some cases -- which makes me blush. Laci does that, giggling as she pulls down the lacy cups of her black lace push-up bra and shows off her bare titties -- they’re nice ones, and big. 

“Come on,” she teases me drunkenly. “Show them your tits! Everyone knows that’s how you get in!”

Nervously, I pull up my crop-top and show off the tightly-taped cleavage crammed into my tight push-up bra. I spent so long looking at it in the mirror, I know it looks pretty realistic… but is it realistic enough to get one of those big nasty bikers interested? I watch as they seem to pick out the girls with big tits... including Laci, who’s got a pair that simply has to be fake. Part of me wants to ask her if she’s a stripper or something, but I don’t get the chance -- she gets nabbed almost immediately.

“Come on!” she giggles. “He wants us both!”

I whimper, “I think he was just pointing at you!” I’m quite sure of it… but by the time Laci drags me up onto the loading dock and we push past the small flood of groupie girls, I brace myself to get grabbed and thrown back like a fish that’s too small... but the grab never comes. I’m pushed along by the crowd and I find myself shoved through the door and into the close, hot darkness of the tour bus.

#

#

A fuckton of girls are crammed in to the tour bus, and I have to jockey to find a spot. The girls are all blasted on coke and probably meth and, obviously on liquor. Vodka bottles are being passed around. Laci partakes, but I try to play it cool; I’m not as young as I used to be. I’m cheating fate even getting on board Mötorgrïnd’s tour bus!

It’s just a few blocks to the Renault Hotel, where Mötorgrïnd has taken over the whole damned eighteenth floor. More guys with clipboards are there, pointing us to the service elevators. Uniformed bellmen are there to guide us, blushing and stiffening in their pants as the coke-addled, drunken groupie girls flirt with them, grope them, and giggle at their discomfort. 

One of the bellman takes us up to the eighteenth floor. Good thing. We’re probably all too drunk and high to operate an elevator successfully. The bellman quickly starts blushing when a horny girl tries to get his pants open and suck his dick. He reluctantly and gently pushes her away, laughing. More’s the pity. He was cute, and so is she, and I wouldn’t have minded watching. I guess he doesn’t want to get fired.

As we reach the eighteenth floor, I ask him: “Which room is it?” I ask him, just before the doors “ding” open.

The bellman laughs. “Take your pick,” he says! 

The doors open, and I see what he means: The whole eighteenth floor is one huge drunken orgy, Mötorgrïnd style.

#

There’s lots of people crammed into the hallways and hotel suites. Most of the room doors are open. Some of the rooms have sliding doors, and the balconies are open to the warm summer night. Girls whoop and hoot and show their tits to passing cars on Kensington Boulevard. 

Like three-quarters of the people here are clearly groupies, here to party and get high and get laid, but there’s a substantial number of men. They’re mostly old, pudgy record-exec types with bald pates and long, stringy locks, and sleazy DJ types, and aging session musicians, and some guys who look like they’re probably some kind of biker-gang members. There are a lot fewer bouncers here; mostly, the crowd is policing itself, which is to say that nobody’s policing anything.

The old skanky guys check me out with obvious interest, and I feel flattered and scared. What if one starts to do something with me? What if one starts to feel me up? What if a naughty hand finds its way between my legs and discovers what I’m really packing?

And there’s plenty of reason to worry. They do feel me up, and it excites me. I feel hands all over me as Laci and I push our way down the hallway and into the largest hotel suite. It’s a connected series of rooms, with the connecting doors open. There’s champagne, beer and liquor everywhere. There’s plenty of coke, too. We push our way through the crowd, taking it all in. 

Guys grope me as we go past. I keep my thighs pressed together in terror of having someone grab my crotch and discover what I am down there.

But that doesn’t happen, thank goodness. All that happens is that Laci and I watch the show from the sidelines, getting felt up but never quite getting our clothes ripped off. I’m getting turned on. This is all so sleazy and decadent. I’m at a real metal-style orgy. I’m partying Mötorgrïnd style.

