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Book Description for Hard Bodies: Gym, Sports & Workout Stories of Extreme Forced Bisexual Submission

Taste the forbidden sweat in this octet of hardcore bisexual erotica! In Hard Bodies, erotic domination comes from the power of a pumped-up bicep, the veiny pulse of overbuilt quadriceps, the intoxicating feel of a six-pack against a dominated workout partner’s face and the taste of it on his or her tongue! Reluctant submissives will find themselves lured into gyms and turned into sex slaves here, as grudge matches, locker-room lust and winner-take-all bets lead guys and girls both to their knees!

In “Gay for Pay,” a feminized slave finds himself pimped out for a locker-room porn video with his favorite black male porn star...

In “Gym Encounter,” a dominated boyfriend is ordered to the gym by his cuckolding Mistress, who says he’s getting “pudgy.” Lucky for him, he meets up with a hard stud who doesn’t mind helping him get some exercise in the locker-room toilet stalls!

In “Roller Ball,” two rival women’s derby teams bet more than just their honor on the most important game of the season...

In “Soccer Team Sissy,” a feminized slave has been ordered by her sports-loving Mistress to act as one of the local soccer team’s cheerleaders... but when they win the big game, Mistress’s gratitude goes even further! She orders her sissy into the locker room to give the team some much-needed release...

In “Frat Party Catfight,” a broke college girl accepts a proposal to catfight onstage at the nastiest frat house on campus, with the winner promised the “traditional” spoils of battle... sex from the loser. Little does she realize that her opponent just happens to be her best friend -- and one of the most fearsomely athletic young women on campus!

In “Power Lifting,” cuckolded sissy Joe finds himself dominated on the weight bench by his workout partner, Vince. Vince uses his position as spotter to utterly humiliate his friend in front of the other studs in the lifting gym. In the course of so doing, Vince takes pleasure in revealing that he spent last night with Joe’s girlfriend! But when that disclosure makes Joe react in an unexpected -- but deliciously predictable -- way, Vince decides to take Joe’s naïve innocence about his slutty girlfriend into his own hands, and teach the sissy a thing or two about men, right there in the gym locker room!

In “Knee Pads,” A cuckolded husband is ordered to dress for success whenever his wife’s rough-and-tumble boyfriend comes over...

And in “Down for the Count,” two male college wrestlers wrestle after-hours, with male-and-male sex as the prize! When these two clash, sexual submission of the loser is guaranteed!

Hard Bodies will make you sweat, make you feel the burn, make you push yourself all the way to your one-rep maximum. Warm up as much as you can handle... it’s going to be a long workout!
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Gay for Pay by Kylie Cooper

Wearing pink and white gym shorts, a tank top and running shoes, I walked into two-thirds of a locker room, my heart racing.

It wasn't really two-thirds of a  locker room. It was a porn set, and I was about to get fucked on it.

This is how my Mistress had decided I would lose my virginity to men... for profit, her profit, to the roughest, hardest-fucking, best-hung black male porn star in the business: Shane French. I would get fucked by the biggest dick in the gay porn biz, in a scene directed by the legendary Carlo Cameron. His movies get distribution. There was no way I could stay in the closet once this scene hit the streets.

But that was the least of my concerns. I was far more worried about the fact that I was going to take Shane French's dick. I had never done that before. Taken dick, I mean. Not real dick. Only my Mistress's strap-on.

The set certainly  smelled like a locker room. And it may as well have been a real locker room; it looked more like one than most locker rooms I'd seen in the real world. And it smelled as much like one as any I'd been in. It had every detail -- even the combination locks on most of the lockers. But those lockers didn't hold gym clothes; the crew used them to stash extra equipment, wardrobes, and props. Behind one of those grey-green doors might hang some perverted assortment of whips, bitch rods, spanking paddles, leather straps, bondage gear, and strap-on dildos.

The one that I twirled randomly and opened -- the combo lock had been jury-rigged by the props department to come open with nothing more than a pull -- held not men's clothes, but panties. The camera was close-in enough that the viewer would be able to get a glimpse inside, if he was watching on a large hi-definition screen. And believe me, the rich fags that pay for Stud Ranch Productions' expensive downloads are definitely the type who can afford HDTVs. They'll bitch about it, too, if the production details aren't up to snuff. That kind of attention to detail in their production values is what makes Stud Ranch the kind of production house praised across the industry -- well, that and the fact that their videos were the hardest around, pairing all-new "virgin" talent like me against big, buffed-out, older, tried-and-true he-man stud stars like Shane French.

That's why I knew that anyone who watched this scene would see that the locker I opened was stuffed with pink panties.

I ran my hand through them. It turned me on. Mistress Sonya had volunteered to let them use her panties. In my locker, there was a month's worth of Sonya's dirty, smelly panties. It excited me to touch them. They were lacy and silky and slutty and hot. And to think, that's how all of this started. Me wanting to have a woman "force" me to wear panties, maybe her panties, or maybe my own, but while she shoved her panties in my face and made me sniff them.

How far I had come since then! I hadn't always wanted to... but a sissy slave doesn't get to say "no" to a Dominant bitch like Mistress Sonya.

Carlo Cameron called "CUT!"

He yelled, "Peyton! That ass of yours looks nice, but you've got to show it off more! Put your foot up on the bench! Arch your back! Point that ass toward the camera! Wiggle a little! And when you run your hands through those fucking panties, worship them! I want to see you fuckin' smell them! I thought you were fuckin' straight, Peyton! Don't you straight pansy sissy fucks love women's panties?"

The whole crew -- all men -- burst out in laughter. My face reddened. I could hear Sonya's laugh, too, joyous and excited, mingling with all of the boys she loved so much. My Mistress loves to be around hot, buffed fags. She loves gay men more than she loves anything.

"Yes, Sir," I told Carlo. "Should I come in again?"

"Yeah," said Carlo. "Go back out, come back in, and this time, you wiggle. Foot on the bench, back arched, ass out... I want the audience to see that fuckin' whale tail of yours, faggot."

My body trembled with pleasure and humiliation as I heard the famous porn director calling me "faggot." 

The whole crew was still laughing, even as they made me go out and come back in again.

This time, I did it just right.

I wiggled, I stuck my butt out, I showed them my whale tale.

And when I leaned forward to inspect the panties in my locker, I fuckin' worshipped them.

They kept the camera on me as I sniffed the musky scent of my Mistress's pussy. It made my stomach churn, smelling it mingling with the rank smell of the old locker room. Whoever builds the sets at Stud Ranch, I'll say this for them: They'd sure as hell gotten the smell right.

They kept the cameras on my butt for quite a long time as I sniffed those panties.

Then, Carlo gave Shane his cue.

"Hey, buddy," Shane said, his voice rich with seduction. "You didn't lift much out there. You're pretty weak, even for a skinny white boy. What's your name again, buddy?"

I slammed the locker, my face red and hot. 

The words came out all nervous and girly, the "girl-voice" Mistress Sonya had trained me to use when addressing real men.

My voice trembled as I told him, "M-my name's Peyton."

Shane closed in on me, tightening the space between us as he towered over me imposingly. This required a tighter camera angle, and the camera guy moved in to follow us, shooting me over Shane's massive shoulder.

"Yeah? Nice name, pussy. I'm Shane. Maybe you heard about me."

"Um... I think so," I said. "Y-you're that weightlifter guy?"

Shane laughed cruelly, savoring the pleasure of intimidating me.

"You could say that," he growled, talking loudly and articulating clearly for the sound boom that dangled just over our heads. "I lift some weights, and I also lift guys. Bitch like you, Peyton... you look like the kind of guy who needs to be lifted."

"Wh-what do you mean?"

I asked, my voice quavering.

Shane grinned. "You ever wrestle?"

The part where I acted all intimidated -- that wasn't acting. It was hard not to be intimidated by Shane French. Not only had I watched him fuck a hundred guys on camera, working them over something fierce -- but he was an imposing force. He was huge, muscled, dark-skinned and handsome, I guess, if you're into guys. He wore a pair of black gym shorts and a black muscle top, displaying his huge bulky shoulders and biceps.

I knew his body measurements all too well from the Stud Ranch Productions website. Shane is six-three, two-forty, with a forty-eight-inch chest, twenty-two-inch biceps, and twenty-seven-inch thighs. He had been a competitive weightlifter for real before he got into gay porn. His eyes were brown; his head was shaved; he was of mixed Afro-Caribbean and African-American descent. His skin was a deep chocolate-brown and his features were handsome.

And, perhaps most importantly -- because it was going to go in me, and we both knew it -- his famously huge and famously uncircumcised cock was 12 inches long by 7.5 inches around. Or, if you prefer, 30.5 centimeters long and 19 centimeters in circumference. The centimeter measurements were almost as important to his business as the fact that he was huge and uncircumcised. Stud Ranch, it turns out, has a whole lot of European clients. They like their men uncut.

Shane's profile said he was thirty-six; in reality, I knew from my Mistress, he was closer to forty. Either way, he was close to her age... which meant almost twice mine. I was nineteen. Sonya got off on the age difference between her and me. "I like them innocent," she'd told me on our first date.

My thoughts had never been innocent... but I sure as hell hadn't had much experience when I started to date Sonya. 

Either way, I sure as hell never thought I would find myself pinned against a locker room set in a porn studio by a huge, hard, hot, hung, famous black porn star... about to get fucked by him.

The director, Carlo Cameron, gestured at Shane to do something. Shane nodded in response.

I didn't understand their unspoken language, but it didn't matter. 

Shane knew exactly what to do. He'd introduced many a young twink like me to the pleasures and terrors of gay-for-pay cock.

Rough sex on camera with skinny white boys half his age was Shane French's specialty.

Shane French crowded in closer to me so the camera could get us both in close-up.

 At another gesture from Carlo, Camera Two -- the shoulder-mounted rig -- came in close. The camera guy's name was... Jeff, I think. I have to admit, he was pretty cute. He had a nice body. I wondered briefly if he moonlighted as an "actor" here, too.

Jeff came in real close. He got a tight shot while Camera One -- mounted on a tripod -- panned up with Jeff just out of the frame, taking in my body and Shane's from my pink sneakers to my tight shorts and then up to my narrow chest against Shane's broad one, and Shane's mountain of dark flesh towering high over me. 

Shane leaned in close so Jeff could capture the imposing tightness of the space between us. The audience loves that shit.

Shane was hard and aggressive, intimidating. He was almost touching me -- but not quite. Yet. He was practically pinning me against the wall of lockers without even making contact.

I reacted like I would have in real life. I acted intimidated.

It would have been hard not to be intimidated by Shane French. I had jerked off to his movies for months, now, on Mistress Sonya's orders. She had commanded me to watch Shane's scenes from the Black Cock White Twink series and get hard and jerk off -- and Sonya watched every moment with me, to make sure I was getting hard as I watched "girls" like me being held down, spanked, worked over and fucked.

She always had her cane with her, ready in case I started to lose my hard-on. After a few months of what Sonya liked to call "fag training," I popped a boner just looking at pictures of Shane.

I was hard now, in fact. Humiliatingly hard.

And Sonya was there to see it. She was out behind the bright banks of studio lights.

In fact, when I glanced over, I could just barely see her silhouette in the cavernous darkness of the Stud Ranch studio. She sat in one of those folding director's chairs, ironically enough, while Carlo was the one up on his feet, circling kinetically, gesturing wildly to Camera One, Camera Two, plus the sound guy Mike, the lighting guy Dave, and one guy I knew only as Lube Boy. 

My eyes were dazzled by the lights. I knew I shouldn't be looking off camera, but I couldn't resist looking to my Mistress for encouragement.

I can't be sure, but I think I caught the glimpse of a Cheshire-Cat smile, there in the darkness. Was Sonya pleased with me, so far? I hoped so.

Shane noticed my attention was wandering, so he improvised. He did what he'd do if he really were roughing up some sissy twink in a locker room.

He slapped my face.

He did it hard. It got my attention, all right.

I stared at him, stunned and trembling.

Shane barked: "Hey! I'm talking to you, bitch. I asked you a question. You wrestle?"

Shane's big, muscled body was pressed up against me, now, pinning me to the lockers.

I trembled. "Um, I don’t -- I've never -- I mean, in high school--"

"Stop!" Carlo barked. He glared at me. "Peyton, you did not wrestle in high school."

"Oh, I said nervously. "Right. Um... From the top?"

"Fucking just say it," growled Carlo.

"Keep rolling!" he barked at the cameraman -- Jeff, was it? -- who obeyed, keeping his camera trained close on my face.

High school was one of the things Stud Ranch's legal team told them they shouldn't say. "College" was better, so that's what the line was in the "script" they'd given me. I'd just forgotten. I really wrestled in high school... that's why.

I said the line again, with greater confidence: "I mean... I wrestled in college," I said.

"Nothing like that," Shane growled, grabbing me by the hip with his right hand, shoving his left hand into my long, girly hair. 

Shane, like I said, is six-three and like two-forty, most of it muscle. I'm just five-four and so skinny, now, that you can see my ribs. The many hard daily workouts that Sonya puts me through are designed to trim me down, tone me up, tighten me, not bulk me up. She doesn't make me work out so I look like a guy, or so that I'm strong like a guy.  She keeps me working out, dieting, running, and all of that... so that I'm more like a girl.

Or in this context, a twink

Shane handled me like I was a rag doll. He spun me around easily, shoved me against the hard cold grey-green metal of the locker. He pulled my hair, grabbed my white boxer-briefs, and pulled them down just like that... like it was nothing. His arms were so long he could pull my lacy thong all the way down to the middle of my smooth-shaved thighs without even bending down.

He didn't even comment on the fact that I was wearing panties under my gym shorts. He didn't need to.

When Shane had my butt naked, both cameras zoomed in on it from different angles.

I felt my face flushing hot and red as Shane grabbed my smooth-shaved butt, manhandling it. He groped it roughly, feeling my cheeks, parting them, holding them open so Jeff on Camera Two could get a nice close-up of my smooth, hairless crack with its perfect pink rosebud.

Shane gave a murmur of approval.

He brought his hand up to his face. He spat on his fingers, four or five times, getting them all slicked up with lube. Then he put his hand back down there, shoved it between my cheeks, and rammed two fingers up in my hole.

I cried out.

"Ow!" I said. It was in the script, but Shane was so rough about how hard and deep he shoved his fingers in me that I sure as hell didn't have to be acting.

"Shut up, bitch," Shane said. "You fuckin' want it. You ever been fucked back there?"

"No, Sir," I whimpered. Again, in the script, but it's almost exactly what I'd have said anyway.

My head reeled; embarrassingly enough, filthy thoughts ran through my brain.

My whole body felt flushed with hot blood, as I recalled all the times that Sonya had made me jerk off to Shane's cock ramming into some tight, tender young hole. I'd gotten so used to seeing it that it was one of my go-to fantasies, even though, in the fantasy, I was always "dressed," of course. I wanted dick only when I was a girl.

But as the legendary Shane French fingerfucked my virgin ass roughly, I felt like a girl -- I felt more like a girl than I ever had just wearing lipstick and earrings and teasing my hair out and putting on lingerie and a really tight dress.

When he handled me roughly like this, I felt like a real girl.

Shane gave a laughing kind of snarl.

"You're a virgin, huh? I love popping cherries. This cunt of yours feels nice and tight." He kept ramming his fingers into me, making me squirm, whimper, writhe and go crazy. I cried out with each stroke, emitting pathetic, girly whimpers.

Shane's basso profundo, rumbled out over the sound of my weak, soft voice.

Shane growled:

"Your pussy's tight now, bitch... but I'm gonna stretch it out real wide. I'm gonna open your cunt-ass up, bitch. What's your name again?"

I moaned, "P-P-P-Peyton, Sir!"

Again, the "Sir" was in the script, but I would have said it in any event, probably. It just came naturally. "Peyton Pump" was the name that Sonya had chosen for me. I objected to it, in fact. I whined a lot about it. Sonya said she liked it, and I was keeping it. "Peyton" could be a girls' name or a boys' name. "That way, if I ever feminize you all the way, you won't need to change your porn name, get it?"

Shane's fingers popped out of my asshole.  He drew his hand back and started to spank me.

I gasped as his hand smacked my ass. He pounded harder with each stroke, reddening my smooth-waxed cheeks swiftly.

Every hard blow he gave my cheeks made a strange mixture of pleasure, pain and submission rumble through my body... deep into my flesh... into my bones.

Shane spanked me harder and harder, picking up the pace as he pulled my hair and kicked my legs open till I was forced to bend over and spread my legs, shoving my ass nice and high for the camera.

He spun me around again, shoving my ass up high toward the camera. He was so big, his arms were so long, and I was so much smaller than him that he could just easily reach down and hold my butt open for the camera, exposing my crack completely.

Shane shoved his dick in my face.

"Suck it," he said.

He didn't need to have told me. I was already groping his shorts down, pulling them down past his dick until his giant cock popped out, full and hard, ready.

The smell of it overwhelmed me. I felt waves of fear as I realized that I was really going to go through with this. Shane French was really going to fuck me.

And I was about to suck his big dick.

When he reached down to pull back his foreskin and expose his glistening cockhead, I could smell ass on his fingers.

I wrapped my hand around his foreskin, pulling it back the way he had shown me. I'd seen it so many times on the videos Sonya makes me jerk off to... it was easy to know what to do.

I felt the presence of Camera Two, and Jeff, the cute camera guy with the good body, zooming in close. Jeff captured my first taste of real dick.

I had sucked Sonya's strap-on before, but... this was different.

This was a real cock.

After today, I'd be a cocksucker. As of right now, I was a cocksucker.

The word felt intensely meaningful... and scary. Cocksucker. That's what I was, now, just like Mistress Sonya had promised.

Shane's dick tasted musky and salty. I felt my body responding. I won't say I wanted to suck it, exactly, but... oh, what's the point? Mistress Sonya had trained me to want it. She'd made me into a cocksucking sissy.

I got real intimate with Shane's cock, slurping and drooling as I bobbed up on it.

Shane didn't just stand there and let me do my thing. That wasn't his style. He liked to get real rough with the boys he broke in.

Well, Shane got real rough with me. He pulled my hair, slapped my face, pulled my mouth off him to slap his hard dick across my face, so hard that it stunned me. The huge uncut thing was as big as a fucking police baton... I felt like I'd taken a roundhouse punch to the face every time Shane dick-slapped me. The thing was every bit as big as his "stats" on the Stud Ranch Productions website claimed. Twelve inches long, and six around.

He pushed my face down on it, choking me, making me gag, making me drool. Thick ropes of spit ran out of my mouth, onto the floor, over his balls. His nuts were shaved, too, but the rest of him was hairy. I could feel the soft, coiled fur of his thighs against my face when he finally got me to choke down his dick, all the way to the balls. I felt my tight throat stretching painfully as he pulled my hair and started to fuck my face.

Meanwhile, he reached down to shove his fingers back up in my ass. He would pump me with two or three fingers, stretching me painfully, and then pull out and give me a few dozen hard spanks till I writhed all over while he held me down on his dick, filling my throat with it. Each blow of Shane's heavy hand on my smooth butt would send a hot, hard undulation of pain through my smooth, slim, small body.

When he finished spanking my ass again, then he'd shove his fingers back up in me, or maybe he'd just hold my cheeks open wide so the Camera Two could get a tight shot of my butthole -- a ripe pink starfish, ready for violation.

Through it all, Shane kept up a steady stream of invective, ordering me around and giving the running commentary that he was famous for. He'd hold my face down on his dick while he said:

"Choke on that cock, bitch." "Suck that shit down." "Wiggle that ass, bitch." "I'm gonna break you in right." "That's it, bitch, drool like a cunt. That pretty face of yours is just a wet fuckin' pussy, ain't it?"

I was not proud of everything I felt. The filthy, abusive things Shane said while he fucked me changed me inside. His cruel words and harsh voice did things to me. Humiliating things.

Shane French's dirty talk was the best in the business... better than any guy in any straight porn I used to jerk off to back before Sonya forbade it. Shane had the filthiest mouth in the porn world, and he made me feel exactly like Sonya knew he would.

He made me feel like a girl.

I felt so much like a girl, in fact, that I knew just what to do when Devon Carver entered the set.

I'd known he was coming, of course... it was right there in the script. Devon had been hanging back, waiting for his cue, wearing a white terrycloth robe over his red gym shorts.

But I was so fucking involved with choking down Shane French's giant dick and getting my ass spanked, fingered and held open for the camera that I'd forgotten this was a two-on-one scene. Two big black guys on one little white twink. I was about to get spit-roasted.

"Hey, Shane, buddy, what you doin'?"

"What does it look like I'm doing, Devon? I'm breaking in the new sissy twink cocksucker. She already deep-throats like a real bitch... why don't you try her?"

"Don't mind if I do," Devon said, pulling his shorts down. His giant, hard dick popped out, bouncing and jutting right toward me. Shane pulled me off of him. His huge dick came free with a pop. Ropes of drool ran down from my mouth over my chin and onto the floor of the "gym."

Shane turned me around, effortlessly, and shoved me forward, forcing me to bend over the wooden bench between the two rows of lockers.

With my ass in the air and my legs spread around the bench, my hands gripping the polished wood, I felt completely vulnerable.