After a while, Laci and I find the real party. It’s a pretty nasty one. With fruity, strong drinks in our hands and cocaine buzzing in our nostrils and brains and bodies, Laci and I stand there, sweaty and high, watching a major orgy scene. 

See, girls are all over the place, mostly half-undressed. Some are fully naked. Some of the guys are doing things with them -- all sorts of the guys you see at rock concerts: roadies, fat old record executives, wannabes, and musicians from the opening band, KillShott. They’re all grabbing tits and ass, spanking and groping girls; some girls are even getting fucked. The groupies are all high as kites, loving the attention and, as far as I can tell, the sex. I see two girls pouring champagne all over each other, licking it off of each other’s tits while a little circle of six guys crowd around them, laughing and watching. This hotel room is going to be trashed.

“Ohmigod!” I hear Laci squeal. She points at a nearby sofa. Two big, craggy, crusty, hairy old guys have a petite little blonde splayed forcibly over their laps, her wrists pinned up in the small of her back as she sprawls over a black leather couch. One of the guys has her face in his crotch and is pulling her long, fluffed blonde hair. The other guy has her legs spread and alternately fingers her and spanks her rosy ass. She rocks her hips when he fingers her, fucking herself onto his hand. When he spanks her, she wiggles her butt excitedly. The impact and sting of the blow make her hot.

“Ohmigod,” Laci purrs into my ear. “Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” She giggles. “Ohmigod, right?”

For a second, I don’t believe what my eyes are telling me -- but Laci’s as shocked as I am, and she makes me realize that it’s true.

The two hairy guys doing the petite young blonde are Gunnar Pump and Jaco Slaughter -- the bassist and drummer of Mötorgrïnd!

“Ohmigod,” she says. “I feel almost famous!” I’m so high, that makes me giggle.

Just a few seats away, getting head from a neon-haired pixie wearing nothing but candy-red knee-high boots and a G-string, is Buzz Kill, Mötorgrïnd’s rhythm guitarist. Over in the shadows, I see Major Filth and Professor Deadly, lead guitar and keyboard respectively, going at a skinny blonde skanked-out groupie slut from both ends.

The whole band is there. They all look older and crustier than I could have dreamed, but they are all going at it fiercely, pounding girls one-third their age! It’s a hell of an orgy.

No, wait… the whole band isn’t here. I still haven’t seen the nastiest member of the band, vocalist Mick Horse. He’s the hot one, if you ask me. He’s a whole lot older than me, sure, but I remember that big poster of him on Linda’s wall. Linda’s my older sister, and she was completely in to Mötorgrïnd, just like every girl who went to school in those days. I was younger, still a teenager, and I used to secretly “borrow” her clothes when she was out and “dress” in her bedroom, because it smelled like her perfume and because there was a big sexy picture of Mick Horse up on her wall. I know it’s nasty of me, and dirty, and kind of a betrayal… but it’s what I did. I’m not proud, but oh, fuck, I get hard as a rock when I remember it. 

I would sprawl on Linda’s bed and masturbate with my sister’s borrowed vibrator, buzzing it up and down my little cock through her silk panties and pretending it was a clit. I used to tell myself it was almost small enough, and toy with the idea of really going all-out and becoming full-time as a girl. Maybe even taking hormones. Maybe -- just maybe -- getting surgery so I’d have a real pussy.

I never did. Instead, I hid everything, kept it to myself, and only shared it with my girlfriends. Carrie knows, like all the others… but like the others, she doesn’t know just how much I fantasize about doing as a girl. She doesn’t know that I want to suck dick. She doesn’t know that I’ve almost done it on a dozen occasions. She doesn’t know that I used to masturbate to posters of big bad biker-metal stud Mick Horse.

“Ohmigod, is that Blake Damage?” I squealed to Laci.

Blake Damage is a good friend of Mötorgrïnd; if you’ve heard his solo albums, you know Mick and Gunnar have both been guest musicians. Blake and Mick even did a duet. Blake’s music has gotten pussy lately, but his early stuff is pretty cool.

And there he is, sprawled on the little loveseat. In front of him, on a glass coffee table, there are fat lines of coke… dozens of them, along with a razor blade.