After Shane kicked off his shorts so he was completely naked except for his gym shoes, I felt more like a girl than ever.

Shane hawked and spat, hawked and spat, the warm droplets hitting my butthole. He smeared them around with the tip of his cock.

Meanwhile, Devon came in, straddled the bench, grabbed my hair, slapped my face, and shoved his dick into my mouth.

I knew just what to do. I started sucking.

I started giving Devon exactly what I'd just given Shane.

Carlo barked out a few orders, while the action continued.

He called in a Lube Guy, who had a rubber glove on and wasn't shy about shoving two fingers up my hole. I took a breather from choking down Devon's giant dick while the Lube Guy rammed three fingers into me, sliming wet lube up inside me and smearing some more on Shane French's huge, hard, famous dick.

Devon didn't like me taking a break. Neither did Carlo. Camera Two was focused on my face, capturing every moment of my oral humiliation. Devon smacked my face with his heavy dick, telling me he wanted me sucking it. He wanted me sucking now. He made that abundantly clear with the aggressive way he cock-slapped me. 

I went back to doing what I was supposed to be doing. I did what I'd done to Shane. I gave Devon all of my throat. I opened wide and let my throat open up. It had been well-trained by my Mistress's strap-on.

I swallowed Devon's huge rod down to the balls. I fucked my face rhythmically onto Devon's big black dick.

If anything, Devon was rougher with my face than Shane had been. He gave me plenty of dick-slaps; he seemed to enjoy them almost as much as he enjoyed fucking my face.

Each cock-slaps sent a humiliating wave of warmth through my body.

I don't know how to explain what happened as I surrendered to Shane's cock, but... something in me really changed. I guess I just felt like a girl. 

I was playing a twink, just like Mistress Sonya insisted, just like the market demanded... but they'd let me sniff all those panties in the locker, so I guess it was okay with the guys who'd beat off to this scene if I was a straight faggot pansy.

In my heart, I was the same sissy Mistress Sonya had taught to take her big brown dick up my ass -- she always chooses a chocolate-brown dick, always exquisitely realistic, and always huge. She usually made me take it while I was wearing lipstick, and eyeliner, and something girly. Often white stockings and a baby doll nightie, with my hair in pony tails with pink bows. That was her favorite way to dress me. Like a hot little coquettish slut.

That's how I felt, now... like a little coquette, helpless at the aggression of a real man. It felt frighteningly comfortable to let Shane take the lead.

Shane's dick was even bigger than Mistress's, though. Shane's dick was huge. 

So things got uncomfortable real quick, even after I started to give myself over to his control.

I cried out as it stretched me.

At first, Shane's giant cock wouldn't go in.

He laughed when he felt how tight I was.

"You really are a fuckin' virgin," he growled. "That is one tight fuckin' cherry."

"P-Please, Sir!" I gasped. "Please be gentle!"

"Don't you worry," Shane chuckled. "I'll pop that cherry. I'll make it hurt... but you'll like it by the time I'm done. I'm gonna go real slow for you, Peyton... at first. But you'll get a pounding before you walk outta here.

True to his word, Shane took his time with my first penetration. I guessed it was not really because he was being tender of kind to me. It was because he seemed to enjoy making hot skinny shaved little white boy twinks like me squirm.

Well, I squirmed for him, all right.

I went crazy as he forced my tight ass to open for him. It really did feel like he was popping my cherry... breaking my hymen... taking my virginity.

It felt that way physically, because he was so huge that my boy-pussy had to stretch to accommodate it. But I felt like a virgin emotionally, too... because however many times I had taken my girlfriend's dick up my ass, it was not flesh-and-blood.

Shane's big dick was real. I really was getting fucked for the first time.

It made me feel more like a girl than ever.

#

It took the legendary Shane French a good thirty minutes to get his enormous dick all the way up my ass.

That's how fuckin' big his cock is.

There were times when I thought I would not be able to take it.

Shane  made sure I did take it.

Still, in some ways he was gentle... or, at least, determined. He knew how to break a hot young white boy in, and he did everything just right.

There were times that I begged him to slow down... and he did.

But he never gave up total control of my ass.

When he slowed down, Shane did not ease up on me. He'd pause in his thrusting, and pull back so his giant cock didn't stretch my ass for a few moments.

But he'd go on smacking my ass and physically dominating me.

He'd pull my hair and say things like:

"I'll slow down a little, Peyton, but don't expect me to fuckin' stop. You're taking this dick, bitch. Even if you weren't getting paid, I'd never pass up a chance at a cherry. If there's one thing I like, it's fuckin' popping fag sissy cherries. You got a real nice, real tight one. It's mine, Peyton. I'm gonna be your first dick."

That kind of talk would make shudders of humiliated pleasure go through me. My Mistress had trained me too well. I was a total submissive girl, now, even if I wouldn't admit it. I craved cock. I wanted to be treated like this, to be worked over by a big hard black stud who would not take "no" for an answer.

I had to give Shane French my ass... I had to give him my cherry. I had to give Shane my virginity. And I knew, even if I didn't give it up like a good little bitch, he would take it. 

I wanted him to.

That's why I was finally able to relax and take it... because Shane knew how to "break" a boy like me. Shane French knew how to break me and make me a girl.

He stretched out my hole with the patience of an expert, which he was. Shane French was a man who had done this to hundreds of twinks on camera.

When Shane finally had his famously huge and uncut cock buried all the way in me right to the balls, he let Camera Two come in real close.

Camera Two got some lingering footage of my smooth, pale cheeks curving around his dark shaft, my tortured butthole forced open around his incredible girth.

Then he started to fuck me.

As he thrust, Shane reached down around my slender body and grabbed my hard cock. He abused it viciously. He started out raking it painfully with his fingernails. Then he moved on to grabbing my balls, tugging and pulling on them, twisting them, making me squeal as he used my nuts as a handhold to ram his huge cock into my tight asshole again and again.

Shane finally settled into a rhythm, slapping and smacking my cock and balls for the Camera Two stayed in close for a time, capturing my embarrassingly rock-hard dick while Shane milked beads of pre-cum out of it. They grew into sticky, glistening strings.

Thicker strings, these of drool, ran from my chin to the tiled floor of the "gym". Camera Number One captured them flawlessly. At least, they did whenever Devon Carver would let me off his dick long enough to try catching my breath.

Usually, then, he would pull my hair, slap my face, whack his cock across my pale pink sissy cheeks -- pink with degradation, as I gave myself up to total surrender by these two black studs.

At one point, I saw Mistress Sonya had moved in much, much closer than before. She was no longer a silhouette deep in the darkness of the Stud Ranch Productions warehouse studio, hidden by the shadows and the swirling action of the lighting, sound, camera, and lube guys.

She was no longer reduced to a bright-edged black silhouette against the banks of studio lighting, her radiant corona sending desire across the smelly space and into my slim, smooth, vulnerable body.

Now, my Goddess was visible to me, and that made me want to get fucked all the more.

She was my Mistress Sonya, watching me.

She was here on the set of a gay porno movie for just one reason: to see me get fucked, double-fucked, spit-roasted, fucked from both ends, humiliated by cock, my virginity taken not just by two huge, hard, rough black men, but by two famous porn stars whose dicks I'd jerked off to as they pounded tight white sissy holes just like mine.

I could see the glow of pride on my Mistress's face. I knew that I had pleased her. By my unwanted faggotry, I'd given her the pleasure she wanted most. She had made me a cockwhore. Whether she made me a fag or a girl didn't matter... All I knew was... I wanted cock.

"I think we're ready for the pop shot," growled Carlo.

"I know this little bitch is ready," Shane snarled, smacking my ass harder than ever. "She's been jacking her cock the whole time."

With a wave of embarrassment, I realized it was true. My slim hand was wrapped around my long, slender cock... and Camera Two had been capturing it the whole time.

I hadn't even known I'd been doing it. I had just been so fucking turned on that I needed to touch my little clit. I had to. I had no more choice in that than I had in letting Shane fuck me. That's how intensely I craved cock in both of my holes. I just had to jack off... or, rather, jill off. My dick was no more a dick than Mistress Sonya's clit was. And she got to wear real dicks all the time... strapping cock on to fuck me up the ass.

What I was doing was rubbing my clit... just like a horny little straight girl does when her boyfriend fucks her in the ass.

That's how we cum, you see.

Shane asked the director:

"How do you want her?"

Just like that... "her." He kept calling me "her." It made my cock pulse with excitement. With his much, much bigger dick shoved up inside me -- and Devon's down my throat -- I felt more like a "she" than I ever had.

On her knees, in front of both of you," Carlo said. "Right here, right over the drain. It makes cleanup easier."

Shane pulled his huge dick out of my ass, reached around, grabbed both my wrists. He had to pull my hand away from my own cock. Devon helped him out with his hand in my long, bleach-blonde hair. The two of them manhandled me over to the open space. The tripod-mounted Camera One tracked us and zoomed in.

Soon, I was down on my knees, feeling the bite of the tiles against my sensitive knees, while both cameras caught me from different angles.

When Shane and Devon shoved their dicks in my face, I did not even think about what I was doing. It came naturally. I didn't care that Shane's cock had just come out of my tight virgin ass... hell, I liked it. I wanted his dick with my ass-taste all over it.

I felt like such a huge little horny faggot sissy porno slut to realize that I craved this ass-to-mouth humiliation.

"Oh, yeah," sighed Carlo. "She likes that. I didn't even have to tell her. I didn't even have to ask."

It was true. I'd just started to gobble down Shane's big cock, aroused by the taste of my own virgin innards.

I pumped my glistening wet mouth up and down on his shaft, relishing the flavor of total humiliation -- the flavor of my own ass, which still pulsed and throbbed with the stretching pain and its long, hard, deep pounding.

Only one thing would make this even hotter.

I wanted lipstick on my hot lips while the camera caught them gliding up and down on Shane's dirty dick.

"Pop shot!" cried Carlo. "Move it along!"

I pulled back just in time to take both Devon and Shane's hot loads all over my face. I had my mouth open wide; lots of their cum shot onto my tongue. More of it ran down my face onto my smooth-shaved body.

Camera Two captured their faces of pleasure as both of them finished.

When my face was thoroughly glazed with their huge loads, I was pushed back till my smooth sissy ass touched the heels of my gym shoes -- the only things I was wearing.

"One more," said Carlo.

Camera Two was aimed at my dick.

"Come on, Peyton," Carlo said. "We don't have all day! Pop shot, Peyton! Now!"

I grabbed my hand and began to jerk off my hard cock. I was so turned on that it didn't take long at all; hot spunk spewed out, all over my hand. The camera got every glisten and glimmer...

When my fingers were covered  with my own cum, I brought them up to my mouth.

I started to lick my fingers clean.

The camera did a long, slow fade of me eating my own cum off of my fingers like a good little bitch.

"Cut!" called Carlo. 

I went on licking my fingers. There was still cum on them.

"Very nice, Peyton," said Carlo with pleasure. "You've got a long career ahead of you, my friend."

Behind him, I saw my Mistress, my beloved Mistress Sonya, beaming in pleasure as she surveyed her domain... me.

She watched me with pleasure. She looked at the cum glistening all over me, and she knew she had possessed me more by making me give in to my sissy cock-craving than she ever could have by just fucking me with her strap-on.

She'd made me turn gay for pay... and I loved her for it.

I was hers. Completely and totally.

And, now, she had the proof... on video.

Nothing would ever be the same.
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Gym Encounter by Shauna Dick

Amy and I were never monogamous. From the start, she insisted on "polyamory." That meant she had other boyfriends.

I mean, I could have had other girlfriends, too, but... how? I’ve never been all that successful with the ladies to begin with; Amy herself was well out of my league.

To make it even less like that I would get laid, I lived -- live -- with Amy, and have since I lost my place for not paying rent. I haven't had a job since. Amy pretty much gives me free rent for being on tap for her 24/7 for sex if she wants it, for chores and for, um, yeah...some other stuff, you know, her little "sexual experiments," which I go along with because... well, 'cause of free rent, and 'cause of Amy. She's fucking hot. I always had these submissive fantasies, and Amy's always been hard-edged, plus being incredibly take-charge in bed.  So it wasn't that big a surprise when she started wanting to do all that stuff with her hand up my butt and her strap-on, and once she found about she could get me to wear panties and stuff, she started wanting to do it a lot more often. I mean, not many guys would let their girlfriends do the stuff to me that Amy gets to do. I figure anything I don't like, I better keep my mouth shut and try it. Amy's so good in bed that she usually brings me around, no matter how hard she wants to play.

Anyway, but the thing is, since I was getting free rent from Amy it's not like I could go pick up a girl and take her home. Even if I had that kind of confidence, those looks, that kind of body, I couldn't do it. I mean, I guess if I met someone, we could have gone back to her place, but I'd have to clear it with Amy first, and the very idea of that made me jealous. She could be pretty fuckin' jealous. For someone who fucks other guys all the  time, she sure as hell hated it when I flirt with other girls, or even look at them. She got pissed. She didn't even let me look at porn, which was pretty weird for a girl who wanted to strap on a cock almost every night, lately, and fuck me in the ass.

When she did it, she liked to talk dirty. She would say nasty things to me, all about what a hot little slut I was and how good I looked dolled up in lingerie and wearing lipstick and eyeliner, with my hair all teased out. She really liked making me up, playing "dress-up." With my hair getting long, she said I looked more and more like a girl. When she talked like that, she would always talk about how she should get me dressed up and make me walk the street, making money for her. I'll admit it, I would get pretty fuckin' hot when she talked like that.

But it wasn't just pillow talk. Even out of the bedroom, Amy kept talking about how she wanted me to go bi. She would suggest having a threesome, maybe with one of her other boyfriends, but I'd tell her I wasn't into that; I was straight. But she still kept at it, saying that bisexuality is the natural state of humankind and I should at least try it once. She even tried to promise me things. She teased me by saying that if I sucked dick for her, she'd give me a special gift. I tried to get her to tell me what that was, but she wouldn’t say anything. She just said I'd have to suck dick and find out.

I mean, that's a pretty major hint to drop to a guy who hasn't had sex in the regular way for months, even though he lives with his oversexed girlfriend. 

I guess maybe I played along a little too much. I asked her if I had to clear it with her, first. She said definitely. She said, "Clear it with me? Bitch, you've gotta let me watch! Oh, I'll kill you if you fuckin' suck dick without letting me watch!"

I'd been joking, and I thought that she was joking, too... but then again, maybe she wasn't. I wasn't too sure. I don't know what to think. Did Amy actually think I could just turn bisexual like that, just to please her?

#

Around that same time, Amy got a little bored in bed and said I was getting flabby. She decided I needed to work out and get in shape so I could fuck her better. She had practically stopped letting me fuck her the usual way, she was so into strap-on sex. But she said if I got in shape, she'd consider letting me have another go at "making love" like a "real man." When she'd started strapping it on, she'd pretty much stopped ever wanting to have "normal" sex with me, and even the blowjobs had stopped. The most I got out of Amy -- besides all the ass-fucking, naturally -- was a hand job now and then. The thought of getting to get a little more "normal" action was pretty fuckin' sweet, so I figured, why not? It wouldn't hurt me to get into shape.

I was still unemployed, so Amy paid for my gym membership. The gym that she picked for me wasn't exactly a straight gym. It was right on the edge of the gay district, so I saw some things there that I'd never seen before -- you know, walking in on guys in the showers and stuff.

In the locker room, no one hid anything. They were all real free with their bodies. Most of them had better reasons to be free and show off than I did - which I guessed was why I was there, getting fit for Amy, right?

Anyway, one day I spotted Matt in the showers. I know it's crass, but I instantly had this feeling, like he was the one. Amy had been pushing harder and harder for me to suck cock and then tell her about it; she said she'd respect me way more if I did. And that sounded pretty good. Maybe she'd go a little easier on me in bed, right? At least, that's what I figured.

So when I saw Matt naked in the showers, I thought maybe this was the guy I should do it with. I mean, it's not like I’m a fag, but oh fuck, his dick! It's super-big and really attractive. I mean, most dicks, you know, they're okay, but I'm not gay so I don't really think about them. But his? Well, it's a beaut. Its size is definitely to Matt's advantage...it's got to be ten or eleven inches, and thick. I mean, if I was a girl, that would have scared me, but it's not like I had to worry about him popping my cherry with that monster or anything, right? This would just be a little oral. Nothing big. Just to get Amy off my back, and maybe she'd give me that "gift" she kept talking about.

It was real free and easy at the gym, like I said. I'd seen a lot of guys getting it on in the shower stalls. Matt was a frequent perpetrator. He got lots offers. Everyone who saw him taking a shower anted to blow him. Probably because his cock is so huge. I guess gay guys are into that. I got no offers, myself, but that was okay; it's not like I wanted them, even though it would have been nice to get my dick sucked now and then -- Amy had stopped doing that when she'd started getting really into the pain and the strap-on sex. 

But Matt was different, right? He would be real easy. It was just a one-time thing, my interest in Matt. It didn't mean I was into guys. I didn't think he'd mind being a straight guy's one-time blowjob, not that I'd tell him I was straight because why would he care?

Matt got a lot of blowjobs at the gym. I mean, I saw him there every day, and it seemed like he was always coming out of the shower stalls with some new guy. So it was, like, no big deal, right?

So that's how it happened. I offered, there in the locker room, awkwardly, nervously, and Matt chuckled and asked me if this was my first. I got all red-faced, and he said that he'd let me. But there were no shower stalls -- stupid me, I'd propositioned him during the busiest time -- so I had to do it in a toilet stall. It smelled awful. I felt all dirty and filthy and gross and disgusting, down there on my knees on the piss-covered tiles while Matt straddled the toilet and fed me his cock. 

But my dick still got rock-hard up against the toilet bowl.

When he came, I drank it all down, just like Amy told me I had to if I wanted my first blowjob to "count."

But then afterward, Matt did something I didn't expect. He grabbed my hair and my throat and he pushed my head back and he got all up close to me and he growled:

"Yeah, did that turn you on, faggot? How about this?"

Then he spat on my face. 

"Jerk it off, faggot. Jerk that cock off. I see how small you are. You think I don't know what girls like you want? Does that girlfriend of yours make you wear panties at home?"

I don't know what came over me. I let him choke me. I let him slap my face. I even let him kiss me, shoving his tongue deep into my mouth. 

And when he slapped my face and tightened his hand on my throat and said: "Come on, faggot. Jack off that dick!" I did exactly as he said. I was so fucking turned on that I came in about fifteen seconds. I squirted it all over the toilet seat.

Next thing I knew, I was down there, Matt towering over me, pushing my face down halfway into the bowl. He made me lick all my jizz off the toilet seat, and you know what?

It was so fucking hot, I almost got hard all over again.

He bent down low as I licked up my cum, and he growled in my ear:

"Listen up, bitch. Next time you offer to suck my cock, I want you wearing your girlfriend's panties. And don’t try to hide it from the other guys in the locker room, bitch. Understand?"

I gasped, "Yes, Sir!"

"Say it!" he barked, so loud anyone in the men's room could hear. "Say it, bitch! Say you'll steal your girlfriend's panties and wear 'em next time you suck my dick!"

I moaned: "I'll steal 'em, Sir! I'll steal my girlfriend's panties!"

"Not just some fuckin' tomboy shit! Not fuckin boyshorts, cunt!"

"No, Sir!" I barked. "No boyshorts!"

"No boyshorts! No fuckin' cotton, no fuckin' full-coverage, I want French-cut or thong, bitch, and no fuckin white, black or cream! I want hot pink, bitch! Got that, fag?"

"Yes, Master!" I moaned as Matt pulled my hair. I don't know why I called him Master; that just popped out. But it did, and it felt right.

See, the real humiliating thing about all of that is that I didn't just cum once. I'd glimpsed enough BJs in the shower room that I knew how they worked; they were quick, anonymous, low-maintenance. Not much body contact. Just two guys making eye contact, maybe one or two words exchanged, and then one guy drops to his knees.

But this was different. After Matt started making me lick my cum off of the toilet, I got hard again. I mean totally hard. I don't get hard that fast unless... ever. Not even with Amy. Not even when she's said some dirty things to me. 

As Matt pulled my hair, slapped my face, topped me, he saw that I'd put my hand back on my dick. I was stroking it furiously.

"You little fuckin' slut," he growled. "You're gonna cum again? Go ahead, jack it, faggot. This time it goes on the floor. And you know what bitches like you do with cum, right?"

Yeah, I did. I do. We lick it up... wherever it lands.

I came on the floor, and Matt put his big, dirty bare foot on the back of my head. 

I licked up my cum from the filthy men's room floor, and you know what?

It was so fuckin' hot that I almost got hard again.

When it was all over -- when I'd licked up every drop -- Matt laughed, spanked my ass once, and turned back to his usual good-natured self.

"Thanks, buddy," he said. He helped me to my feet, spun me around and shoved me up against the tiled wall of the toilet stall.

Then he kissed me hard, not even caring that he'd just made me lick all my cum off the toilet seat. I'm not gonna fucking lie... I fucking melted in his arms.

It was fucking romantic.

After he kissed me, he looked in my eyes. He's got big, gorgeous blue ones; I melted all over again.

He said: "You give great head, Shaun. I want more... a lot more. But don't you forget what you promised to do for me."

"Yes, Master," I said. I still don't know why I said "Master." I just did.

Matt grinned.

"Master," he said. "I like that. Don't forget, baby. Promise me you won't bitch out on me, or forget."

I said: "No, Sir, I won't forget."

And you know what? I didn't.

The very next day, I was there at the gym, red-faced, wearing Amy's skimpiest, hottest pink panties, even though I'd had to steal them, dirty from her hamper. I could have done laundry, I guess, but I was afraid Amy would catch me.

Matt was there at the gym. He watched as, red-faced, I changed in the locker room, Amy's hot-pink panties on display... my little dick tenting them.

When he came up behind me and said it, he breathed on the back of my neck. I felt shivers going down my body.

"What do you want, faggot?"

"Dick in my mouth, Master." 

And that's what I got.
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Roller Ball by Thomas S. Roche

The Battlin' Bombers skated into the locker room. Their pretty faces were heavy with defeat and purple-blue with bruises; their skintight stretch uniforms were torn and dirty. Normally the Bombers would have taken pleasure in the fact that their opponents, the Screamin' Mimis, didn't look much better -- but today was a special case. Today, their Captain's wager hung glumly over their heads as they filed into the dark chamber that stank of female sweat. Jenny Blake led the way, her teammates staring daggers into the back of her jersey. Jenny's soul was sinking. If she hadn't made that stupid bet, the team would have nothing to look forward to but a cramped overnight bus ride back to Minneapolis. Now, they were going to be lucky if they slept at all.

"Well, well, well," chortled Frankie Petrocelli, captain of the Mimis, as she stood in front of Jenny and grinned. Her lithe body was stripped below the waist, her legs slightly spread so Jenny could see her pussy, even smell its sharpness over the dank odor of the locker room. She still wore her roller-skates and her jersey, splattered with Jenny's blood from their encounter against the railing. "If it isn't the losers. Well, girls, you ready to make good on your captain's gamble?"

The Bombers shifted nervously. They had all gone pale.

Though the bleeding had stopped, Jenny's eyebrow still throbbed. "Don't include them," she said hastily. "It was my bet. You and me, Frankie."

"Ha! As I recall, it was your team against my team, just like on the rink. Only this time those knee pads of yours will get put to some real good use. Wasn't that the bet, Jen? Don't you remember?"

Gap-toothed grins on their lusty faces, the other Mimis crowded in close behind their captain, savoring the thought of taking sexual revenge on their nemesis, a team that had crushed them so many times before it had nearly broken their spirit. Most of the Mimis were already stripped down and ready to be serviced, some completely nude, some wearing only their skates; others had taken off their pants but left their jerseys on.

"Let them go," said Jenny. "I'll take care of you."

"What?" The pleasure on Frankie's face was obvious.

"I'll take care of you, Frankie. I'll fulfill my end of the bet."

"Ha! And what about my girls?"

Jenny dropped her eyes. "Them too," she said.

The Bombers began to whisper among themselves in horror.

Frankie grinned.

"You'd service all my girls just to protect yours?"

"That's right," said Jenny. "Every last one of them."

"Right here, in the locker room? Right now? On your knees, Jen?"

Jenny nodded dejectedly.

Frankie's laugh was harsh. "What do you think, girls?"

Big Lady Boom Boom stroked herself, her legs slightly spread as she hungrily eyed Tammi Black, a mean spitfire of a girl who had given Lady Boom the knee more than once. "I dunno, Frankie, I've been lookin' forward to seeing that bitch Tammi on her knees."

"From what I hear, that doesn't take much doing," laughed Frankie. Tammi blushed, her face angry as she realized her reputation preceded her. "All right!" shouted Frankie. "I'll agree to let you take care of the bet, yourself -- on one condition. Your girls have to watch."

Jenny's eyes went wide, and the whispers behind her grew louder. The deal didn't seem fair, but what could she do? She'd made the bet with Frankie, and now her teammates were on the line. If she didn't fulfill her end of the wager, they'd all have to pay the price.

Even as Jenny felt a quivering humiliation in her belly, there was also a certain excitement. Hadn't she and Frankie done exactly this that long-ago weekend at the National Roller Derby Finals when they'd put away a six-pack of Schmutz beer and tumbled into the hotel bed together?  They'd never spoken of it since -- but the incident was never far from Jenny's mind.

Jenny met Frankie's eyes, and in that instant she knew the truth. Frankie would take so much more pleasure in this than just the satisfaction of having beaten a rival in the rink. There was hunger in her eyes, but also -- Jenny could have sworn -- a certain tenderness. Or was she just imagining things?

Jenny's heart welled up, and in a single throb of her hungry cunt she dropped her eyes, the humiliation giving way to an embarrassed eagerness.

She nodded.

"Then it's settled." Frankie looked at the Bombers. "Girls, get comfortable. You're gonna be here awhile." She turned to her own team. "And you girls line up!"

There were evil chuckles among the Mimis as the Bombers crowded nervously together and prepared to watch. To Jenny's surprise, she could have sworn she saw vague smiles on the faces of several Bombers as the Mimis selected their places in line behind their captain.

Jenny reached down and checked her knee pads. She'd be needing them.

#

First, Frankie skated over and sat at the edge of the bench. "Off with the jersey," she said. "You want me to get rugburn on my thighs?"

Jenny thought about protesting, but she was already hot. Besides, what did it matter if she knelt there fully-clothed or half-naked? Obediently, she took hold of her sweaty, filthy jersey and lifted it over her head, revealing the swell of her breasts in the tight white sports bra Her nipples were plainly evident through the light material. Jenny only had a moment to wonder why her nipples were so hard before she realized Frankie had noticed. Then they got harder -- much harder -- as Frankie's gaze roved over them. 

Frankie grinned wolfishly and licked her lips. Then she spread her legs.

The Mimis all crowded in to get a better look. Jenny kicked off and skated over to Frankie. Executing a skid, she dropped to her knees in front of her, her knee pads cushioning her descent. 

Frankie chuckled cruelly, reaching down with one hand to roughly tweak Jenny's nipples through her sports bra. "If I didn't know better, Jen, I'd think you were going to enjoy this as much as I am." Frankie's other hand snaked into Jenny's mousy-brown hair, grasping the clip that held her pony tail and unfastening it. She shook out Jenny's hair, then took hold of it firmly.

Jenny looked up, half-angrily, half-desperately, and saw the heat in Frankie's eyes.

"And nothing would please me more," said Frankie, so quietly that the other girls couldn't hear. She took hold of that mousy brown hair and pushed Jenny's face roughly into her crotch.

#

Jenny was surprised how easy it was to let her tongue slide out and work its way into Frankie's moist cleft. Frankie's crotch was ripe with the sweat of a the long match, and God forbid she might have showered before taking her pleasure with the rival captain. But to Jenny's surprise, she didn't recoil from the sharp taste; rather, she found herself pressing deeper into it, tongue burrowing between Frankie's swollen pussy-lips and into her hole. 

A raucous cheer went up from the Mimis as Jenny ate Frankie out, followed by a matching series of despairing mumbles as the Bombers saw their leader taken down a peg. Am I failing her team? Jenny wondered. No, she told herself, just teaching them to make good on their bets.

With a start, Jenny tasted the tangy gush of Frankie's pussy juice as Frankie let out a low moan of pleasure. Jenny licked deeper, working the tip of her tongue an inch into Frankie's body as she lapped up the sharp nectar. God, I don't remember it tasting this good the first time, Jenny thought. She recalled the long hours she'd spent in Frankie's sweat-reeking hotel bed, her face buried between these very thighs, lapping at this very cunt. Her senses dulled by Schmutz beer, she'd been unable to stop herself from pleasuring Frankie again and again as her nude roller derby rival twisted and writhed on the bed. Then, the taste had been barely noticeable -- mild even. Now, it was overwhelming and seemed to fill every corner of her consciousness as she drove her tongue rhythmically into the squirming captain's entrance, coaxing moans and whimpers from her. Frankie's hand gripped Jenny's hair, giving Jenny a strange sense of comfort. However humiliating it was to be forced to service the enemy captain in front of her team, Jenny knew there was no way Frankie was going to let her off -- she'd be on her knees till an orgasm careened out of every Screamin' Mimi in this locker room.

But for now, it was Frankie who was owed....and how! Demandingly, she pulled Jenny's hair to guide that eager mouth up one fraction of an inch into position over her swollen, throbbing clit. Jenny obediently licked it.

Frankie let out a sigh of satisfaction and her team cheered, shouting "Suck it, Bomber!" and "Eat that pussy, Jen!" She heard a couple of nasty "lesbo" comments, but Jenny felt a surge of wicked pleasure knowing she was going to service every last one of those women before the stadium closed for the evening. That should change their tune! For now, she slipped her hands under Frankie's thighs and lifted her slightly, pulling her body hard against her own so she could lick and suck her pulsing clit with more gusto. 

Every few seconds, she would let her tongue dip down into the sopping tightness of Frankie's pussy, filling her mouth with that succulent tang. As Jenny serviced her, Frankie reached down and caressed Jenny's firm breasts, pinching her nipples to bring forth a gasp now and then. If my nipples are this hard, Jenny wondered with a lascivious rush, just how wet is my pussy?

Her body responded to the pleasure of eating Frankie again after all these months. As she squirmed and rubbed her thighs together, her juices soaked the polyester fabric. Jenny desperately wanted to reach down and touch her pussy, rub herself as she pleasured Frankie, but that would be too humiliating, too exposing in front of her team. She couldn't possibly reveal that she was enjoying this, could she?

Then Jenny heard a gasp behind her. Surprised, she lifted her face from Frankie's crotch to glance over her shoulder. What she saw sent a bolt of lightning through her spine, and made her head spin.

Tammi Black had her tights off and was spread wide on a spare bench while Brenda Shaughnessy knelt between her thighs.  Delores McGovern had Shirley Jorgensen up against the wall, hands working under Shirl's jersey as the two of them kissed hungrily. Celeste Sweeney, Meg Polowski, and Geraldine DeFazio were wrapped up in a greedy threesome on the floor at the edge of the shower, their clothes bunched in improbable configurations as their hands and mouths avidly sought each other’s bodies. Little Lucy Spunkmeier, the youngest girl on the team at 19, was propped alone against a wall with her pants around her knees. Her hand worked in slow circles between her legs as she caressed her ample breasts and she watched the scene with utter fascination. 

How the hell did something like this happen? Jenny wondered. More importantly, How come it never happened before?

But a quick glance up from Frankie's crotch assured Jenny the Mimis were no less carried away. Though they seemed to be saving themselves for her attentions, they were helping each other strip down for the privilege, and their side of the locker room was a sea of sweat-glistening female flesh.

"Hey!" snapped Frankie as she gripped Jenny's hair and pushed her face back into her glistening crotch. "Don't have second thoughts now that you've started an orgy, bimbo!" And Jenny didn't. She surrendered to her hunger as she worked her tongue up and down Frankie's clit. Frankie's moans rose in volume, and now that Jenny knew her team would be anything but horrified to see her enjoying herself, her fate was sealed. As she tongued Frankie's clit, she undid her belt, pulled her pants down just far enough to get her hand wedged between her legs, and pressed her fingers into her own softness. Yep, I'm wet all right. She worked one finger into her hole and rubbed her clit up and down in time with her tongue-strokes on Frankie's. They were going to come together, or damn close. Jenny felt like their clits were one, merged in the surging hunger that flowed between them. Jenny felt her clit explode with pleasure. Her orgasm shuddered through her body as Frankie let out a wail. Jenny didn't let that throbbing clit go for one instant as the two of them came together. Jenny went off so hard her ears rang, Frankie gently stroked her hair. Soft sucking sounds and cries of ecstasy echoed in the locker room as the Bombers trysted fervently behind her.

Suddenly, a cry went up as the Mimis scrambled to get back in line.

"Me next!"

"No, me!"

"I was first!"

"No, I was, bitch!"

Still holding Jenny's hair, Frankie pulled her head back and bent forward to kiss her. She licked the thick tang of her own  juice from Jenny's lips. So quietly the other Mimis couldn't hear it, Frankie whispered: "You do my girls right, and I'll make you happy."

You already have, Jenny wanted to say, but that was way too corny for a roller derby queen -- even a losing one -- so she just nodded as Frankie's thighs disappeared from around her face. 

Another Mimi's replaced them, and Jenny Blake went back to work.

#

Crashed out in her underwear on the bus later as the Wisconsin moon blazed overhead, Jenny rubbed her aching jaw. Her clit and pussy throbbed with overuse. She had lost count at a dozen orgasms, and that was only on the sixth Mimi. She didn't think she'd ever come so much, and she'd certainly never eaten so much pussy. But while the whole time she would have preferred Frankie's pussy to those of her teammates, it was Frankie's beguiling whisper in her ear that drove Jenny to new enthusiasm in servicing the rival team. Every purr of encouragement she heard made Jenny want to do the job that much better.

Luckily, it was a sleeper bus, so there was a bunk for each Bomber, except for Celeste and Meg, who didn't mind doubling up (and Jenny noticed that Gerry's bunk had mysteriously become vacant).

Jenny sneaked a hand down her panties and touched the sore flesh of her pussy, gingerly stroking herself with mingled pain and pleasure. Could she have gone on? When she'd finally finished off the last Mimi (with an orgasm that almost made the skater box Jenny's ears), Jenny found herself wishing there were more for her to service, or more girls in general -- like maybe her own team, say, to compensate them for the humiliation of having lost. But the Battlin' Bombers had soundly seen to each other’s physical needs, and, surprisingly enough, to those of the few Screamin' Mimis who hadn't been content with Jenny's ardent tongue. Strangely, the two teams, so vicious on the skating rink, were bizarrely tender to each other among those locker room benches. It was downright touching, and it wouldn't have been out of the question for Jenny to think up an inspirational motto about sportsmanship if she hadn't been too busy eating jock pussy at the time. 

Now, it hardly seemed worth the effort to think up a pithy saying when all Jenny wanted to do was lie there and stroke herself, thinking about Frankie's clit on her tongue, Frankie's thighs against her cheeks, Frankie's tender whisper into her ear. She could feel her pussy juicing and her clit getting hard again, the accompanying burn mingled with a desperate desire to push herself further.

The bus ground to a halt. Testily, Jenny climbed down from her bunk and quickly pulled on her sweaty jersey, tugging it down past her crotch so she was at least passably decent. The bus driver, after all, was a nun.

"Sister Evelyn?" Jenny stuck her head into the cab of the bus as the cowled sister opened the door.

"Looks like someone's in trouble," said Sister Evelyn, pointing to the silver-white bus parked on the side of the highway, and the crowd of jersey-clad young women waving at them.

#

There really wasn't enough room for a second team on the Bomber bus, but it really wasn't surprising that most of the Bombers were quick to pipe up about not minding to make room. When Jenny heard a few wicked comments about how the Mimis were going to have to "pay for the ride," she knew that sore pussy of hers wasn't going to get much rest on the way back to Minneapolis.

"All right," she sighed. "Double up!"

The bus wasn't restroom equipped, so Jenny called for a bathroom break and went behind a bush herself. By the time she returned to the bus, the girls were all nestled back in their bunks, two and three to a berth. Damn, she thought, it must be cramped in there. The giggling sounds coming from the curtained bunks didn't do much to convince her otherwise.

Her eyes still hadn't adjusted to the dark on the bus, so she'd already shucked her jersey and climbed into her own  bunk before she felt the warmth of flesh pressing against her, felt the hard kiss on her lips, felt the hand sliding up her tight cotton tank top, smelled the familiar sweat that made her overworked pussy feel an infusion of new life.

"Nice work in there tonight," whispered Frankie.

Jenny moaned as she wriggled out of her shirt. Frankie tugged down her panties and worked herself around until she could lie naked with her thighs spread around Jenny's face.

"Thanks," said Jenny softly. "Do you have any idea how tough it is to get these girls to throw a game?"

Frankie reached down to caress Jenny's face, and slipped her fingers between Jenny's lips. Jenny gagged on the faint taste and smell of gasoline.

"Probably almost as hard as it is to get a fuel valve propped open without anyone noticing," she said, and her mouth descended between Jenny's spread legs.

Yeah, well I guess I'll find that out next season, Jenny wanted to say, but she was too busy moaning. And then, her mouth was full.
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Soccer Team Sissy by Josie Blackwell

The team was pretty much ready to go by the time I entered the locker room, but they were so busy high-fiving each other and clapping each other on the back that nobody noticed me at first. I stood in the doorway and looked them over: eleven built hunks, victorious and ready to claim their reward. Actually, I could only see about eight of them now; the three others must have already hit the showers. But eight was more than enough to get my little cock stirring.

I took a deep breath. Locker rooms all have that particular smell. It never goes away even if you're in them when they're empty, or right after they've been cleaned. It's kind of a weird combination of dirty and clean. It's male sweat, steam, soap, body gel, cologne, stale clothing, and in this case a little whisper of piss from the toilets tucked in with the showers.

I was nervous as I walked closer. These were big guys -- all of them bigger than me, almost all over six feet. Soccer players weren't really subject to a benefit for being big, but this group -- I knew from experience -- was highly competitive and hyper-masculine. Four of them, including Don, were in various states of undress, apparently not having hit the showers yet; the other three were totally naked. Chris and Rob were nude but had not yet showered; they were filthy. Rob was already finished, his body dripping as he toweled off with a plain white gym towel.

I could see their cocks hanging full and imposing as I approached them. Even with the ones who still had shorts on, their cocks were on full display. These were The Blackcocks -- legendary for more than just playing great soccer. When you've got men as well-hung as these guys packed into tight little soccer shorts, you can see the outline of their package even if they were soft. I felt my salivary glands working overtime as I looked over a quartet of huge, soft cocks pointing down textured nylon shorts. I thought about how long it would be till I made them all hard. Not long, I hoped.

I didn't say anything; I just stood there, staring, enraptured by the chance to see into a forbidden world. I'd been barred from it by mutual agreement even before I was a girl; trust me, a wimp like I was wouldn't want to be around real men like this. To hear Octavia tell it, it's because I always wanted dick. She says if I'd found myself in a locker room like this one, I would have ended up on my knees long before she'd gotten her claws into me and taught me what I really want.

I don't know about that. But I sure couldn’t take my eyes off them now. I knew what I wanted, even if I was too wussy to admit it. I knew Octavia had ordered me not only to come into the locker room and get what I wanted, but to enjoy myself... so I didn't have a choice, right? I had to fuck them all, no matter how scared I was.

More importantly, once those guys laid eyes on me, I realized I was going to get it whether I wanted it or not. These are not the kind of guys who take no for an answer. I could be a little tease all I wanted in the outside world. But here in The Blackcocks' locker room, teases like me would be dealt with.

And that's how it should be. I'd thrown myself at them...and now I was going to make good on my promise, even if the scared part of me wanted to back out.

But I was paralyzed by fear. I was too chicken to make it happen...so I just stood there, looking at the naked guys as they stood around naked or half-naked and swapped bullshit. Every second I watched them, my body felt more out of control. I was dizzy. The scent of them was intoxicating me.

Don was the first one to notice I was there. He smacked Mark on the arm and pointed toward me. Mark ignored him at first. Mark, the famously aggressive forward, was in the middle of describing how the Bombers' goalie had gotten that black eye he was sporting, since Don had missed it. From what I overheard -- and I'd seen it first-hand on the field -- Mark had kicked for a goal, and the goalie dived for it, catching the soccer ball right in his face. But the big problem -- for the Bombers -- had been that the goalie flinched. Mark called him a pussy as he related that part. By flinching, he'd caught the ball at the peak of his cheekbone, instead of on his nose -- which might have broken. But the sacrifice meant that Mark's shot ricocheted right into the goal. Score one for the Blackcocks!

They weren't all black, of course. But in the San Francisco Neighborhood League, teams tend to group by territory. The diversity of the neighborhood meant that several of the team's strongest players were, in fact, African-American. Taking their cue from a New Zealand badminton team, they chose the name Blackcocks, and the other members of the team found they'd gotten to like it. Or, to put it another way, they'd decided they liked "Blackcock."

I knew how they felt. Mark was freshly showered and standing there naked, his dark, muscled body gorgeous. His cock was aimed at the floor, but it almost looked like it was half-hard. I realized pretty quickly that it wasn't hard at all...yet. It was just the biggest fucking cock I'd ever seen.

Don finally got Mark's attention and got him to look over at me.

"Holy shit!" said Mark. "Look what we have here! You're that hot little sissy those dyke fans had saying those nasty little obscene cheers, aren't you?"

"Yes, Sir," I said meekly. "My Mistress sent me in here to say 'thanks' to you for winning the game." I twisted one of my pigtails around my finger.

He jerked his thumb at his big, broad chest. "To say 'Thanks' to me specifically?" he asked.

I looked around. "No, Sir." I bit my red lip nervously. "To all of you."

By then, the other five guys had seen me and were making no attempt to disguise how much they approved of my looks...or what I'd come here to do. They wanted that reward, all right. And I had no choice but to give it to them.

I knew them all by name, though I doubted they cared what mine was. Would they ask? And even if I told them, would they bother to remember it later, or did stuff like this happen all the time? 