Blake Damage himself holds a big, fat silver straw, giving permission to groupie after groupie after groupie to take a deep huff of the coke. From what I can see, he has a rule, though: The only girls who get blow from his table are those who take his dick all the way down their throats. They have to take it right down to the root.

Blake’s cock glistens with what must be the spit of at least ten drunk, high groupie girls. I watch as they deep-throat him and then suck up lines and then stumble away from the coke table with smiles on their faces but their lipstick messed up.

Laci and I giggle drunkenly as we watch three or four girls give Blake’s cock the deep throat treatment and get their reward -- as if bragging rights as to having sucked Blake Damage’s cock shouldn’t be more than enough to satisfy any metal groupie!

“You ladies having fun?” comes a deep voice from, it seems, high above us. Laci and I are both startled by the hulking figure who has come up behind us. He puts one of his giant, wrinkled, many-ringed hand on each of us -- my right shoulder and Laci’s left. He’s tall and lanky. His reach is so long that he could pretty much engulf both of us if he wanted. He is wrinkly, old.

“Um? I guess so?” I try to turn around and look up, but I’m too dizzy from being so drunk and coked out of my mind. I get a fleeting glimpse of the old guy. That’s when it hits me who this is.

“If you ladies would like some coke of your own -- and plenty of it -- I’ve got a private room where we can go.”

My heart almost bursts out of my chest. 

It’s none other than Mick Horse, the lead singer of Mötorgrïnd! His tight leather pants display his big bulge, which is how he got his nickname, supposedly. An alternate theory is that it has something to do with the heroin he used to consume in great quantities. But I prefer to think that he got it for having a horse-cock, which -- clearly -- he does. Unless he is pulling a Spinal Tap and packing his pants with a cucumber, this guy is hung.

Laci is freaking out. She keeps saying, “Ohmigod, Ohmigod, Mick Horse! Mick Horse! You’re Mick Horse!”

I manage to be the cool one of the pair.

“I’m Gina,” I say. “She’s Laci. We’d love to party! You mean, like, just the three of us?”

Mick checks out my tits out with a sneer. “That depends,” says Mick. “How close are you girls?”

“Oh fuck!” Laci says, getting Mick’s drift.

“You mean, do we like, do things together?”

“Yep,” says Mick Horse.

“You mean, like, do we fool around?”

“That’s what I mean,” Mick growls.

“Ohmigod,” Laci squeals. “If you want! I mean… we just met, but… it’s okay, isn’t it? What was your name again?”

“Geena,” I say, willing my voice not to shake. “Um, yeah, I… um… I guess… um…?”

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Mick says, lunging in to kiss me, hard, deep, his tongue thrusting into my mouth.

I just melt against him, my arms limp at my sides. He puts his hands on my waist while he kisses me; then he grinds his building hard-on against my belly, gropes my hips, my ass, my tits. I panic a little, thinking he’s going to shove his fingers up my skirt, which certainly would be reasonable given the circumstances and how I’m reacting to him kissing me.

Instead, he move on to Laci, practically ripping her clothes off as he gropes her.

It makes sense. I mean, I’m hot, but Laci’s younger, cuter and more stacked. Still… if this works out, maybe I’ll get to party in private with fucking Mick Rock!

Except… no, no, no, no, what the fuck am I thinking! I can’t fuck Mick Rock! I don’t have a pussy! All it takes is one hand up my skirt and he’ll know I’m a cross-dresser! I’m freaking out!

But I’m so overconfident from being so drunk and so high that I just let it happen. I figure… well, I’ll sort it all out when something bad happens. If something bad happens.

When.

#

Mick puts one arm around each of us and guides us through the tight crowd of the hotel suite. The crowd seems to part for him. He shows us through one of the connecting doors and through another room -- and another and another.

Finally, we make it into a room where the door is closed. The door is tidy, as if it hasn’t been used yet. Nobody’s partying here. It’s just a boring, anonymous hotel room… with a chair and a bed. There’s only one light on, next to the bed, dim, so the light’s real moody.

I like that. I like the lights being low. It makes me think there’s a tiny chance I’ll really get away with this.

Mick doesn’t move to turn on the light; instead, he pushes both Laci and me down to our knees.

I’m the one who goes for it. I undo Mick’s leather belt and unzip his tight leather pants. I take his cock out and… so help me, I don’t even hesitate. It’s the first real cock that I’ve sucked, and I know I’m cheating on Carrie, but… I just don’t care. I need it. It’s Mick Horse. He’s right here in front of me, dick hard and waiting for service.

So I take Mick Rock’s dick into my mouth. I swallow it all the way, just like I’ve done with Carrie’s strap-on dildo -- and other dildos that I’ve practiced on over the years. Mick Rock is hung, all right, but still, it goes down easy. I’m nice and relaxed, drunk and high and horny as hell. I feel my little cock throbbing in its tightly-tucked prison between my legs.

Sucking dick is really easy, I find. In fact, I’d even say it comes naturally. I learn to like it, and fast. But then, why would that surprise me? It’s Mick Horse that I’m sucking! He’s famous! He’s my favorite rock star! I used to masturbate to my sister’s big poster of him!

Sucking his dick is like Nirvana. I’m in Heaven. I’ve never been happier. I’ve never felt like more of a girl, or more of a woman… or more of a slut. I feel guilty for cheating on Carrie, but… what can I do? It’s Mick Rock! I’m fucking obligated to suck his dick!

After a long, slobbery suck to get acquainted with Mick’s oversized cock, I pass Mick on to Laci. She suck shim, too, showing almost as much eagerness as I did. 

Laci opens up wide and swallows Mick’s whole impressive dick with one gulp. She has an easy time deep-throating him, too. I watch her sexy, pretty face as she opens wide and lowers her red lips all the way to the furry base of Mick’s cock.

Laci bobs up and down on Mick’s cock while I worship his balls. He tells us to kiss, so we do. Laci’s a really good kisser. I feel her tits. She feels mine. She’s convinced, I guess, or at least she doesn’t’ say anything. We kiss wetly around the shaft of Mick’s giant cock. He likes that. He moans happily.

“You two sixty-nine. I want to watch you eat each other’s pussies.”

Laci looks nervous for the first time. She’s blushing deep red and giggling while I come in for our first kiss. She pulls back shyly.

Mick guides us onto the bed, growling at us, “Don’t be shy,” as he pushes us together.

Laci relents and lets me kiss her again while I unzip her skirt. 

Mick fades away and plants himself in a nearby armchair, watching us make out while he strokes his huge, glistening dick.

I pull Laci’s top off; she goes to do the same for me, and I guide her hands to my hips.

She whispers into my ear: “I’ve never been with a woman before. I mean… I’m not like that. I don’t… I don’t lez. I mean, it’s crazy, but I think it’s kind of a sin.”

I purr into her ear, “I promise I won’t tell anybody. You want me to keep your secrets?”

“Yeah,” she says. “Promise?”

“Then you have to swear to keep mine,” I tell her.

I pull her skirt down and take off her panties. My panties are still on, but my skirt is off; so is my top, though not my bra. With just the bra and the wardrobe tape, my titties look pretty convincing. I know damn well that as soon as those panties come off, the illusion of camel toe will be busted.

“I promise you that you won’t have to eat any pussy,” I purr in her ear. “Just pretend, okay? Do a good job of pretending, and we’ll both have a really good time.”

“Promise?” she asks nervously.

“Promise,” I say, toppling her onto the bed.

I guide her near-naked body on top of me and pushing her face down toward my clenched thighs. I don’t let her in between my legs, yet. She seems relieved at that. She just kisses my pale thighs, her lips dry at first but getting wetter as she starts to lick.

Laci is closer to naked than me; her panties and bra are gone; so is her miniskirt and top. Me, I’m still wearing my bra and panties and garter belt and fishnet stockings. Laci is wearing her garter belt, stockings, and her knee-high shiny boots.