The five guys in the locker room, in addition to Mark and Don, were Doug, Jim, Bruce, Chris, and Rob. I guessed Dave, Eric, Kevin and Mike were all showering. They're The Blackcocks...the best team in the league.

Octavia made me memorize their names. My Mistress is a really big a big soccer fan.

Looking at those hard cocks and knowing more awaited me in the showers, I could feel the hunger, physically. It coursed through me, getting stronger. It wasn't just Little Josie wanting a squirt. It's true, my balls were big and throbbing, but that wasn't all I could feel. My ass felt tight and wet, hungry for cock. It was kind of slippery and slimy from the lubricating suppository Octavia had made me bend over for, right there in the shadows at the edge of the field, when it became obvious that the Blackcocks were going to claim the day.

Mark looked at me with the same open, ravenous lust that Don had been sending my way since he'd first laid eyes on me. Mark had been leering at me with obvious desire since he first saw me, too. I don't mean just then, in the locker room, either. I mean outside, at the game, when I was cheering, and even before it, when I'd come into the locker room this morning with my eyes covered to tell the boys that, if they won, I'd be coming back to reward them -- and I wouldn't cover my eyes this time.

Mark started for me, grinning ravenously. His dark eyes roved over me, drinking in every curve of my body in my skimpy little cheerleader outfit.

"That dyke Mistress of yours must be a really big fan, huh? Come back to give us our reward, huh?"

I said, "Yes, Daddy."

I almost melted under his gaze. Seeing him come toward me with his huge cock stiffening was almost enough to make Little Josie squirt right there in my spanking-panties before I even got a chance to enjoy myself. Spanking-panties, or "spankies," are those things that cheerleaders wear so that they can flash the whole crowd by doing cartwheels and jumping around and otherwise lifting their skirts, and not get expelled or arrested for indecent exposure. Except with this slutty little cheerleader uniform, my "spankies" were much more revealing than most, and specifically made to help me tuck my cute Little Josie away when I didn't need her. As far as my Mistress is concerned, I don't need Little Josie except when I'm tied down tight to Mistress's torture table and I'm getting Little Josie slapped, spanked, and otherwise tortured by clips and clamps and whips and needles. The rest of the time, she's locked away in a chastity tube, so she's not even allowed to get hard. 

Except she wasn't locked away now. Little Josie was free to turn from her usual soft state into a humiliating little boner. She could stick out through my spanking-panties like the world's smallest flagpole, advertising to all these naked, sweaty he-men just how unbelievably turned on I was. But I managed to keep Little Josie under control...just barely. She stayed obedient...for now. But once things really got started, she would stiffen and I had reason to believe she was going to spurt like a fountain before the locker room proceedings were over.

My eyes did some roving of their own -- all over Mark's big, muscled ebony body, and especially over his stiffening cock. That thing was huge, and not just big...it had a gorgeous shape to it, almost aesthetically perfect. It looked smooth at a distance, except for the big swollen head and the full, ripe pisshole that I knew would give me what I craved the most. But as Mark got closer, I saw the tracery of veins on his cock and realized just how rippled it was, just like the rippling power of his muscled abdomen.

Mark took me in his arms, playing with my pigtails. For a minute, I thought he was going to kiss me, and I got embarrassed. I bit my lip, blushing a little at being in the presence of such a fine example of male anatomy. I could feel his cock against my smooth thigh, pushing up under the hem of my pleated cheerleader skirt as it stiffened. It was almost big enough and powerful enough to lift my skirt on its own.

But it didn't get the chance, because I was reaching out for it eagerly.

Mark took a moment to look into my eyes. I fluttered my eyelashes, feeling how heavy they were with the mascara that Octavia always makes me wear -- even when we're just hanging out at home. I know how good those heavy dark lashes make my bright blue eyes look, because Octavia makes me look into the mirror for hours sometimes, just to practice flirting. Other times, she makes me use a video camera instead of a mirror, and plays it back later and rates me on my performance, shocking my little balls with her cattle prod every time she decides I wasn't flirty enough for the camera. It's a remarkably effective way to learn. I've learned to purse my lips and toss my hair and giggle and shift my shoulders and stick out my butt and twist my finger around one of my pigtails, just like I was doing right now for Mark. I've also learned to jiggle my tits so it almost seems like I wasn't really doing anything. I did that, too, but I think Mark knew damn well what I was up to.

I brushed my titties against Mark's broad, bare chest as I flirted with him. My nips were very hard. The cheerleader outfit I wear for soccer games doesn't have to conform to any silly league requirements for "decency," since the league The Blackcocks play for is the San Francisco Neighborhood League, and their games aren't exactly intended for "all ages."

That means my pink cheerleader outfit is totally obvious slutwear. It's tight and revealing, and the fabric's pretty thin. The push-up bra Octavia had made me wear makes my titties look way closer to D-cups than the C's that hormones have given me so far. But the front of it's nice and open...so my nips poke right through the fabric when they get hard. With all that suction Octavia is always applying to them, they've really gotten way bigger as the hormones have affected my body. My nips have even more sensitive, too. I could feel them brushing against Mark's hard body as I flirted and jiggled my tits against him.

Behind Mark, the six men stood watching. There was no misreading their body language. No question about it; Mark was their undisputed leader. He'd decide what to do with me -- what to do to me. He'd get first crack at me.

But Mark took his time, enjoying my obvious nervousness and the feeling of innocent surrender that must have radiated from me, while Don, Doug, Jim, Bruce, Chris and Rob all lined up behind him to take their turns.

Waiting for him to kiss me, I giggled slightly. I could feel my face getting all hot from embarrassment. I had my hand around his huge, glorious cock, and I worked it up and down eagerly.

I looked up into his eyes? Why didn't he kiss me already?

Then I found out why Mark hadn't kissed me; he didn't plan to. Sluts like me don't get kissed before they get fucked.

Mark's left hand slid up into my hair. His right went up to my shoulder, then my throat. I felt the weight of his powerful hand on the side of my throat, the weight of it on my shoulder.

"What was your name again?"

"Josie," I said.

"Whatever," said a sneering Mark. "I'm just gonna tell you, sissy, I won't remember it tomorrow."

Something about that thrilled me. I said, "Yes, Daddy. I'll remember yours, though."

"Of course you will," he said. 

Then without another word, Mark pushed me down into a kneeling position.

#

I came down hard, my knees hitting the floor of the locker room hard. My face was pushed in Mark's magnificent crotch. My cheeks heated with humiliation as the six other guys crowded in and stuck their dicks in my face. But it's a funny thing about all the abuse I've taken from my wife and her friends over the years. It's taught me to appreciate rough treatment for what it is: a proper response to what a naughty little horny sissy slut I am.

So I did what sissy sluts like me should do with every real man they meet: I took Mark's cock into my mouth.

That was not nearly as easy as it sounds. I guess once I had the full, swollen head past my lips, I really started to understand just how fucking huge it was. I mean, Octavia fucks me with some really big strap-ons, but nothing as big as Mark's cock. It was a fucking giant. I loved feeling his soft glans slide against my tongue and the thick head against the roof of my mouth as I bobbed up and down. I loved hearing the sigh of pleasure and the chuckle from far above.

"What a little slut, boys, huh? Just drops to her knees. She knows her place."

I came off of Mark's cock just long enough to say "Yes, Daddy. I do." I trailed spit from my red-painted lower lip as I said it. Spittle ran down my chin as I took him back into my mouth and started sucking eagerly. It didn’t take long before his huge cockhead hit the back of my throat. My wife's trained me to deep-throat automatically, but Mark was fucking huge. I couldn’t help but gag as I struggled to straighten my throat and swallow him.

Mark let me work on him, murmuring sighs of pleasure as the other guys watched and whooped. I wanted to deep throat their Captain first, but I really had to fight for it. I spent a few minutes gagging and choking on Mark's giant cock, making a few abortive attempts to deep-throat his dick while I caressed his balls with my slender little hand. Then Mark got impatient. He grabbed my hair, laughing, and pulled his dick out of my mouth. He slapped it hard across my cheek, sending a shiver of humiliation through me. 

"Open wide, bitch," he growled. "Swallow."

He hit me again in the face with his cock. A new wave of deeply submissive energy seemed to pulse through me.

I blurted out, "Yes, Daddy!" and took Mark back into my mouth before he could slap me again. He kept right on pulling my hair as I opened my red-painted lips wide and sucked down huge lungfuls of air. I leaned forward, straightened my throat, and swallowed.

This time, I made it. My red lips slid down the thick shaft of Mark's enormous black cock until they were spread around the base of it. Mark let out a murmur of approval. He pulled my hair with one hand and patted my head with the other.

"See? That wasn't so hard, was it?"

I came up for air, gasping, my throat aching from the enormous effort of swallowing Mark's big dick. I looked up at him, my eyes running with thick black tears. 

"You taste yummy, Daddy," I purred. Then I took him back into my mouth, opened wide again and forced myself onto him. Even after years of strap-on training by Octavia and her mean dyke friends, subduing my gag reflex for this monster was a real effort....but I did it a second time. I began to pump my face onto his cock, turning my blue eyes up to look at him so I could look at Mark and flirt with him, batting my eyelashes fetchingly as I struggled to keep his cock all the way down my throat. It wasn't easy; my eyes were running with tears and the mascara made them sting. But I could see the cruel grin on Mark's face, and I saw that I'd pleased him.

Mark said: "Let's get some more cock for this bitch, boys. Don't make my teammates wait, slut."

I came gasping off Mark's huge cock and said, "Yes, Daddy."

Most of the other guys already had their dicks out. The ones who had already showered, like Mark and Rob, had dropped their towels. They grabbed their cocks, crowding in for a crack at me. 

The boys had all stood back to let Mark get me started -- but now, they didn't wait their turns. They grabbed my hair and shoved their dicks in my face and into my mouth and down my throat. I reached up and grabbed cocks with my hands, but there were five of them at once -- too many for me to take care of at once, and none of them were the least bit interested in waiting. So I had to move from cock to cock to cock, trying never to neglect any of The Blackcocks, least one get pissed and grab my pigtails and slap me in the face with his cock -- or worse.

Chris and Rob had not yet showered; when I took their cocks in my mouth, I tasted the musky, dirty flavor of unwashed male crotch. The scent of their balls was all over me as I sucked down their cocks; it did dirty things to Little Josie, who throbbed down there under my pleated pink skirt. I found myself drawn to Chris and Rob because I was growing intoxicated on their intensely male scent -- but there were more men than just those two. Mark had backed off and was nowhere in sight, but the men in the shower had come out, so there were a full ten men crowding in to get a chance to shove their dicks in my mouth. I tried to juggle the ten huge erections as they jockeyed for position. I drooled everywhere. Spittle ran down my chin, over their balls, onto my tits and hand. It soaked the front of my pink cheerleader uniform and spattered across me when the guys slapped my face with their spit-covered cocks. They were having a hell of a time; they didn't back off, just fought harder for their places at my mouth, laughing. When they couldn’t get access to my mouth because some other huge cock was being shoved into it, they would pull my hair, slap my face, or bend down and spank my ass. They pinched my nipples through the uniform, too. Pretty soon, the uniform was becoming irreparably torn, and I knew there'd be hell to pay with Octavia if it needed replacing.

But I just didn't care. I was totally consumed by trying to serve the ten cocks shoved in my face. I was at the center of a competition between these athletic, competitive giants, and I had only one hole as a prize. There was no way I could satisfy them all.

But oh, I tried. How I tried. And the harder I tried, the more I wanted to reach down and put my hand up my pleated skirt so I could touch Little Josie through the tight material of my spanking-panties. But I didn't dare. My hands were the only thing I could use to try to pleasure whichever of the men weren't receiving the services of my drooling mouth at any one time. Sneaking one of my hands down to flog Little Josie would have surely gotten me in serious trouble.

My cheeks -- top and bottom -- stung from slaps and spanks, respectively. My throat ached from swallowing so many cocks. I was covered in drool; it soaked the front of my torn uniform, showing the outline of my tits even more obviously. 

They were only giving me what I asked for. They knew I liked it rough. I'd told them I did, in response to Mark's question. But I hadn't expected these brutes to take me quite so completely at my word. I was used to giving blowjobs to Octavia's dates -- who tended to be on their best behavior, trying to impress her. But she hadn't gone out with men for quite a long time, so I was very out of practice giving head to real cocks. Strap-on cocks, I could manage...but even the giant ones that Octavia and her dyke friends liked to strap on for me didn't compare to these monsters in the pants of the legendary Blackcocks.

But I don't think I'd ever been as happy -- or as aroused -- as I was in those moments when I was the focus of ten men's aggressive attentions.

I was left quickly exhausted as I struggled to choke cock after cock after cock down my throat. I gagged a lot for the first fifteen minutes, because even my well-trained throat couldn't handle dicks this size. But then I pushed through my exhaustion and made myself keep on servicing The Blackcocks, and I felt Little Josie hard as a rock, sticking out through my spanking-panties. 

My arms grew tired as I stroked my little hands up and down on giant spit-covered poles, but I didn't dare stop. The teammates were crowding in close, slapping me, pulling my hair. Some of them leaned down to grab my butt or my tits, and I soon found my cheerleader uniform being ripped off me. The spanking-panties were next, ripped down the seam by a Blackcock who didn't want to wait to get a feel of my tight rear hole. Down on my knees in nothing but my push-up bra, I felt vulnerable -- but the push-up bra didn't last. It got ripped off shortly after, and I was left nude except for my pink shorty socks and pink athletic shoes.

They were all over me, grabbing my face and trading me from crotch to crotch. I desperately tried to work my hands up and down over the big, hard demanding cocks that were being shoved in my face, but everyone wanted a taste of my mouth. They competed for space over me, laughing as they did. It was like being at the center of a game of grab-ass, with guys three times your size. I felt dwarfed by their bodies, impaled by their cocks.

And it was getting rougher every minute.

#

It wasn't long before I heard someone behind me growling, "This is bullshit. This slut has at least one other hole we can use. Let's get it opened up."

Mark's voice echoed distantly above me. I was totally lost in the task of sucking cock after cock, but I heard him. "You like it up the ass, bitch?"

My voice was hoarse. It had lost its girly quality; it sounded almost as rough as it had when I'd been a boy. But the urge to talk like a girl was so deeply engrained in me that I managed to give my answer a flirty, slutty little quality.

"Yes, Daddy," I said. "I fucking love big dicks up my ass..."

I could feel someone's fingers forcing their way up into me. Someone hawked and spat. I felt spit on my crack. I was already lubed up deep inside by the lubricating suppository that Octavia had shoved up my sissy pussy, but they didn't know that. As far as they knew, those few wads of spit were all they were giving me to ease the passage of their monster cocks up my ass. And they didn't care. That made it seem all the more brutal...and that much hotter.

Maybe Octavia was right. Maybe I really was just a horny little cockslut.

I was so thoroughly occupied sucking the dicks that kept being shoved in my face that I didn't dare even chance a look over my shoulder to find out who it was pushing his big cock into me. But I found out, all right -- because no man, not even another one of The Blackcocks, is built like Mark.

I squealed as he tried to force his giant cockhead into my snug, tight little hole. It wouldn’t go. I was too tight.

"Back off, back off for a minute," said Mark. "Let's get her tied down. That'll help her understand that she needs to open up to me." Laughter echoed through the locker room. "Then you all get a chance at whichever end of her you want."

I felt myself being picked up bodily and bent over the bench in the center of the locker room. 

After I was draped over the bench, I felt someone seizing my wrists and ankles and binding them to the pipe-like metal struts that secured the bench to the locker room floor. I felt a sense of panic as I realized that there was nothing to stop me from being face-fucked into oblivion, now. With my wrists bound I couldn't serve the men who were waiting for a turn at my mouth. All I could do was stay there on my hands and knees, ass in the air and mouth open wide, while they took their turns with both ends of me.

I was naked except for my pink socks and pink athletic shoes. I was bent over the edge of the locker room bench, so Little Josie hung suspended in air underneath it, my vulnerable balls exposed between my spread legs. I struggled against the bonds, and realized how securely I'd been bound...and what I'd been bound with. The smell told me as much about it as the feeling.

I'd been tied with sweat socks. Dirty ones.

Mark waved his teammates off so he could concentrate on "opening the way" with my tight little unwilling sissy hole. He worked his cockhead in with a series of firm thrusts that finally made me open up for it. I cried out as his giant dickhead finally managed to violate me. My eyes rolled back and I grunted and moaned as Mark forced his dick in with ever more insistent thrusts. He reached up and grabbed my hair and pulled it, shoving his dick in further and pulling my hair with every thrust. He reached around and slapped my face.

"You like that?" he growled.

My eyes cleared. I tried to focus. The men around me were grinning, watching my ravishment. Their images swam in my vision.

Mark slapped me again. "Do you like that, bitch?"

I moaned, "Yes, Daddy!"

He slapped me again. "I asked you if you like that! You like that, slut?"

I whined, "Yes, Daddy...oh fuck, I love your big cock in my ass..."

He delivered a final gargantuan shove that brought a shuddering moan from my lips as he forced his cock the final few inches into me. Against all odds, despite the seeming impossibility of the task, I had taken his whole cock up my ass. I could feel Mark's big, powerful balls brushing against my even bigger, denial-swollen ones as he worked his cock back and forth a little to make sure it was seated properly in my ass.

He drew back and thrust again, pumping his cock deep into me. My eyes rolled back in my head again. I howled as Mark took my asshole. Then things heated up even more as he started to pound my back door good and deep.

#

Like I said, my wife's a big soccer fan. So are most of her girlfriends. Octavia and her friends like to play soccer; they've got their own league, the famous Pink League of San Francisco.

But they also like to watch. And they really like to reward their favorite team when they play well. For the horny, brawling bastards of the San Francisco Men's League, "reward" means one thing and one thing only. Pussy. 

But Octavia's a dyke now. She doesn't do boys.

She's got bi girlfriends, of course, and they do boys. Some of them even do weird little creatures like me, an in-between sex toy, a half-bimbofied, mostly-feminized slut. But you think Octavia hangs out with the kind of bi girls who'd let a whole team gangbang them? Hell, no...unless you count me, of course. Octavia says that I'm a girl, really...and I'm starting to think she's right. Maybe she's even right when she says that I always was. 

Goddess knows, once Octavia began to feminize me, plenty of the bi girls and even a few of her full-on dyke friends wanted to "try me out," since they now considered me more of a girl than a boy, and therefore no longer off-limits to the lesbians. The bi girls think they're going to get the "best of both worlds," but of course they aren't. They might find me hot, now that I've got tits and a tight little hairless ass they can finger and strap-on fuck. They might like having me at their beck and call for lick-jobs whenever they're at our place. But their little "best of both worlds" fantasy would require me to have the "best of" the masculine world, too...and I long ago realized that Little Josie is far from that. When she loans me out, Octavia always asks her bi friends if they'd like me "locked" or "unlocked." In the early days, a few of the girls wanted me "unlocked," so I was lucky enough to get fucked. But with the tiny package I've got to offer them, bi girls were always more disappointed than thrilled. Little Josie is three inches and change -- and not very much change, either. What's more, given how long Octavia makes me go between orgasms, I was always desperate and ready to go. Octavia's bi girlfriends Julie, April and Veronica were the only ones who "tried me out" in the "conventional" way. They got less than a minute of eager fucking by three inches of throbbing cock...followed by a red-faced apology. All three times, I ended up licking my own mess out of each girl's pussy.

After that, word got around. It's been more than a year since anyone "borrowed" me and wanted me "unlocked." The only time Little Josie's allowed to squirt is when Octavia decides I've earned it. And Octavia is a very hard woman to please.

That's part of the reason Octavia is always so forthcoming with permission to "borrow" me. She can order me to lick pussy, suck strap-on cock and take it in the ass as eagerly for her dyke friends, as eagerly as I do for her. Although calling me "eager" to serve my wife's strap-on and pussy is kind of a stretch. What I am, I guess, is trained.

Sure, I might have jacked off to the idea before I realized how dominant Octavia could be if she put her mind to it. But I never thought she would take it this far. I mean, look at me! These tits are real! She's got me up to a C-cup, and it's not because she sent me to some sick old sawbones who wanted to fill me up. Nope; she just made me bend over for the needle, weekly, for long enough that my body started to feminize fully even as my mind finally accepted that I was going to be turned into a girl.

Well..."fully" might be a stretch. I don't have a pussy; I've got a cock, if you can call it a cock. It never seemed very big, but once Octavia told me how long she'd been faking orgasms -- since before we got married, even -- I guess I finally accepted the reality of my situation. By then, Octavia had me trained to think of "Little Josie" as a clit, not a cock...and my balls as a pair of punching bags for Octavia and her friends.

And my ass? Well, she doesn't call it my ass. It's my "sissy pussy," and that's how I think of it. I don't even have to try anymore; on the rare occasions every few months when Octavia unlocks me and lets me have a few minutes alone with my body, usually in the sleeping cage next to her bed, I reach right for the toy box. I reach through the bars and find the biggest cock I can, and I don't even always reach for lube. Sometimes I suck it first, but even that seems superfluous. What I want is dick in my sissy pussy, and that's where it goes, while I rub my little clitty and think about rooms full of big hard rough guys fucking me...big hard guys like The Blackcocks.

Octavia says she didn't even really have to try to get me to like sucking cock. She says back when she was still dating men, I would drool when she brought a boyfriend home and I let her watch. She says sometimes I would whimper and rock my hips, like I wanted to be the one getting fucked. She says when she started finding boys who wouldn't mind getting "fluffed" by a half-feminized husband slut before fucking her, I took to the task like a pro. "I think you were born to suck cock" is how she put it on more than one occasion.

I guess maybe that's true. My wife may be a dyke, now, but she expects me to be 100% bisexual...which means not just eating pussy and taking strap-on dick. It means sucking cock. And since I don't have my wife's frequent hookups any more to provide my access to flesh-and-blood dick, Octavia says she has to think up "creative" ways to use my "talents."

Octavia says it was so easy to feminize me this far, why would she let me go back? She does her best to forget Little Josie is there; she keeps her locked up between my legs most of the time, even when she's fucking me. Even when my wife loans me out to her girlfriends, Little Josie stays in lockdown. I don't get rewarded for eating pussy, or even for taking dyke dick up my ass and licking plenty of cunt. And when the odd male friend of Octavia's "happens" to drop by for a "visit," and gets offered a BJ? Well, let's just say that Octavia doesn't think sucking one cock is enough to earn me an orgasm.

But when I suck cock...lots of cock?

Then, Octavia likes to reward me. The bigger a sissy faggot I let myself become, the more willing she is to unlock Little Josie and let her have a squirt. And I knew I'd be having a squirt this afternoon.

As for sucking cock...sucking real cock...as for having sex with men in general....sometimes I ask myself if I really do like it as much as Octavia says that I do. I think about that a lot. And I guess you're probably wondering the same thing...if you're the kind of person who cares how bad I wanted those eleven huge cocks I was about to take.

So, well, let me put it this way. I don't think I like cock as much as Octavia says I do...but that would be a tall order.

I mean, she never stops talking about cock to me. For a dyke, she can't shut up about it. She tells me I'm a drooling little cockslave who wants every dick I see, every guy I see, who would put up my ass and spread my cheeks for any cock I could get any man to put in me. She says I'm an insatiable little cock-loving bitch, and I always have been...it was just "the tyranny of heterosexuality and enforced male identity" that held me down.

I don't know, maybe she's right. It sure didn't take her long to get me to say "yes" to a gangbang by The Blackcocks. I mean, maybe if you saw this team, you'd understand how hard it would have been to say no. The Blackcocks are hot. They'd been gorgeous out there on the field. They'd left the Bombers in ruins.

That's why Octavia had lubed me up with that melting suppository just after halftime. I'd done the last few rounds of cheers with the slimy feeling of juicy wetness in my boy-pussy.

Maybe that's why I gave all the dirty cheers, including a few I'd made up, like:

Blackcocks! Blackcocks! They're our team!

Watch the Bombers all get REAMED!

...and...

Go go go Blackcocks! Do your worst!

Smear those Bombers, don't kiss 'em first!

...and...

Here we go Blackcocks, here we go!

Whip it out Blackcocks, here we go!

Do 'em hard Blackcocks, here we go!

Bombers suck, Blackcocks, don't you know?

That's another thing Octavia says I've got going for me, in addition to what she says are admirable skills at sucking cock -- and a ravenous desire for same. She says that I’m very creative. I don't know if she's right. 

But I'd be lying if I didn't say that I had some creative thoughts in my head during the second half of the soccer match. I mean, maybe even before that. As soon as I saw The Blackcocks out on the field, I started "thinking creatively," all right. I thought up all sorts of positions for them to put me in.

And you know what? Mark was always right there, center stage...just like on the field.

#

That's why my cock had stood out so straight and so firm through my tight pink spanking-panties. It was at full-on attention, a serious rarity since Octavia keeps it locked up most of the time. That was why she could make this deal with me -- though you can hardly call it a "deal." Octavia is not the kind of wife you argue with. She already had me doing cheers for The Blackcocks, her favorite team. This was the most critical game of the season, and she wanted to see The Blackcocks win. So she'd ordered me to go into the locker room before the game and show off my cute, sexy cheerleader outfit and my tight, slim sissy body beneath it. She told me to promise them all rights to my body, right here in the locker room after the game -- if they won. And then she told me that if I obeyed her -- like I had a choice? -- she'd unlock my padlocked chastity tube and let my little cock roam free for however long The Blackcocks wanted to have their way with me.

That had sounded pretty damned good to me.

It's not like I had a choice to begin with, so I considered it one of Mistress's many kindnesses toward me that she would let me play with little Josie while I served the cocks of her favorite team.

Which sounded really damned good to me.

#

Mark availed himself of every inch of my insides, using my butt like it was his personal cumrag. I don't know how long it fucked me, but it felt like hours. The ordeal of being stretched well beyond my capacity quickly turned into a soft feeling of supple surrender. I'd never felt so open before...not to cock, not to pussy, not to anything.

However long it took, Mark's teammates waited patiently for their Captain to finish with my rear hole before approaching my drooling mouth again. They watched with their hands on their cocks, every last hard dick in the locker room glistening with my spittle. They listened to me moan with each thrust of Mark's giant cock, and they grinned and chuckled every time my moans grew louder...which they did, regularly, as Mark's pumping strokes hammered into me deeper and harder.

By the time he was ready to empty his load inside me, I was oblivious to anything except the giant cock shoved deep in my ass. It wasn't my sissy-pussy anymore; nothing that big could fit in any pussy, I felt sure.

Mark was covered in sweat, dripping it all over me. He growled, "You want it?"

My voice sounded small and sublimely feminine again, no longer rough from the cocks in my throat. 

I whimpered, "Yes, Daddy...please, Daddy... cum in my ass, Daddy...."

A huge groan of pleasure erupted from Mark's mouth as he pounded his cock faster into me. I felt the hot flood of his semen, pumping deep into me. I moaned as great jets of his jism pumped into me. My tight asshole went slick with each magnificent spurt, as huge amounts of semen were pumped up into me.

When Mark finally pulled his cock out of me, the quick pain of his cockhead spreading my hole again was lessened by the fact that he was just now starting to soften. But his cock was still mostly hard as he came around to my front end and shoved it in my face.

"Clean up your mess," he growled. "Before I hit the showers."

I didn't have to be told twice. Still bound to the bench, I couldn't use my hands to I molded my mouth to his cock and slurped it down as far as I could take it. I gagged a little on the taste of my ass, but the hot wave of humiliation that went through me was enough subdue my gag reflex seemingly once and for all. There was no question about why Mark had shoved his cock in my mouth when it was fresh from my hole; he wanted to humiliate me. 

And it worked. My face was hot with a sense of degradation as I cleaned Mark's cock off after its deep foray into my tight back door. It sure didn't taste like a sissy pussy; it tasted like ass, and the flavor filled me with ever deepening humiliation.

Nonetheless, Little Josie throbbed beneath me, hard and drooling her thin strings of pre-cum onto the locker room floor. Mark waved someone else into position behind me, and I squealed around his cock as I felt another dick sliding up my forcibly stretched ass.

I didn't need to look over my shoulder to see who it was; I didn't care. All that I needed to know is that it was one of The Blackcocks.

I wiggled my butt back and forth against each and every thrust as the anonymous cock plowed into me. And when Mark finally pulled his now-clean dick out of my mouth to go take his shower, someone else was there, with a big hard cock ready to slide down my throat.

This time, I didn't gag at all; I opened up wide and deep and swallowed the big fat dick and started gulping it down. With the taste of my ass still lingering in my mouth, I felt another man mounting me from behind, pushing his cock into my slicked-up butthole. I didn't know who it was; I only knew that he was a Blackcock...and that was all that mattered.

As two cocks spit roasted me from each end, I realized I was in for a very long cool-down session. I opened wide and felt the cocks pumping me from both ends...while Little Josie smacked pathetically against the underside of the bench. 

I was going to be down here for a long, long time, no question about it.
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Frat Party Catfight by Devyn Powell

The frat party was going at full speed, with drunk men hooting and hollering and carrying on all over the house. Of course, the back yard was the real center of action, though, since that's where the show was about to start. 

Andrea had worn her sexiest bikini, thinking she should look as good as possible. 

And she did look good -- that was for sure.

Andrea was just barely nineteen, with large, round, firm breasts and hard thick nipples that jutted out enticingly. Her waist was slender and flared voluptuously into a pair of slim but powerful hips. Her legs were muscled and smooth from hours of dance practice, and the skin of her face was clear and bright. She had a healthy tan from swimming a lot, since the university had a full-sized pool and that was the best place to meet guys.

The thin white bikini she wore was, on the bottom, nothing more than a thong that pulled up between the smooth, tight, well-rounded cheeks of her ass, hiding almost nothing. Her legs were long and lush and shaved, oiled with baby oil so she'd be more slippery, and she was barefoot as the rules demanded. She had painted her toenails red just for this occasion, and her dainty feet were quite pretty.

The white bikini top was quite revealing, too, almost see-through, showing much of Andrea's cleavage and the inviting bulges of her tits. Andrea's big, dark nipples, hard with excitement and anticipation, were clearly visible through the bikini top, which was quite damp with sweat. Andrea's long blonde hair flowed in lush curls over her bare shoulders. Her makeup was caked on thick and slutty -- she knew there would be dozens of guys out there howling for a turn-on.

Andrea felt embarrassed as she looked herself up and down in the bathroom mirror -- she was going to go out like this in front of all those people. She had thought this would be easier. But now that she was here, at the party, the full weight of the humiliation was washing over her. And she felt like she could never go out there and do it. But she knew she had to do it -- and she had to fight. Fight as she had never fought. Or else she risked not only eviction but total and complete public humiliation. Her resolve to win the prize was absolute.

#

Andrea had lived with Rick for most of her sophomore year. The two of them lived on her trust fund, on the allowance her grandmother had earmarked to support Andrea through college. Andrea and her wealthy parents had something of a falling out, but even her bitch of a mother couldn't touch the trust fund that was legally Andrea's. And so she received an allowance every year, and would receive it until she completed her undergraduate degree or stopped going to school full time. Then the leftover money would go to Andrea's parents. 

It wasn't a lot of money for a year in college, but it was enough to have some fun. Rick and she had spent the money gleefully, squandering it on beer and drugs -- Rick more than Andrea. 

She and Rick indulged in horny drug parties, and Andrea let Rick take full advantage of her fruitful, nubile young eighteen-year-old body. 

Rick had fucked her to full advantage, even talking her into letting him fuck her in the ass and take a few Polaroids of her nude. She had to admit she kind of liked getting buttfucked, even though it made her face turn red in shame to think about it. But she had come more than once impaled on Rick's huge pole shoved up her ass, and the orgasms were intense in a way that was deliciously different than being fucked in the pussy.

And posing for the camera had really turned her on. He brought home porn videos and fucked Andrea while she was spread on the living room floor, watching and listening as the women on the TV took cum up the ass, in the cunt, and all over their faces. 

Rick did all those things to Andrea -- fucking her in every position, even fucking her tits a few times when she was blasted on drugs and incredibly horny for his cum. She took full loads of his cum on her face and tits and in her hair, and let him take Polaroids of her like that, even though she thought it was incredibly degrading.

Somewhere deep inside her, though, she kind of liked it, like she was turning into a disgusting slut who would do anything for sex and get off on it.

She was embarrassed by her own shamelessness, but it excited her to be a dirty girl like that. Andrea had never been with a guy who was so into kinky sex. She fell madly in love with Rick, and wanted to do everything to please him, even when he made her feel humiliated. 

But while Rick was teaching Andrea all the degrading delights of the flesh, he was also spending all of her money. And, she later found out, cheating on Andrea with every slut who would spread her legs for him behind her back. She let him take what he needed, and he needed it all. She hadn't realized he was spending it on other chicks -- he had some lingerie models over once while she was at class, and of course they were just veiled prostitutes. 

And little did Andrea know that Rick was known as a good date at the sorority houses -- he'd spend lots of money on a girl, as long as she put out for him. He told her all about it when they had their final screaming fight. He certainly had a good time spending Andrea's money! And everything he'd done made Andrea feel more and more humiliated. 

Andrea had, perhaps, been a little too trusting. And before long she had discovered that Rick was spending even more than she thought he was. When they had a screaming fight and she'd finally thrown Rick out of the two-bedroom apartment, Andrea had realized that she was left without a penny, and with a huge collection of Rick's porn movies, most of which involved anal sex and tit-fucking. 

She was desperate. Without money to pay the rent, Andrea would be thrown out of her apartment. And after the fights she'd had with her parents, she could never go back to live with them! She would be on the street. Swallowing her pride and savoring the humiliation, Andrea called up her Mom and begged for a little money, just to get her through until the end of the summer when the next year's allowance would be automatically deposited in her bank account. But her mother would have nothing to do with her daughter, and told Andrea that perhaps this time she'd better learn her lesson the hard way. 

The rent was already late, and Andrea had less than a week to come up with the $500 she owed on the apartment -- or be kicked out. There was no way she could come up with that kind of money, no matter what kind of job she got. She called around to all her debutante friends, but of course they had all dumped her when they found out she was broke for the year. And Rick was no help at all. Andrea heard from some friends that he had a new girlfriend, a real rich sorority slut named Mindy Stephenson, and she kept him fixed up with booze and drugs as long as he fucked her real good and ate her pussy like a good obedient boyfriend should and took her around to all the good parties. Rick had no need for Andrea anymore. 

Andrea even found herself wondering if she could make money by turning tricks. She had read about girls who did it to make money in college, but she had no idea how to do it -- it seemed so dangerous, and so degrading.

But Andrea would gladly have gone to bed with a guy for money, if she could just figure out how to do it. What would she charge? How would she keep from getting raped? But Andrea was desperate, and turning tricks was the only thing she could think of. 

She even got all dressed up one night in her tightest dress, thinking she would go down to the bad part of town and see if she could get picked up. She wore a tight pair of panties and high-heels, and the white dress she was wearing was so tiny on her it was barely decent. 

It was kind of funny. She'd bought the dress for Rick, when he wanted to pretend she was a hooker. He loved playing degrading little games like that. They made an appointment for Rick to pick her up on a street corner in the red-light district. She'd gotten all dressed up and put on her makeup and gone down to the section of town with all the strip joints and cheap motels. Rick had told her that all the hookers used these suppositories that you put in before sex, which would melt and lubricate you for that wet-and-ready feel. 

Andrea hadn't wanted to do it -- she thought she could get wet enough on her own, but Rick had insisted -- he wanted it to be realistic. Just to be safe, she had put two of them in, wanting to be wet enough for him. She had been able to feel the lube leaking out of her pussy. But Rick was an hour late, the bastard. It hadn't taken Andrea long to realize she'd gone way overboard on the lube -- her pussy was leaking, soaking her panties. It made her feel like she was incredibly wet -- too wet for comfort.

Andrea had walked the streets like that, and guys had started propositioning her. 

The cops even drove by real slow, watching her, and she was terrified she was going to get arrested. But she was turned on knowing that Rick was going to fuck her "for money." Her nipples were plainly visible through the tight dress and her pussy was getting sort of wet even on top of all the lube she'd put into her pussy. Especially with all the guys who were obviously really hot for her. But Rick kept not showing up, and Andrea got more and more pissed. Then Rick had finally driven up in his car. Andrea was fuming, but she did what Rick had told her to do. She went over to the driver's side of the car and bent down as he rolled down the window. She pulled her dress down, flashing her tits at him -- she hadn't worn a bra. She could smell that Rick had been drinking. "Want a date?" she asked him, her voice shaking. "How much?" he asked her. "A hundred," she said. "I give great head." "I don't want head," he said drunkenly. "I want a half-and-half. I want to fuck you in the mouth and cunt." This wasn't in the plan! But Andrea just couldn't say no to Rick. "That'll cost you one-fifty." "Fuck you," he said, "I'll give you fifty for both. Take it or leave it." Tears had welled up in Andrea's eyes. "All right," she said, and got into the car. Rick leaned over and slipped his hand up her skirt. "Nice and wet," he said, fingering her pussy. "I want to fuck your tits, too." "All -- all right," Andrea had said. Rick had driven her to a sleazy motel and paid for the room -- ten dollars for an hour. 

Once in the room, Rick had told her to get on her knees. Andrea went down as Rick took out his hard dick. She started to blow him, getting incredibly turned on as she sucked his cock. But then he told her to pull down her dress, and she did, exposing her tits. 

Rick had started to tit fuck her, rubbing his cock between her large breasts. Andrea pushed her tits together, doing the work for him. It wasn't long before Rick started to come, shooting his load all over Andrea's face and tits and into her hair. 

"Lick it clean," he told her. Andrea licked his softening cock all over, and it wasn't too long before he started to get hard again. 

"Take off all your clothes," he told her. "And get on the bed, on your hands and knees. I'm going to fuck you doggy-style." 

Andrea did as she was told, taking off the tight dress and slipping off her panties. She felt degraded and humiliated, but she didn't want to displease Rick -- after all, this was his fantasy. 

She crawled onto the bed, doggy-style, her ass in the air and her legs spread. Rick came up behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy, which was still gushing from all the lube she'd put in earlier. He began to fuck her easily, and he was rough about it. But Andrea had been most surprised when he took his cock out of her pussy and guided it between her ass-cheeks. "Hey! I don't do that," she said, but Rick was already pushing into her, his cock lubricated with her pussy. Before Andrea knew it, she was taking it up the ass, and Rick ass-fucked her until he shot his load all over her ass and back. She didn't have money for a cab, though, so she had to ride the bus looking like that. And when she got down to the  

Then Andrea had gotten to talking to her friend Jane, who was working her way through college. Jane was a gorgeous jock girl in her senior year, a pre-med student on the volleyball and soccer teams. Jane was not quite twenty-one, a year older than Andrea but two years ahead in school.

Jane was a perfect student on the fast track. She was known for being extremely aggressive with men, with more than a little bit of a reputation as a slut. And rumor had it that she'd fucked a few guys with their girlfriends, too -- real kinky three-way type stuff with pussy-eating and everything. 

It made Andrea sort of nauseous to think about it -- could one woman really do that stuff to another? It wouldn’t even feel good, would it?

Jane was incredibly tall and slender, her disciplined and toned body full of well-conditioned muscle. She was even a couple of inches taller than Andrea, with enormous but very firm full-nippled tits and a hard, muscled ass. Her lush bleached-blonde hair was cut in a bob just past her jawline. Jane's lips were full and sensuous, and her eyes big and bright and green. Jane was famous for riding her bike around campus in incredibly tight bike shorts which clung to the cheeks of her ass and showed off her crack, and a tight white tank top without a bra which outlined her tits and their hard firm nipples in sweaty cloth -- giving all the campus guys hard-ons. 

But Jane was such a bitch to men that the guys could never so much as get the time of day until Jane decided she was horny. Then there was no shortage of guys begging to give it to Jane. All Jane had to do was snap her fingers and pull her tight, sweaty bike-shorts down, and guys would crawl to her on their knees begging for the chance to lick her pussy and asshole. Andrea would have given anything to have that kind of power over men, both because she wanted to control them and because she got horny an awful lot. But Andrea knew she would never be as hot or as aggressive as Jane. Even so, Andrea had to admit that Jane was incredibly sexy, and Andrea was more than a little jealous of her. Andrea couldn't help but wonder what Jane was really like in bed -- and more importantly, what Jane had really done with her clothes off that gave her such a reputation around campus. 

Jane told Andrea about a frat party that would be going on where they needed some entertainment. The frat boys wanted to watch two women wrestle in a ring set up in the back yard of the frat house. There would be a few of their sorority bitch girlfriends there, but it was mostly frat boys. They were willing to pay real good -- and this particular frat had a lot of high-rollers from rich families with fathers who could provide the money for their sons to party -- but of course, it was a contest. 

The winning girl would get the whole take -- a cool $1,000. And the loser would have to eat the winner's pussy in front of the whole crowd, and wouldn't get a dime. Jane was helping to set it up, since she'd been an exotic dancer for a while last year and knew how to do such things. She wasn't sure who the frat was going to get to wrestle, but she thought she could get Andrea in on it, and if Andrea won, her money troubles would be over. 

"Who would I be wrestling against?" Andrea asked nervously, squirming her tight ass on the bench in the quad as she listened to Jane. It sounded like fun, and even kind of sexy, but how humiliating to wrestle another woman in front of all those guys. . .And what if she lost? Andrea had never eaten pussy before, or even thought much about it! It seemed so degrading and humiliating! 

"I don't know," said Jane. "Probably no one will know until the day of the match." said Jane. "But you probably shouldn't worry about it. It'll be some helpless freshman girl with no muscle who's never even had her cherry popped. You shouldn't have any problem beating her and then you get the money as well as a nice, good pussy-lick in front of everyone." Jane smiled flirtatiously, licking her lips and tossing her hair in her most seductive way. Her nipples began to get hard underneath the tight white tank top she wore, making her breasts more evident. 

"I don't think I'd be into that," said Andrea nervously, unable to hide her embarrassment -- and her interest. 

"Well, it's part of the deal. If you win you get your pussy eaten in front of everyone, for as long as you want. As a matter of fact, you can do whatever you want with the girl for the whole night." 