I kiss her boots I start to guide her face, up and down on my thighs, letting her kiss me without going down on me… yet. Kissing her boots seems to get Mick Horse pretty hot; he watches us, stroking his cock, grunting, Oh, yeah. Kiss that bitch’s boots. She’s a real bitch, that one, aren’t you, baby… what was your name, again?

“Laci,” I tell him. “I’m Geena.”

“Eat her pussy,” he grunts at me. “Both of you, eat up. I love shit like this.”

I start to eat Laci out, dipping my made-up face between her legs and coming away with ruined makeup.

I taste the tang of her pussy; she’s incredibly wet. I start to lick her pussy lips, then gently tease them open with my fingers while she goes on kissing my smooth-shaved thighs. I hold her pussy-lips open wide while I lick her clit, so Mick can watch us. Meanwhile, Laci is practically trembling, nervous as hell about eating my pussy.

I reach down and pop the top of one of my poison-rings – still stuffed with coke. Without looking, I spoon up a pinkie-finger’s worth and hold it to Laci’s nostril. 

She snorts it gratefully, and does the same with the second and third scoops I give her. She needs it more than me, so I let her have everything in the poison ring, which is plenty.

It works like a charm. She’s flying high by the time I lower my panties down to my knees and beyond, kicking them off over my boots. I spread my legs, one hand tangled in Laci’s long messy blonde hair and one parting her upper pussy-lips so I can chow down on her clit. She’s wet as a faucet already. Maybe she’s not as straight as she thinks she is.

But she’s about to get another surprise. When I push her face into my crotch, she gasps and says, “Ohmigod!”

“I know,” I growl at her, pulling her hair. “Remember what we agreed, baby? I’ll keep your secrets…”

Laci gets the point; to get me to keep her secrets, she needs to keep mine. Just long enough for the two of us to make it with Mick Horse. Then I’ll flee with my bragging rights, and she can have him all to herself.

Laci seems okay with sucking dick instead of eating pussy. And that’s more than okay with me, because her messy hair will block Mick’s view and maybe -- just maybe -- I’ll get away with this.

The tension goes out of Laci’s taut, slim young body once she knows that I’m not a “real” woman. Her mouth opens wide; she takes my little dick in her mouth, swallowing me with much greater ease than she swallowed Mick, but equal fluency. Her throat is already stretched wide from Mick’s big, huge cock; she swallows me easily and begins pumping her mouth up and down. I hold her hair not to hold it back and give Mick a better view, but to make sure the scattered blonde hair stays scattered across my crotch, hiding anything Mick might not want to see.

Mick doesn’t seem to care; his view of Laci’s cunt and my mouth working on it is more than enough. 

“Oh, yeah,” he says, getting up. “Lick that cunt. Suck that pussy. You know what you’re doing, baby, don’t you? Geena? Geena, yeah, you know how to eat pussy, I can tell… oh, yeah… oh, fuck, here, have some of this…”

He guides his cock to my mouth, and I open wide for it. I’m lucky that Carrie was open to “experimenting” with that strap-on harness we bought at Honey’s Garden; I’ve practiced a lot on my own, but I would be unprepared for deep-throating a really big cock in this position if I had not sixty-nined with Carrie before while Carrie was wearing her strap-on.

I open wide and take Mick Horse’s giant, legendary cock down my throat. He fucks me slowly at first, then more aggressively as he begins to play with Laci’s pussy. Laci moans, letting my cock pop out of her mouth; she spews drool all over my cock and balls as Mick fucks my face. I’m on pins and needles, terrified that Mick will reach down past Laci’s cute face to my crotch and feel what I’m really packing. But he’s way to obsessed with Laci’s hairless, sweet young pussy.

When his cock pops out of my mouth, trailing thick strings of spit, he guides it up to her hole. I help him guide it into Laci’s tight entrance. I watch, enraptured, as Mick Horse’s giant cock spreads Laci’s pussy-lips and enters her bareback.