Andrea felt a flush of warmth go through her cunt and thighs. Andrea had never thought of herself as having lesbian tendencies, but that certainly did sound like it would be fun -- Andrea could think of about a million things to do with a nubile and helpless Freshman girl while she had total control over her. She could wrestle the anonymous Freshman into submission and then she'd finally find out what it was like to have her pussy eaten, long and lush, caressed by a younger woman's tongue. Andrea's cunt was starting to get wet. She could do whatever she liked to the helpless Freshman virgin! Explore her body in front of everyone. . . .slide her fingers inside the girl. . . .Andrea forced herself to stop thinking like that, it was like she was some sort of lesbian or something! Disgusting! Even so, it sounded like something she could enjoy. . . But what if she couldn't beat the other woman? 

Andrea had tossed and turned all night, naked and sweaty in her bed, thinking about it. She desperately needed that money. She was a superb athlete, having been on the swim team and in private dance classes all through high school. Andrea was just over six feet tall, not quite six-one, slender and muscled, and she felt sure she could wrestle almost any girl to the ground. If she could just win this contest, she'd have enough money to take care of the rent. 

And if she lost. . . . 

Andrea found herself getting very wet while she lay there in bed, nude, and thought about the match. Finally she had to slide her fingers in her pussy and fuck herself until she came. She imagined her opponent licking her off in front of the entire fraternity. . . .Andrea pictured herself as the dominant bitch-queen, the victor in a contest of strength. Making her opponent worship her dripping cunt and humiliating the poor Freshman in front of everyone. 

Despite her reservations, Andrea agreed to do it. Jane smiled devilishly, telling Andrea she wouldn't regret the decision. Jane had made a few phone calls -- and here Andrea was, in the bathroom of Omega house, getting ready to go out there and fight for her one grand. And she felt ready, but she was so terribly afraid. It would be humiliating to roll around on the floor to get these sick frat boys off. She imagined all those guys beating off to the sight of her wrestling with another woman, and she felt vaguely nauseous. But Andrea didn't even care about that. All she wanted was to win. 

#

Mindy Stephenson stepped up to the platform and lifted her megaphone so that everyone could hear her loud and clear in the packed back yard. She wore her cheerleader's outfit, an incredibly short skirt that showed off her tanned and luscious legs, and a tight jersey that clung to her beautiful big tits, showing her erect nipples -- all in the school's colors. Mindy was really turned on -- her pussy was wet in her tight white panties under that cheerleader skirt. There was nothing she loved more than watching two worthless sluts battle it out for a measly one grand, with the loser giving the winner a good cunt-licking for all to see. Mindy usually came herself before the match was decided. Watching the two sluts wrestle violently on the floor, she would rub her pussy against whatever guy she could get -- tonight it was her new boyfriend Rick -- until she climaxed. Standing so that as many of the frat boys as possible could see right up her skirt, Mindy announced the match. 

"Tonight, frat faggots and sorority sluts, welcome to the Omega House and the fifth monthly CONTEST OF THE BATTLING BITCH- WHORES!" There was an uproarious cheer. "That's right, you all know what's going to happen! Tonight, before our drooling mouths and hungry eyes, a brand new, virgin little girl is going to get in this ring and wrestle against our very own reigning champion, Viper!" There were more screams of approval. "That's right, boys and bitches, we've got us a cherry tonight! A little virgin who's going to do her first match against that deadly bitch! Since she's a virgin to this kind of sport, she's decided to call herself Cherry!" 

The crowd was going wild. They started chanting "Cherry! Cherry! Cherry!" in an erotic rhythm, screaming for the match to begin. Andrea felt her face growing red with humiliation and anger. She was being set up as the innocent, naive virgin. Her eyes were moist. She couldn't believe how embarrassed she was to be exposed like this in front of everyone. But she had agreed to do it, and she needed that money. So she would have to give in and go out there and wrestle for her life. She would have to cease to be Andrea and start thinking of herself as Cherry. 

It was horrible. But she would have to give up her life, her identity, and become Cherry, the dangerous, vicious female wrestler! 

The frat boys were screaming, chanting "Viper! Cherry! Viper! Cherry!" There was a wild round of applause as Viper came out, and the boys started screaming her name. Cherry knew it was time for her to make her appearance. 

Cherry threw her head back, tossing her hair with attitude. She arched her back, pressing her ample tits through the straining, thin fabric of her bikini top. She felt the humiliation washing over her nearly nude body and felt the anger welling up inside her, the determination to fight for that prize. Knowing that her cunt was wet from the excitement and the smell of sweat from the crowd, Cherry walked around from behind, and up onto the stage. 

The crowd screamed as their Cherry, their little wrestling virgin, took the stage. Cherry got a sudden wave of stage fright and humiliation, and then stopped dead and stared with her mouth open, looking into the crowd. 

Standing there by the wrestling ring was Mindy Stephenson, Rick's new girlfriend, doing the announcing! She looked at Andrea and started to laugh, knowing full well who she was. As she laughed, Mindy shouted into the megaphone, "Go to it, girl, you might as well eat pussy since Rick won't let you suck his cock anymore!" Andrea choked back her humiliation and began to sob, barely able to stop herself from bursting out in a full screaming and crying fit in front of everyone! 

And standing next to Mindy was Rick, his arm around Mindy's waist and his hand sliding up her skirt to squeeze her ass! He waved at Andrea and laughed, then turned and started French- kissing Mindy Stephenson so that their tongues were visible to everyone! Rick started squeezing Mindy's tits while Andrea stood there, her body flooded with hot jealousy and humiliation! 

The tears poured down Andrea's cheeks but she managed to keep from sobbing openly. She restricted her sobs to stifled chokes deep in her chest as she watched Rick going at it with Mindy. Mindy reached down and rubbed her open hand over the thick bulge of Rick's cock sticking through his white cotton surf shorts. She thought of all the times she had sucked that cock until it filled her mouth with come, all the times she had pushed her tits together and let him slide the cock between them, all the times she had taken the thick organ in her pussy or her ass until it spasmed inside her and injected her with his white-hot load. All the times she had taken that load over her face and tits and in her hair, rubbing it in because he liked that. Andrea forced herself to turn away. 

Andrea fought with herself and made herself become Cherry, the fighting bitch, all over again. The humiliation had left her week, but she felt a sudden wave of jealousy. Maybe if she won the match and humiliated her opponent, Rick would dump Mindy and take her back! Then he'd fuck her right. . . . 

Now Andrea, Cherry, was madder than ever and more determined to best her opponent and win the match. Her face full of rage, Cherry turned to face the other woman and gasped in horror as she got sight of her opponent. 

Cherry's opponent stood six foot three, slender, deadly, well-muscled at the other end of the wrestling ring. With big, firm tits, full lips and hair bleached blonde and cut in a bob, Cherry realized in a second that it was Jane! A shudder of terror went through Cherry's near-nude body as she looked Jane's magnificent body over. 

Jane was glorious in her battle fury. She wore a black bikini even skimpier than Cherry's, showing off most of her huge firm tits. Jane was smooth and shaved where the black bikini thong plunged straight down to the very edge of her pussy. Her tanned, firm flesh was oiled from top to bottom with the same slick baby oil Cherry had used, giving her skin a threatening, dangerous sheen. Jane's face was a mask of anger and fury, her eyes burned bright with determination. Jane was certainly the queen of all girl-jocks! 

Cherry turned red with embarrassment as she realized that she'd been had. There was no way she could beat Jane in a woman- to-woman match! She was doomed to lose the wrestling match -- and pay the price! 

A shiver went through Cherry's half-naked body. 

"You bitch!" Cherry screamed. "You fucking bitch, Jane! You set me up!" 

Jane came toward Cherry, her knees bent slightly. The two of them circled the ring in wrestling stance. 

Jane laughed. "That's right," she said. "I set you up. And you're going to eat my pussy right here, on your knees, before you get out of this ring! Don't take it personally, it's only for the money, and because I want you to eat my pussy! But the name isn't Jane, you little Sophomore slut! It's Viper!" 

As Jane screamed her battle name, she leapt at Cherry, her full fury blossoming and exploding on the smaller woman. Jane seemed to transform in that moment into Viper, the slut with violence pumping through her veins. Viper snarled as she came down on Cherry's half-naked body, getting firm hold of Cherry's hair and yanking Cherry's head back hard, making her scream wildly in pain. It felt like Viper was going to rip Cherry's hair out at the roots! Cherry felt herself losing balance as Viper pulled her hair mercilessly. The two Amazons slammed their naked bodies together in a contest of wills, until Cherry felt herself losing her balance. Suddenly helpless, she went down under Viper. 

As Cherry stumbled and feel with Viper over her, Viper reached down and grabbed Cherry's top. With a terrifying show of brute strength, Viper ripped Cherry's flimsy, thin bikini top off her breasts and threw it into the crowd. Cherry's breasts flew free, sweat-slick and exposed to the crowd. 

The crowd was screaming as Viper landed on top of Cherry and started slapping her face, hard, over and over again. Cherry's head rang as she felt Viper's open palm connecting repeatedly with her cheek. Viper, overwhelmed by the moment, screamed insults and taunts at Cherry as she slapped. "How do you like this, slut? You know you're finished! Lick those lips, bitch, you're gonna be eating pussy before long!" 

Cherry was stunned, but she managed to struggle valiantly as Viper got hold of her wrists. Viper yanked Cherry up and pushed her face-down onto the wrestling mat as the frat party exploded with applause and chants of "Viper! Viper! Viper!" Cherry felt herself being pulled to her knees, and then Viper's knee came slamming into Cherry's ass, wedging between her parted legs. Cherry moaned in agony as Viper hit her again, pounding her knee into Cherry's cunt. 

Cherry screamed in rage and made her move. Slick with baby oil and sweat, she squirmed out of Viper's grasp and got her arm around the stronger woman's neck. She pulled Viper down hard, then rolled on top of her. Viper howled in rage as Cherry, following her innate fighting instincts, brought her knee up as hard as she could to slam between Viper's open legs and connect with her cunt. 

Viper's eyes went wide and her breath was knocked out of her as Cherry came down on her stomach, punching hard. Slashing out with her long, painted fingernails, Cherry scratched four thick red furrows across Viper's chest, digging deep into the flesh of her breasts and getting hold of the bikini top. Cherry ripped and the flimsy top came free, exposing Viper's large breasts with their four slashes from Cherry's fingernails. 

Viper screamed again in anger as Cherry slapped Viper's tits as hard as she could. Cherry laughed in triumphant glee as she started pummeling Viper's tits and face and ramming her knee into Viper's cunt. The weight of Cherry's body preventing Viper from closing her legs. 

Viper's eyes and mouth were open wide in astonishment -- she was off balance and open wide. She couldn't manage to get back on top; Cherry's fury had caught her off guard. She lay there, spread wide and vulnerable, as she took Cherry's knee in her cunt again and again, suffered the vicious slaps and scratches on her breasts and face again and again. Cherry was learning to enjoy the pleasure of pummeling another woman into submission! Viper wailed in agony as Cherry rammed her cunt and slapped her tits. Then, as Viper saw Cherry throwing her head back and laughing in dominance, Viper moved like lightning. 

Cherry wasn't sure what happened then, but Viper leapt like a fox, throwing Cherry over her head so that she landed on her back, hard. Then Viper was on top of Cherry, yanking her head up and closing her thighs around Cherry's neck, slamming her fist into Cherry's cunt as she grabbed hold of Cherry's bikini bottoms and pulled. The flimsy material tore and disappeared, leaving Cherry naked and vulnerable, her pussy exposed for the crowd to see! 

That's when Viper started hammering her fist into Cherry's cunt, sending spasms of pain through Cherry's naked body.  

Viper brought her crotch down hard, doing a body-slam on Cherry's face. Cherry gasped as she caught sight of Viper's bikini-bottomed cunt coming down at her fast. Then she saw stars as Viper landed firmly on Cherry's face, pounding her head against the floor of the wrestling ring. Cherry gasped for air, and Viper came hurtling down again, smashing her cunt into Cherry's face hard, pounding her head into the ground so that she saw stars. Then she sat there on top of Cherry, grinding her hips, working her cunt back and forth, milking out cunt-juice and rubbing it against Cherry's face so that Cherry was almost suffocated. Viper laughed and grinned cruelly as she felt Cherry struggling, unable to get air. Cherry was getting weaker, and as she squirmed and struggled spasms of pleasure went into Viper's supple, powerful body through her cunt. She forced herself down harder and held Cherry's face against her pussy, keeping the vulnerable girl's head against the mat as she tried unsuccessfully to breathe. 

Cherry's head was pounding in agony. She struggled and fought, but Viper had her pinned good. There was no way she could get up -- she was trapped! Cherry couldn't breathe or move, and Viper was going to torment her until she was unable to defend herself. And then. . .the match would be completed. Cherry would pay what she owed. Viper would use her. 

The smell of Cherry's sweat and the sharp tang of Cherry's cunt pumped Viper's passion to new heights. The thought of Cherry on her knees made Viper laugh evilly as she held the girl down. 

Viper knew it was time to drive home her victory. She squeezed her thighs together, almost crushing Cherry's face and head between them. Then, using the weight of the front part of her body, she pried Cherry's legs further apart so that her naked cunt was exposed. Laughing in jubilant ecstasy, Viper hammered her elbow down -- slamming the hard bone right into Cherry's soft, open pussy! 

The smaller woman's body exploded in pain. Cherry's back arched and her whole naked body twitched in torment. She struggled vainly against the stronger woman. 

Viper slammed her elbow down again, hitting Cherry's cunt dead-center. Cherry's legs splayed open weakly, twitching as she felt the deep, wet, private center of her womanhood assaulted by Viper's cruel, brute strength. She felt Viper moving again to get a better angle, and then Viper slammed into Cherry's cunt again, this time with her fist -- harder than ever! 

Cherry tried to shout in agony as Viper punished her, but there was no air in her lungs. She was still being smothered by the full, sharp-smelling mound of Viper's nylon-clad pussy. Tears filled Cherry's eyes as she took the punishment again and again, losing strength as she tried desperately to breathe and to free herself from the brutal beating Viper was administering to her cunt. With a feeling of absolute terror, Cherry felt the last strength going out of her nude body. 

Viper slowly eased the mound of her pussy off of Cherry's face, letting the poor helpless girl breathe. Cherry sucked in air weakly, barely able to move or think. 

Then, just to be cruel, Viper brought her crotch down hard, on Cherry's face, stunning the weaker girl with the vicious cunt-blow. Cherry saw stars and felt herself being smothered again, overwhelmed and devoured by the smell and feel of Viper's dominant cunt. She was almost unconscious as Viper held her pussy down on top of Cherry's face. 

Viper laughed, lifted her arm, and gave it to Cherry in the cunt, hard, slamming her fist home just to make her moan in agony. Viper was getting incredibly wet from tormenting this little bitch. She liked feeling Cherry squirm underneath, liked hearing the desperate, pathetic moans low in Cherry's throat as she suffered. Viper lifted her body, easing her cunt off of Cherry's face, resisting the temptation to slam it down again and knock the slut unconscious. It was so much sexier to have Cherry awake and ready for further punishment and humiliation. So Viper slapped Cherry's cunt with her open palm, a sharp pain just to wake the girl up a little. Cherry's lips parted softly as her nude body twitched in agony, and a groan of terror and humiliation and pain escaped her. Cherry panted, desperately trying to get air in her lungs. She was weak and bruised all over -- especially in her cunt. She was helpless under her opponent's superior power. Cherry knew that she had been defeated, and that she was going to be used by Jane, used and humiliated like a whore in front of all these people -- and used by another woman, to make things worse! Cherry felt tears filling her eyes. 

Viper, unable to resist the temptation to brutalize her opponent until her spirit was utterly broken, slammed her fist into Cherry's cunt, making the smaller woman sob in pain. Then again, and again, until Cherry was totally dominated and completely defeated. Cherry lay beneath Viper's powerful body, unable to resist and knowing that she would now have to pay for her arrogance, to put out her tongue and perform the most degrading and submissive and humiliating act a woman could do on another woman. She would have to service Viper's pussy. 

Cherry felt Viper rolling her naked body over and forcing her face-down against the mat, pressing her tortured tits into the plastic. Panting in exhaustion, unable to think, Cherry realized that she had been forced into a kneeling position, ready to be initiated into the world of the defeated by Viper. Ready to be humiliated totally. 

Cherry felt her terror and revulsion flowing through her naked body. Then she felt her weak arms being pulled back and her wrists being forced together so that Viper could tie her up. Viper gave Cherry a quick, hard knee in the ass, pounding into the soft flesh between the helpless woman's tight, smooth, round ass-cheeks to keep Cherry down and motionless in her kneeling position. Then Viper quickly tied Cherry's wrists together with the remains of Cherry's own shredded and sweat-soaked bikini bottoms. She did it easily, without the slightest effort, obviously having done this to many women before. Cherry realized that she was just the latest in a long line of girls Jane had tricked into becoming her defeated prey and servicing her pussy in front of the crowd. She was nothing, just one of many useless whores who had been wrestled into submission and turned into public slaves by Viper. By Jane. 

Once Viper had tied Cherry's wrists, she pulled the girl up to her knees, forcing her into the submissive position. Viper grabbed hold of Cherry's hair and yanked it back, forcing Cherry to turn her face up into the light. Cherry whimpered for mercy as Viper pulled her hair harder. Viper looked down at Cherry, smiling evilly, savoring the moment of her triumph. Then Viper put her lips together and let a bead of saliva form between them. Cherry saw it coming, knew what Viper was going to do. But she was bound and helpless to resist. Cherry whimpered desperately as Viper's spittle dribbled down onto her face; Cherry tried to shake her head out of Viper's grasp and get away, but the gob of spit landed right on Cherry's face, right in the middle of her cheek. There was an explosion of applause and insane, screaming cheers from the crowd. The crowd was in a feeding frenzy, devouring Cherry's defilement. The warm spit splattered across Cherry's face and lips, and Cherry had never experienced such total humiliation. Cherry was sobbing now, her whole naked body wracked with the agony of her humiliation. Viper pulled Cherry's hair harder, growling at her viciously. 

"Hold still, you little slut! Keep your mouth open!" 

Cherry tried to pull free, but Viper took hold of Cherry's chin and hair at the same time, pulling hard. Cherry, suddenly terrified and overwhelmed by the pain of having her hair pulled so roughly, looked right up into Viper's face. 

Viper's mouth was set like that of an executioner who was enjoying her task. Viper's lips curved in a smile as she forced Cherry's lips apart and let another gob of spit form between her lips. 

"No....no....no...please no...." Cherry was whimpering and sobbing like a girl. The trail of spit -- much more of it this time -- sailed down and landed right on Cherry's upper lip, some of it dribbling into her mouth, some splashing across her lips, and a long, stringy strand dribbling down onto her breasts. The crowd exploded again in cheers and applause, and Cherry could hear the telltale sounds of frat boys banging their sorority slut cheerleader girlfriends -- right there in public! She knew that Rick was no doubt boning Mindy, who was getting off seeing her humiliated like this. Cherry was hysterical, unable to control herself, driven to the very brink of terror by Viper's cruel humiliating actions. She begged, whimpering and sobbing, pleading with Viper not to make her do this. 

With one hand, Viper began to smear her spittle into Cherry's face, rubbing it over her cheeks. She reached down and started smearing the spittle over Cherry's breasts. Cherry felt a warm flush of betrayal going through her. When Viper was finished smearing it in, Cherry knew it was time for another drop. Viper pulled back on Cherry's hair, forcing her head back. She towered over Cherry, looking down demandingly. 

"Open your mouth, you fucking little whore! Open your mouth and put out your tongue!" 

Cherry managed to open her mouth as Viper formed another drop of spittle. But Cherry was sobbing too hard to keep her mouth open properly, and the spittle splashed across her cheek and ran down her chin onto her tits again. The crowd was screaming ever louder. 

"That's right, bitch, keep it up. Keep it up and I'll throw you to the crowd!" 

Cherry started sobbing wildly, and Viper slapped her hard, bringing her to her senses. Cherry managed to choke back her sobs as she felt Viper smearing the spittle over her cheeks and down onto her tits. Viper slapped Cherry's tits hard, then pulled her head back again. 

"Do it," said Viper. 

Cherry couldn't believe what she did then. But she was beyond believing, she was deep into the realm of madness. Cherry knew that Viper owned her now. Her face sticky with tears and Viper's spit, Cherry parted her lips and stuck out her tongue. 

"That's a good girl," said Viper, smiling down at her new slave. "I'm gonna have that tongue pierced so I can put it on a chain. Drag it out when I want it." 

Then Viper, holding Cherry's head back, let a bead of spit form. It was bigger than any of the others. 

Cherry closed her eyes. 

She felt the warm spittle landing on her tongue, dead center. 

The reaction of the crowd was incredible. It had become an orgy. It was obvious that everyone was fucking at once, watching Cherry give up her innocence. 

Obediently, Cherry let Viper's spittle slide to the back of her mouth. 

Then, submissively, she swallowed. 

The crowd screamed. Viper laughed. Viper looked down at Cherry, who quickly opened her mouth again and put her tongue out. 

Viper let another drop of spit fall on Cherry's tongue. Cherry swallowed. Then another. And another. And another. 

Cherry was sobbing again when Viper finally let go of her hair, leaving Viper there on her knees, legs spread, sobbing her humiliation with Viper's spittle drying stiff and hard on her breasts and face. 