Mick starts to fuck her. Laci’s face is in my crotch, hiding my little cock and balls from her. She moans like crazy. I feel her hot breath. Between bellows of pleasure, she kisses my smooth thighs, my balls, and my cock. Her hand is on my cock, jacking me off in her face as Mick begins to fuck her with an aggressive, deep stroke, bringing a high-pitched cry out of Laci’s messy mouth while I worship his balls.

Moments later, I reach my peak and spew all my hot streams of cum into Laci’s mouth. She doesn’t pull back; she doesn’t miss a beat. Instead, she keeps riding Mick while she swallows my cum; she slams back against him with more aggressive force while I lap at her clit, feeling the hard thrust of Mick’s cock pumping into her.

I mold my lips to her clit and tease my tongue hungrily back and forth, trying to push her to the point she’s seeking.

When she cries out and cums hard on Mick’s cock, I’m so close I can feel the spasming of her muscles, inside and out. I keep licking her clit while Mick grunts, “Oh, yeah, oh, yeah!” and pulls out to the very entrance of Laci’s cunt. His cockhead stretches her while his dick pulses with power. I lick his shaft up and down, marveling at the impressive size of it, while he pumps two, three, five, ten, fifteen hot pumps of jizz up into Laci. When he pulls back, a torrent of his seed pours out of her and onto me; I lap it up, kissing the head of Micks’ dick just before he pulls back away from me and collapses into the armchair.

“Oh, yeah,” he encourages her. “You know what to do with a cummy hole, don’t you, Geena?”

He keeps watching and stroking his softening cock as I continue licking Laci aggressively with my tongue. His cum pours out of her and onto my face and tongue and all over me.

Laci rides my face with building urgency, howling with each of my tongue-strokes. I just keep licking, and it isn’t long before she’s nearly smothering me.

So I lick her, deeper, eating Mick Horse’s cum from her cunt. Mick likes that. He just sits there in his chair, smoking, watching our messy sixty-nine.

He never does give us that coke that he promised, but I don’t think either of us care.

#

At the end of us, Mick crashes onto the bed, pulling lacy over on top of him. 

I wriggle away, facing away to pull my skirt down and my panties up.

“Hey, what’s the rush?” he asks.

I giggle, “I think my boyfriend is looking for me,” I say. “I’d better go.”

Mick grins. “Yeah, I hear you. You gonna stay, Geena?”

“Laci,” Laci corrects him. She’s got her naked legs wrapped around his body; his cock is hanging out, half-hard. “Yeah,” Laci says. “I could hang out and party some more.”

Mick’s hand reaches toward me. I think that he’s trying to grab me and pull me in for a good-bye kiss, but then I see his hand holds a business card.

“My private cell’s on the back,” he says. “When we’re in town… or if you follow us… give a call. I’m always looking for girls who aren’t shy with other girls. I love to party… with girls.”

Laci looks at me, her face red. She smiles wickedly, seemingly pleased that we share a secret.

“Oh, yeah, I’ll definitely call,” I tell him. To my own surprise, I lean and give him that good-bye kiss. I don’t let it last too long, though… I don’t want Mick’s hands to start wandering.

I slip out of his grasp and out of the hotel suite. I make my way to the cargo elevator, which smells like liquor and puke.

The bellman is there, his uniform looking wrinkled. I think maybe he got that BJ he’d refused earlier.

He smiles and leers at me lustfully. I’m more than a little gratified whenever a guy looks at me like he wants to rip my clothes off. I’m surprised to find that I’m even more gratified, now that I’ve had a real dick in my mouth.

The bellman asks: “Did you have fun, Ma’am?”

“Oh, yes,” I say, drunkenly swaying so I can wiggle my butt against him as the cargo elevator surges downward.

I hold up Mick’s business card and look at the hand-written cell number on the back.

I made it out with my skin intact this time, but… Mick Horse’s private cell phone number?

I feel drunk with excitement. Part of me wants to use it… even though I know I’d be tempting fate.

It’s almost too much of a temptation to pass up… almost.

Almost.

I stumble out into the hot night and walk the ten blocks back to where I parked my car. I get whistles and hoots as I pass the ho stroll.

Temptation is everywhere.
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