Viper put up her arms as the crowd cheered for her. She was displayed her tits to their hungry gaze, flexing her muscles for them. She was showing her magnificent body to the crowd, soaking up their admiration. She looked down at Cherry and laughed, wedging her feet between Cherry's knees and forcing them open further. The crowd cheered when she did that. And then Viper stood there, showing Cherry to the crowd as her bound and submissive lesbo slave, savoring the moment before she, the mighty Viper, humiliated the little bitch Cherry totally and forced her face into her freshly-shaved cunt. Cherry knew it would happen soon, but Viper tortured the younger woman, dragging out the moment of her defeat. Viper stalked around the stage, flexing her muscles while Cherry knelt there sobbing. 

Cherry didn't have the guts to look at the people cheering for her humiliation and defeat. But she finally managed to turn her puffy, red face to the crowd and open her wet, bloodshot eyes to see the people who were laughing and berating her. 

Cherry looked out into the crowd and saw people going wild, screaming and waving their arms to cheer Viper on. Mindy and Rick stood right at the edge of the wrestling ring, groping each other and making out heavily. Rick had one hand down Mindy's shirt and was squeezing her braless tits. Mindy was watching, flushed, grinning, as Cherry knelt submissively. Cherry realized with horror that Mindy's short skirt was, as she expected, pulled up to her waist and Rick was porking her from behind!  

Mindy started to laugh and shouted, "Don't feel bad, Andrea! I'll keep Rick satisfied like you never could! I fuck him real good! He likes fucking me better than you, anyway, I'm not a sloppy hole like you! Since you're a born wimp, and I hear you can't get any cock or suck it right once you get it, you might as well give in -- just become a lesbo pussy-licker! So go to it, bitch -- slurp up some pussy!" 

Rick was groaning as he fucked Mindy's ass, but he couldn't help laughing. He just stood there pounding into Mindy from behind, watching Cherry and laughing at her. "That's right, Andrea! You never could suck cock, anyway -- not like Mindy here! She sucks it good, lots of deep-throat, lots of mouth, not the way you used to. You use way too much tongue, Andrea, you useless little whore! You always wanted to use your tongue! So you might as well put it to use eating cunt!" 

The noise of the crowd got louder, chanting Cherry's name. 

Cherry sobbed in humiliation as the crowd chanted her stage name louder and louder. 

Viper was satisfied that Cherry had been tenderized for her ultimate humiliation. She stood over Cherry and pulled her own bikini bottoms down the long, sweat-slick smoothness of her legs. She slipped off the bikini bottoms and turned them inside out, exposing the soaked crotch, which was slick with the thick juices of Viper's cunt. Viper pushed the crotch of her bikini bottoms into Cherry's face, smearing the juice over the weaker girl's lips and cheeks so that she was overwhelmed by the smell. Viper smeared Cherry's face up good, mixing her cunt juices with her spittle and Cherry's tears. She rubbed the wet juice into Cherry's blonde hair, letting a thick gob of spit mix with her cunt juices on the top of Cherry's head. Cherry was weeping as she felt Viper rubbing the spittle into her hair. It was just one more humiliation for the helpless Cherry. 

Viper threw the bikini bottoms into the crowd, and a cheer went up. Viper stood as victor before her cheering throng, towering naked over the unfortunate girl who had given her that victory. With horror, Cherry felt Viper's fingers snaking through her spit-soaked hair, and she knew that this time Viper was going to take what she wanted from Cherry. Absolute submission. 

A sorority girl appeared behind Viper with a folding chair so that Viper could sit down and receive her tribute. 

Viper pulled Cherry's head forward, hard. She forced it down between her thighs as she spread them, wide, displaying her Amazon pussy like the flower of divinity that it was. 

"Worship it," snarled Viper. She forced Cherry's face down into her crotch, and Cherry smelled the overwhelming tang of Viper's juicing cunt. Viper's pussy was wet, soaked with the juices of arousal from pummeling Cherry into submission. And now Cherry would have to drink those juices. The smell was overwhelming and rank, unbelievably strong. It was obvious that Jane hadn't washed her pussy in days. She had been saving up the ripe odors of her fragrant young body, saving them for use in humiliating and disgusting the helpless young slut who ended up between them as the mighty Viper's cunt-worshipping slave. 

As repulsive as the overwhelming taste and smell were, Cherry had no choice but to accept defeat. 

The chants of the crowd got even louder. Cherry felt the flames of her fear burning hot as she heard Rick and Mindy chanting her name -- her real name! "Andrea! Andrea! Andrea!" The rest of the crowd took up the cry and Andrea realized that they all knew who she was! 

"Come on, you little bitch. Give it up. Give up your cherry. Your tongue-cherry. Eat my pussy, just like I said you would. Slurp up my cunt-juice, slut! Just like you've always wanted to! You're the loser. It's time to put that dirty mouth to work and show them what a fucking lesbo whore you really are. All these people are waiting for a show!" 

Cherry sobbed in humiliation as Viper forced the helpless girl's face deeper between the spread thighs of the goddess.  

Tentatively, Cherry let her tongue laze out of her mouth and tasted the incredibly strong, overwhelming tang of Viper's sopping wet cunt. Her stomach seized up as she tasted another woman for the first time. Her head spun as she realized what she was doing -- she was using her tongue to pleasure another woman! But Cherry was helpless under the power of Viper. Cherry, fighting back the waves of nausea from the powerful taste of Viper's dominant cunt, worked her tongue into the fragrant crevasse. Wriggling her tongue deeper, she began to lick Jane's pussy. 

"Not good enough! You've got to do it better than that, bitch! Come on, you better start working that tongue, you little slut, or I'll never let you sleep in my bed after you get kicked out of your shitty apartment!" 

Cherry knew that if she didn't do it right Viper would never let her go, would hold her down until she ate that filthy pussy and liked it. And she knew that Jane was her only friend left, the only one she cold beg to put her up when that bitch of a landlord threw Andrea out of her apartment. 

But there was something more important that caused Andrea to offer her tongue to her new mistress as a pleasure instrument. 

Jane was the better woman, and she had won the pleasure of taking Cherry's tender, moist virginity -- at least, her virginity with another woman. Cherry would have to give it up. And the most humiliating part was that despite her fear, Cherry had always known she would lose the match, and end up on her knees servicing the woman who defeated her. Worshipping her cunt in front of everyone. 

Cherry heard police sirens in the distance and knew that the University police were coming to bust up the frat party. But that didn't get Cherry off the hook. She still had to finish her service. 

Cherry slipped her tongue more passionately out of her mouth and drove it deep into the soft flesh of Jane's pussy. The taste and smell were overwhelming, and Cherry felt waves of sudden desire flowing through her near naked body as she submitted to the ripe taste of sweat and cunt. She realized what she had known all along. She had lost the Match; she could never get Rick back -- he would go home and ball Mindy and cum in her snatch and she would suck his cock better than Andrea ever could. Cherry was a humiliated whore. And she was destined to be sprawled on her knees, wrists tied behind her back, servicing the better woman and pleasuring the hungry pussy against her mouth. 

Giving in, Cherry released her inhibitions and turned herself over to ownership of the better woman, the winner of the frat party catfight!
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Power Lifting by Josie Blackwell

"Push it! Push it, bitch! Push that fuckin' shit!"

Vince leaned over me, screaming so loud that his spittle sprayed all over my face as I struggled against the enormous weight on the barbell.

I was trying to do a bench press -- a pathetic amount compared to what Vince or any of the other guys lifted. But it was defeating me. 

"Push that shit, Josette! That load ain't shit!"

I tried; I really tried. I swear, I tried. I know it didn't seem like it, but I was giving it a real shot. I pushed as hard as I could. The bar didn't budge. I pushed harder. I arched my back. I whimpered. I whined. I pushed harder. The bar didn't budge.

"Push that shit, Josette!" screamed Vince.

He said "Josette" with emphasis that sent a spasm of pain through my slender body -- not physical pain, but emotional.

"Josette" was the name Vince used for me when he was teasing me, fucking with me, humiliating me.

It was supposed to be nothing but good-natured horsing around, right? It's what real men do to each other in a real man's gym, in a lifting gym, not a queer gym like that one that Kayla goes to.

While he watched me struggle with the weight, Vince sneered and laughed. He grabbed his bulging crotch.

He howled, "You think that's a load, Josette? That ain't a load! You want a load? Check out the load I dumped into your girlfriend last night!"

The way Vince was positioned over the bench, his crotch was practically in my face to begin with. As he wagged his dick at me, he nearly slapped me with it. It served to remind me once more -- as if I needed reminding -- why I was here. I wanted to be a real man, maybe not quite like Vince -- because there was no way I could get there -- but someone who didn't have to undress in the shadows.

Vince's crotch was so close to my face that I could smell it. It brought up intense memories. I tried not to let it distract me, but it wasn't easy. 

Smelling a guy's crotch reminds me of one thing -- the way Kayla tastes after she comes home from one of her "dates." I'd licked her clean, eaten her out, shoved my face in her crotch often enough just minutes after she walked in the door, to have every detail of that scent and taste memorized. It reminded me of everything she'd given me -- and everything she'd taken away. My girlfriend had given me thrills galore. She'd helped me learn to accept my more feminine side -- in bed, at least. And sometimes elsewhere. 

But what had Kayla taken away?

My pride was just one thing. Self-confidence, assuredness... masculinity. They were all just distant memories after six months as Kayla's cuckold slave.

No, we weren't married, but Kayla could role-play so perfectly that sometimes I forgot. Since I'd moved in with her, we felt married... And when she fucked other guys, that made things even more deliciously humiliating. I hated it, but I loved it. That wasn't news.

What was news was that somehow I'd gotten my mind on the Kayla Situation while I was supposed to be lifting. I still struggled to lift the bar; with a gargantuan moan of effort, I managed to lift it a fraction of an inch... all while I felt the blood rushing to my dick. With the tight workout shorts that I wore, Vince can't have missed my partial hard-on.

That only started Vince laughing and grabbing his crotch again.

 "Josette! Oh, Josette! Your girlfriend weighs less than that load, Josette! Wanna know how I found out?" Vince groped his crotch again, wagging his dick in my face. "It's because I held Kayla up in the air just like this -- one arm -- while I bounced her on the Yellow Submarine!"

Vince is black and Samoan, and he loves to crack wise about it "yellow" this and "yellow" that because he knows it makes us self-conscious white guys uncomfortable. He also likes to brag about his dick size. "Yellow Submarine," my ass. Vince's cock wasn't shaped like a submarine -- believe me, I knew.

And yeah, I knew because I'd looked. I'd looked at my friend's dick, okay? I mean... why not? He doesn't mind. Vince isn't queer or anything, but he's not shy. Why should he be? He's got a big enough dick to show it off. Maybe he figures word will get back to the girlfriends and wives and stuff of all his friends. Maybe he figures that'll get him some hot tail.

Vince doesn't shy away from showering after each workout. Any guy who gives a damn can see what he's got. Of course, to do that, I'd had to shower next to him... so he knew how little I had.

But that's when his big dick was soft. I've seen it hard, too, once, after he'd done exactly this... screaming at me for being such a wimp. It made me get all flushed and embarrassed to see that my friend was erect just from spotting me. It embarrassed me even more to know that he didn't even care enough to pretend that he wasn't. He'd just flat-out flaunted his hard-on that time, right there in the shower, looking at me with a grin, maybe expecting me to get down on my knees and suck it to say "thank you" for his cruel, rough talk while spotting me.

I hadn't. But I'd taken a good, long look, blushing the whole time and hoping my little dick wouldn't get hard, too.

It didn't. Well, maybe a little.

But I've got so little to stiffen that Vince would have barely noticed.

I'm just going to admit it. I'd thought about Vince's hard-on a lot in the last few weeks since I'd seen it in full flight.

I'd thought about him doing something to Kayla with it. Or her doing something to it... like sucking it.

Yeah, I fantasize about my girlfriend -- practically my wife, I guess, since we now live together -- sucking another man's dick. And you know what? That's the least shocking thing about Kayla's and my relationship.

Anyway... back to Vince. His dick is fucking huge when it's soft. But when it's hard, it gets real thick, narrow at the base, fat in the middle, narrow again near the head and then BOOM, it just bulges like crazy. I mean, this guy's dickhead is the biggest I've seen in a lifetime of beating off to big-dick interracial porn.

And besides, it's not "yellow." Vince's skin is kind of a caramel-tan... A pretty nice color, if you wanna know the truth. But he's pale enough that when he screams and yells and abuses me verbally, he goes a little bit pink in the face.

He was pink now, from screaming at me.

And he was grinning.

While I kept on trying to lift, he gestured at my swelling cock, which had bulged my tight shorts so much by the, it was obvious -- even with the little equipment I've got.

"What is it, Josette... is this turning you on? You got a hard-on for having me fuck your hot girlfriend?"

I groaned and pushed with everything I had.

Vince went on laughing as I struggled. I pushed and pushed... And I just couldn't make it. I whined. I felt tears welling up in my eyes.

"P--please!" I gasped. "Take it! I can't--can't--can't--P-p-p-please!"

Vince yelled, "Bullshit! You push that shit, Josette! Push it! Push it or I'll have to make you pull your shorts down in the locker room to prove you're not a girl! Push it or I'll fuck your girlfriend again and this time I'll stay to watch while you eat my load out of her cunt! Push that shit or -- you know what I'll do?"

Vince grinned wolfishly, leaning in so close that I could smell the wintergreen gum on his breath.

He grabbed his big cock through his pants. Soft, it was twice the size mine was when I got hard.

But as Vince grabbed, I realized -- with a ripe combination of shock and excitement -- that maybe it wasn't quite fully soft.

Vince could see in my glistening eyes that I knew what he meant. He grinned and shook his dick at me and said: "Yeah, that's right, Josette. Isn't that what girls do? Isn't that what you want, if you can't even push one-fifteen?"

Vince's eyes flickered down my slender body, his full, kissable lips twisted in a sneer of disgust. I looked up at him through the blur of my tears -- but when I saw his cruel, dark eyes linger on my crotch, I knew I'd gotten fully hard.

Vince's dick was partially stiff, too. But mine was in full-flight.

There wasn't much there to fly, to tell you the truth. But the tight shorts that Kayla makes me wear to workouts don't leave much to the imagination. I might be three-and-a-quarter and narrow, but... when I'm hard in those snug little gym shorts, it's pretty damned obvious.

"I can't," I whimpered. "Please," I begged. "Take it."

Vince leaned in closer. "Say Uncle," he growled.

I mewled pathetically, "Uncle."

No hesitation, no caution. My arms felt like rubber. Vince's big bulging arms hovered just over the silver bar, ready to grab -- but not yet.

"Call me Sir," he said.

"Sir," I bleated.

"Louder! Say, 'Please, Sir!'"

My voice came out in a girlish whine.

"Please, Sir! Please take it! I can't, Sir-- I'm losing it--"

Still, Vince left the bar there, hovering over my chest. I was losing ground every second, a millimeter at a time. Fear closed in on  me as if it was a big, cold hand gripping my balls.

Vince got down real low and said real quiet:

"I wanna year you say 'Master,' bitch. Call me your Master. Ask me nice. Tell me, 'Please, Master.' Just like you do for guys who fuck your girlfriend then she makes you eat their cum out of her snatch! Say it, bitch. Call me your Master."

My eyes rolled back in my head. Drool was running out of my mouth.

I whimpered, "Please, Master. Please take it."

"Daddy," he said. "Call me 'Daddy.' Say 'Please take it, Daddy.'"

Vince grinned.

"Come on, Josette. Your girlfriend didn't mind calling me 'Daddy.' Why should you?"

He taunted me, his voice softer, now. He delivered the humiliating speech in a rich growl. His voice was low enough that the gathering crowd probably couldn't hear it... probably.

And it was a pretty good crowd, by then -- Mack and Dave, Nate, Sam and Steve, the big guy from Austria, Andreas or something -- all of them watching.

They could see me with my boner, and Vince with his total and complete power over me.

Could they hear what Vince wanted me to say?

I hope to hell not.

Saying "Uncle" was one thing -- I could live with that. I'd seen that before, between a spotter and a workout partner he was fucking with. It was all just, you know, good-natured horsing around.

But calling my spotter "Sir"?

That crossed the line into full-on faggotry. 

No more than popping a boner while your spotter is screaming at you, though.

But where I'd pushed my way into the record books was by calling Vince "Master" right there on the gym floor. That was a whole other thing. That made it obvious what was really going on. I was a sissy faggot cuckold who got as turned on being yelled at by real men like Vince as I did licking their cum out of my girlfriend's snatch.

Thank Goddess Vince said that part kind of quietly. But to tell you the truth, I don't know who was close enough to hear.

No one, I hope. Everyone, maybe.

Now he wanted me to go one level deeper into admitting my weakness.

He wanted me to call him "Daddy."

And, despite my distress, I could feel my cock swelling my shorts as I contemplated it.

I was getting desperate. I couldn't resist any longer... if I did, I'd have a full-on raging boner, and everyone would see.

"Please, Daddy? Please, Daddy, take it?"

I said it nice and soft, real soft, in my girly voice, the voice Kayla's trained me to use when I'm role-playing. It's the voice that sends the message that I'm girly and little and helpless and horny and bad. It sends the message that I need to be spanked. It's for when Kayla is going to discipline me with the whip and the cane and the paddle and maybe the cattle prod if I was a really bad bitch. It's the voice I use when she's going to ravish my tight ass with one of her big strap-on cocks.

That's the voice I used when I called Vince "Daddy."

And I didn't just say it once.

I gave it to Vince over and over again:

"Please, Daddy? Please, Daddy, take it? Please, Daddy, I need you, Daddy--please, Daddy?"

Vince grinned savagely, and I knew that nothing would ever be the same.

He savored his victory for a few moments.

Then he took the bar.

He didn't have to work at it. He only used one hand. The bar was up, placed on the rack faster than lightning.

I didn't stay with it. My hands just opened all soft and weak, feeling the ache underneath my leather gloves from how hard I had gripped the bar.

Vince didn't need my help. He had the whole one-fifteen on the rack above me before I knew the taste of his mercy.

Vince grinned and grabbed my arm. He helped me up. I was panting. Tears ran down my face. I was soaked in sweat... Pouring it from every inch of my body.

Vince thumped his big hand on my back.

He said: "Good going, Josette. Gave it your all, like a varsity cheerleader. Just couldn't do it, I guess." He sneered. "No pain, no gain, right, Josette?"

I glanced nervously at the crowd we had drawn and whispered bitterly into his ear:

"Vince, please don't call me that."

Vince's huge hand closed tight on my shoulder. He pulled me close and looked into my eyes. He looked rough, tough, and hard -- like the guys Kayla fucks, the ones she sends home pictures of, the ones she shows me on Quick-Date. The look in his eyes made me tremble a little bit.

Vince sneered: "Why, Josette? Don't want your boyfriends to know what you are?"

His dark eyes did a quick dart around the gym, as if to emphasize that a dozen guys I knew in passing had seen my disgrace.

Maybe worse, they were seeing the closeness between Vince and me, now, as Vince gripped my shoulder and even reached down to massage my aching bicep. It brought a girlish squeal from my lips.

He said, "They know, Josette."

I took a deep breath. I tried to laugh it off. "What do they know?"

Vince's infectious grin soothed me. He stood up, which put his crotch right in my face. Even with those loose shorts of his, Vince's cock bulged. I felt more convinced than ever that it was not entirely flaccid.

I caught my breath as I thought about that.

He said, "They know I meant what I said down there, baby. That's enough lifting for today. Let's get you stripped down and showered, huh?"

"Um, I don't think so," I said, as Vince nearly dragged me to my feet. He wasn't rough about it or anything, but I was so exhausted and breathing so hard that I did need his help. I was stumbling.

All the other guys saw it, too. My face was bright red and hot with shame.

"Um," I said. "I don't think so. I live so close. I'll just go shower at home."

"Nah, I don't think so," said Vince, his big hand on my shoulder, squeezing, guiding me into the locker room.

"I'll change at home," I whined, my voice sounding girlier than ever. "I'll change at home," I said. "Vince it's okay. I'll shower at home."

Vince growled, "No, I don't think so, Josette. You'll shower here.

I was panicking, I guess. There's a very good reason I change at home before and after my workouts, instead of in the locker room. It's because Josette doesn't just make me wear tight shorts, red sneakers, and a little purple tank top to work out. Beneath  my tight shorts, I was wearing a pair of thong panties.

I stumbled as Vince force-walked me toward his locker.

We shared a row, which was how we'd become workout buddies when I first began to come here. But I hadn't stashed anything in my locker for weeks. I never took my clothes off... and I guess Vince planned to change that.

Vince's locker was in a tight corner, shrouded by shadows. It wasn't a busy time at the gym, so we had what amounted to privacy.

He stood me up against the row of lockers, stepped back and crossed his huge arms over his massive, muscled chest.

He looked me up and down.

He said, "All right, get naked."

"Vince, I don't want to," I whined, my voice sounding girlier than ever. "Really, it's fine. I just want to go home. I'll shower there."

Vince grinned. Now I knew he was fucking with me. He probably already knew what he'd find under my shorts.

"Uh-uh," he said. "Take it off. All of it. Everything."

"I don't have flip-flops," I whined."

"I got an extra pair, bitch. Get those clothes off."

My arms were so tired from pushing the weight unsuccessfully that my hands trembled as I tried to get hold of my waistband. My fingers felt limp, uncoordinated.

"Here," Vince said. "You want some help?"

I didn't even try to stop him as he took hold of my lemon-yellow  tank top and pulled it up over my head.

I obediently put my arms up, which made another girly moan of pain spill out of my lips.

My arms hurt too much to bring down, in fact. I just stood there with them over my head for a while, breathing hard, while Vince grabbed the waistband of my skintight sky-blue shorts and pulled them down to my knees.

"Well," he said. "Look at this. Kayla was telling the truth."

I looked down at Vince blankly, still holding my arms up. Every time I moved them, it hurt, so I just grabbed the top of the locker above, and... I guess I pretended he had my hands tied up there.

I guess I tried to be helpless for Vince.

My dick was rock-hard, bulging through the thin fabric of my baby-pink panties. The satin material clung to the outline of my undersized boner. A dark stain showed where my throbbing little cock had started to leak.

My balls swelled my panties even more than my dick did; after the long weeks of chastity Kayla had made me endure, they felt enormous and sensitive.

When Vince's big hand slid its way up my smooth-shaved legs to my nuts and grabbed them, I let out my girliest squeal yet.

His other hand molded over my hard little dick and squeezed.

He grinned up at me. "No wonder Kayla's so tight," he said.

I gulped and looked down at him.

"You really did that?" I asked him.

"Yeah, of course I did," Vince said. "Why not? Funny thing, though... That girl of yours is one kinky bitch. She said she'd fuck me... on just one condition."

Then Vince was up, standing, against me, pinning me tight to the cold, hard metal of the bank of lockers. His mouth was on mine, and his tongue was burrowing in to my mouth. His right hand traveled up from my cock and balls to my left nipple; with his left hand, he seized the other.

He pinched them so hard that I couldn't control myself. I wriggled, writhed, squirmed, and humped up against him.

Our kiss broke with an obscene sucking sound. Spittle glistened between us.

Vince looked in my eyes, his kissable lips twisted in a cruel sneer. He pinched my sensitive nips even harder... and twisted them.

I cried out, no longer caring who heard me.

"Please, Daddy," I moaned. "Please, Daddy, that hurts."

Vince's hands left my nips. One grabbed my throat. The other slid into my hair, which I'd been growing long -- at Kayla's insistence, of course.

He pulled my hair, squeezed my throat, and said:

 "I know it hurts, baby. You're a bitch who likes it hurting, though, aren't you? That's why you've been such a hot little flirt for me. Wiggling that ass in those tight shorts, getting me to spot you and push you harder and call you names to get your little dick stiff. The whole time, I know you've been hoping, no, just fuckin' praying, that I ain't as straight as I seem, because you want my fuckin' dick!"

His mouth came in close to my ear. He pulled my hair harder, choked me a little, and said, "But you know what, Josette? I am fuckin' straight. But that's okay, 'cause you're a fuckin' girl. Once I got Kayla alone, well... she laid it out for me. And believe me, once I found out how good that girl can fuck, I didn't mind taking what she wanted me to take."

Vince laughed cruelly.

"And you're gonna give it up... nice and sweet, ain't you?"

Vince let me go. His left hand slid out of my hair; his right loosened up on my throat. He held me there just long enough to look into my eyes and give me one last deep, thrusting kiss, which left me in a half-melted puddle.

When the kiss finally broke, I felt dazed.

Vince slapped my face to wake me up, to get my attention.

 "Showers. Third stall on the left," he said. "You keep these on, understand? And don't wrap a towel around, either. You walk the cock walk, Josette, just like I do." He chuckled. "Only you're showing off something different."

I stood there and shivered, my eyes roving over Vince's body as he opened his locker and stripped down. I didn't move to take off my panties. I just stood there in them, not even caring if somebody happened by and saw me in them.

Vince got naked. Fuck, I've never looked at a man's body like that. He glistened with sweat. His dick was still soft. All that roughhousing, all that abuse... And he was still pretty much soft.

I was not. My dick tented my panties obscenely. It would have been obvious to anyone who saw me just how fucking turned on I was.

My face was hot and red with shame. My nipples stood, aching from how hard Vince twisted them.

Vince grabbed a clean white towel from the towel service shelf.

He threw it over his shoulder and stood there.

He watched my eyes watching him. I sucked in the sight of him hungrily.

He said, "Third on the left," he said. "Don't make me wait."

Vince stepped into his flip-flops and walked away. My eyes stayed fixed on his rock-hard ass as I watched him go.

My arms felt so weak I could barely move them. I picked up a towel from the shelf. But I didn't wrap it around me.

Instead, I walked out in panties... And headed for the showers.

Third stall from the left.

#

Vince was all wet and waiting for me when I slipped through the white plastic curtain into the little dressing stall outside the private shower. There was a second white curtain at the entrance to the shower itself, but he'd left it open.

He looked me up and down with a fierce, savage look of possessiveness.

Then he said, "All right, bitch. You can take them off now. Get in here."

I obeyed him. I pulled down my panties and stepped out of them. I got in the shower. I felt Vince's huge, muscled arms go around me and pull me close.

But this time, he didn't kiss me. He just shoved me down to my knees. 

I went easy. I found my face in his crotch... And his balls against my lips.

I knew what to do. I started sucking. I lapped at them gingerly, at first, feeling his dick stiffen against my face.

I tried to raise my aching arms and put my hand on Vince's cock, stroking it as it grew fully erect -- but I couldn't. My arms were just too fucking tired.

So I used my mouth alone. I started licking my way from his balls to his hardening dick.

The shaft felt remarkably smooth against my lips and tongue. When I got to the head, I kissed it the way I would kiss Kayla's clit... Or, I guess, any woman's. My tongue slid out and I began to caress Vince's glans, feeling myself get more into it as I accepted what I was doing.

I really was going to suck it.

I finally made my way to the tip of his cock, my heart racing. I felt like I couldn't go further. The fear took me over. I'd taken Kayla's dick into my mouth before, so many times... But that was completely different. This was a real cock.

Vince made it easy. He reached down, grabbed my wet hair, shoved his tongue in my mouth. He pried my lips open, holding my mouth in place like he was turning into a fuckhole.

Then he did just that -- he fucked it. He shoved his dick in my mouth.

Once he did that, I felt no more resistance. I started sucking like I had been born for it. Born, or I guess maybe trained. All those nights sucking Kayla's big strap-on and taught me a few things.

Vince was impressed by at least one of them. With a dick his size, I can't imagine he finds many girls who can swallow it all. But Kayla had taught me to deep-throat, because she said "all good cocksuckers know how to deep-throat."

It took me eight or ten tries, gagging myself on Vince's huge cock till I drooled and coughed, choked and trembled all over. I had to use my hands to hold his big dick in position, which only made my arms hurt even worse.

By then, though, I didn't care. I had Vince to thank for the agony in my arms... And the hard dick in my mouth. I gave him thanks in every way I knew how, rubbing his dick all over my face as the water cascaded down over me, lapping at his balls and shaft with my tongue, letting my wet lips glide up and down while I made love to him. I worshipped Vince's dick for so damned long that he shut off the water and just let me work there for ten, fifteen minutes. Maybe longer. I wasn't even shy about the slurping sounds. I made a lot of them, gulping his dick all the way down my throat and pushing myself onto it in a series of thrusts while I caressed his balls and held the base of his shaft so I could use my full strength to fuck myself onto him.

I didn't feel shy in the least. All of that slurping, I know, must have echoed through the whole fucking locker room.

I guess I just didn't care anymore.

It was quite a long time before Vince figured I'd had enough and decided to "reward" me with a hot load of his steaming jizz. I guess when you're a guy like Vince, you don't pop off after just a few strokes as I tended to do. He lasted as long as he wanted. Even with that ten or fifteen minutes he left the water off so the other guys in the locker room could hear me slurping on his dick, we were both pretty wrinkly by the time he blasted his load.

There was a lot of it. It streamed all over my face, on my chest, into my hair. Vince didn't reach down to help me, or jack himself off. He let me finish. I did a good job, despite the pain in my exhausted arms. I guess you could say I'd found "focus."

The whole time through, Vince didn't make a sound. Not even a grunt.

Once Vince had poured his jizz all over my face, he gave me permission to jerk.

He said, "Go ahead, Josette. Do it. Give up your girl-squirt. Pour that shit right down the drain. That's where your cum belongs, bitch. Never in Kayla. Never."

I didn't have to be told twice.

But I was exhausted. My muscles ached.

I wanted to jerk off... but I couldn't bring myself to force my exhausted hand to my own dick.

And... I shouldn't, should I?

Kayla has trained me to jerk when she tells me to -- and at no other time. Because Kayla so enjoys being a real bitch, that can mean two to three weeks between jerks or hand jobs or -- when I'm a very good girl -- blowjobs. She still gives me those on occasion, when I'm a good girl. When I'm a very good girl.

Otherwise, I'm forbidden to jerk it. I mean... I'll admit, I sneak it, occasionally, but I often end up confessing. I mean, Kayla and me are still boyfriend and girlfriend, right? Even if she cuckolds me, makes me wear panties... our relationship's still built on trust, right?

But this was a special occasion, wasn't it?

Vince barked: "I told you to do it, bitch! Do as you're told!"

Yes, I decided, this definitely was a special occasion.

A real man like Vince, ordering me to jerk off?

I couldn't say no.

Kayla wouldn't have wanted me to say no.

I don't last like Vince. I never did. It was easy to get off. I guess I was close already.

I just grabbed my hard dick, pumped out a few strokes, and pleasure exploded through my slender body.

Where Vince had been silent even when he came, I couldn't control myself. I squealed a girly squeal, moaning like crazy as pleasure suffused my slim body. I shuddered all over, whimpering as the echoes of pleasure died down and the sweet afterglow settled into my aching muscles.

Vince cranked the water on.

"Good girl," he said. "Now let's get you washed up, and... I'll tell you what. You text that hot piece of ass of yours... Tell her I'm driving you home." He grinned down at me. "She and I got lots to talk about, I think. She'll want to hear the whole story."

"Yes, Master," I said, without even thinking.

Vince helped me up, lathered me all over, and rinsed me clean.

He did a hell of a job. He washed my balls, soaped my crack, bent me over to take the hot spray on my hole.

He even washed my long hair.

I could get used to this.
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Knee Pads by Corey Sawyer

Peyton makes me wear knee pads when her boyfriend Cordell comes over.

Cordell is a big, handsome black man with a huge cock. He and Peyton have been together for six months; they're not monogamous, but they're certainly what I would call "serious." And that's putting it mildly.

If I ever had any doubt, Cordell makes it obvious what my wife really values in a man. She loves black men; she really loves well-hung men; and she really loves huge, muscular, well-hung black men who are extremely Dominant. Cordell is the exact opposite of me, her husband, a wimpy little pasty-white sissy. That's why Peyton loves to see me sucking Cordell's cock.

Cordell is 100% straight, of course. He's a real man, unlike me. But he doesn't mind letting me suck; with all the stuff Peyton's done to me, I'm practically a girl now, anyway. And Cordell really loves my wife....loves to fuck her, that is. He knows if he lets me "fluff" him for a while he and Peyton make out on the living room couch, he'll get a much better fuck out of her.

You see, my wife gets insanely turned on when she watches me sucking another guy's cock. She loves it even more when it's a really hard, rough, Dominant guy like Cordell--the kind of guy who knows that he's deeply humiliating me by letting me take his dick in my mouth and serve it. That's why Peyton has fallen so deeply in love with Cordell; he really "gets" her. He knows that the rougher he is with me, the more desperately my wife wants to fuck him. It's a simple equation. To my wife, the Alpha Male should get all the pussy, and she really loves giving it up to him.

As for me? I've never been an Alpha Male or anything like it. I guess I wanted to be one; that's why I married a submissive woman like Peyton, but I didn't know that under that submissive nature was a deep resentment of guys like me who pretend to be Dominant when we really harbor secret fantasies of deep submission. 

If I'd been honest with her from the start, she never would have married me. If I'd known more about myself when I said, "I do," I wouldn't have ended up in this situation. But, as Peyton is fond of telling me, maybe this is what I wanted all along.

That's why Peyton started to fuck other guys behind my back--even before she found out how sexually excited I became when she cheated on me. Once she did, it was easy for her to up the ante and start bringing guys home to top her and fuck her right in front of me. And since Peyton only fucks straight guys, it was only natural to make me start wearing panties for her "dates." Then she started making me wear lipstick. Then she made me grow my hair. Then she started giving me boobies. By then, she owned me completely.

It's been six long months since I took my first hormone shot, and I'm barely even male anymore. But I'm not female, and Peyton won't let me become one--she doesn't want the competition.

Instead, ever since Peyton started to feminize me, I've started migrating to something in between male and female. I'm not just a submissive man, and I'll never quite be a woman. What I am is a cocksucking slut. The wet little thing I've got dangling in my panties doesn't matter. The only things that matter about me to my sadistic wife are the humiliated tears that pour from my big blue eyes when she makes me fluff other guys so they can fuck her.

Peyton fucks lots of guys.  Cordell isn't possessive; but Cordell's cock is Peyton's favorite way to humiliate me. She loves to make out with him on the sofa while I blow him. She loves to laugh at the long black tears pouring down my cheeks. Peyton loves to watch my face reddening when I look up from giving Cordell a blowjob to see his huge dark hand thrust between her pale thighs, his fingers disappearing into her cunt as he sucks her tits.

And Peyton really loves to hear me gagging as Cordell chokes me on his cock.

I've been getting better. My gag reflex used to be infinitely stronger than it is now. Peyton has trained a lot of that out of me with nightly use of her strap-on. Though she sometimes sticks it in both ends, she really prefers to focus on my "front hole," as she calls it. She likes to fuck my face roughly with her strap-on, and that helps me learn how to deep-throat her boyfriend's better. I've learned to take deep breaths, open wide and relax my throat muscles. I've gotten so I can swallow cock pretty easily.

But Cordell is really huge. Even the biggest strap-on Peyton fucks me with isn't anything compared to his enormous cock.

What's worse, Cordell has got very big hands, and he doesn't let them sit idle. He puts his powerful hands to good use while I'm "fluffing" him.

Peyton's been making me grow my hair out. It's almost down to my shoulders. That gives Cordell a very nice handhold when I'm sucking him off, and he's not shy about using it. If I don't fuck my face onto his cock with enough enthusiasm, he just reaches out with one of his huge powerful hands and grabs my hair and pumps my head up and down like I’m a rag doll. He makes me take his cock deeper down my throat; he makes me swallow it all.

All the knee pads do is keep me from bagging the black fishnet stockings Peyton makes me wear. Peyton got tired of buying me a new pair of stockings after every "date." Now, I can wear one pair of fishnets for two or three dates with Cordell. My wife insists on being economical.

Mind you, she doesn't mind if she has to buy new stockings after every date. I mean, even if I kneel and suck for half an hour or even an hour, I'm just "fluffing." Cordell can last forever; he never gets tired of letting me choke on his cock. My cocksucking only stops when Peyton gets so turned on that she has to beg Cordell to fuck her. Sometimes she wants him to take her to bed. Other times, she's so hot that she can't even wait that long. She begs him to fuck her on the couch or on the living room floor, and Cordell always starts out by fucking Peyton doggy style. It's her favorite position; she loves how submissive it makes her feel. She's submissive to Cordell, of course, not to me. He does whatever he wants to her, and Peyton loves every minute of it.

Cordell isn't gentle when he fucks Peyton from behind, any more than he is when he fucks my face. He rides her roughly and really pounds her, slamming the bed or the couch into the wall. If he's fucking her on the living room floor, he can even make the walls shudder a little. He fucks her so hard sometimes I think he's going to bring the house down, but Peyton always begs him for more.

Whether Cordell does Peyton on the couch or the bed or the sofa, he fucks her so hard that Peyton's stockings always end up ripped in the knees. A pair of knee pads would really help, you know? Knee pads just like the ones that I wear.

But Peyton doesn't care. She says she finds it sexy when Cordell ruins her clothes by fucking her so hard. To her, buying a new pair of stockings for every date with Cordell is just part of the price of sex with a real man.

But I have to wear knee pads. Peyton insists on it. She says buying me new stockings for every date is a waste. "It's not like I need you to look all that pretty, darling. All I need you to do is kneel there and suck."

And that's what I do whenever Cordell comes over. But sometimes I wonder: If my wife hates competition so much, why does she make me suck Cordell's cock? I guess the answer is that I can't be Peyton's competition. Sucking his cock is just a show of submission. Yeah, sure, it makes my little dick so hard I leak wet pre-cum till my panties are soaked. But it's not like it's a sexual act. Not like when Peyton goes down on Cordell. When that happens, they make eye contact and Cordell caresses her face and says dirty, romantic things to her. He tells her how pretty she is and what a good submissive little cocksucker she is. 

Sometimes I wish he'd say those things to me, but Peyton would never allow it. I'm not supposed to be treated like Cordell's "girlfriend." I wouldn't be, even if I were a real girl.

All I am is a knee pad sissy--kneeling and fluffing so I can watch Peyton get what she's always wanted:  real cock from a real man.

I'll tell you the truth though. Since Peyton never makes Cordell use a condom -- and she doesn't take birth control,--there are a few special days every month that I really look forward to. Peyton tracks her cycle meticulously, and she knows the days that she's fertile. That's when Cordell can't cum inside her. Instead, he fucks her in front of me, sometimes for hours, and when he's good and finished, she makes him pull out.

Those days, Cordell snaps his fingers and motions me over.

My little cock is always hard when I know it's a fertile day for Peyton. I know I’m going to get that special thing from Cordell that I've started to crave. Those days, I feel the sexy softness of my knee pads as I crawl across the floor. I plant my mouth around the tip of Cordell's pussy-wet cock and wrap my hand around the shaft. 

I look up into Cordell's gorgeous dark eyes as I stroke him off. I feel his hot, delicious cum erupting into my mouth. I suck and I swallow. I take every drop, making eye contact with him. My eyes burn.

I like to fantasize that there's something more than just contempt in Cordell's eyes. I like to think that those gorgeous, seductive brown orbs hold something more than the disgust of a real man, a Dominant man, for a submissive cocksucking sissy like me.

I like to think he enjoys shooting off in my mouth and seeing how eagerly I swallow. I like to think he has some affection for me.

I like to think that he's having fond thoughts about me as he watches me lick his cock clean of my wife's musky juices. I like to think that it turns him on a little, the way I look up submissively as I lick his balls and say, "Thank you, Sir."

But I never know for sure. All I know is that after he cums in my mouth, Cordell always goes back to my wife. That's one of the things Peyton loves about him. He knows how to nurture her afterglow. He's amazing with the romantic post-sex cuddles.

So all I can do is kneel there with the taste of Cordell's cum in my mouth, and the succulent memory of its texture gliding down my throat. All I can do is kneel there with my fishnet-clad knees cushioned by humiliating knee pads and watch Cordell take my wife in his arms.

Those days, the tears that form in my eyes are a different kind entirely. They feel just as humiliating, but they don't come from my gag reflex, and they don't come from the humiliation of having to wear knee pads over my fishnets. They come straight from my heart.

I taste Cordell's cum and remain on my knees watching my wife with her boyfriend, trying to suppress my soft sobs of despair as black tears run down my cheeks.

I watch them and hope it'll soon be time to "fluff" again.
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Down for the Count by Thomas S. Roche

I suppose it was a momentary urge to get my ass pounded that got me to do it -- fuck, there's no shame in that.  I let the bastard take me down, and he did what any victor would do -- to the victor goes the spoils, right?  And thus was I spoiled.  Hah hah hah.  Not that I'm complaining.  Arnassen knows he's a loser, knows I'm going to pound his ass one of these days.  Maybe tonight.  But this was last week, and I was the one who got his ass pounded.  Not that I'm complaining.  Fuck no, I'm not complaining.

#

He was waiting for me as I left the gym, after my late workout.  It was practically six, and dead winter, a couple of weeks before Christmas, so it was pitch black and everyone was already home or at the library cramming for midterms or some bullshit.  I was the last guy to leave the shitty little weight room, and the janitors had already finished up and gone home.  He was waiting there by the exit to the locker room.  He looked pretty pissed.

I just stood there looking at him, grinning, arrogant, unflinching.  I figured he was going off about what happened earlier and wanted to kick my ass.  What the fuck, I thought.  I can handle that fucking attitude.  I fired it right back to him.

“What's up, Arnassen?”

“Kicked my ass today at practice, didn't you, Wilson?”

I laughed.  Arnassen and I had been paired off in a match.  We'd had some shit going down between us, like in the locker room and shit.  Just a kind of low-boil competition.  He was a pretty boy, which isn't to say I had a problem with that.  He had a nice tight round ass and was a little bit of a lightweight, which is the way I like 'em.  His hair was blonde and his eyes were blue, his skin so white and clear, which I figured was 'cause his parents were from Scandinavia or something.  I remember hearing in this lit class on myths how “Scandinavia” got its name.  Something to do with the goddess of death.  I got a chuckle out of that one.

Arnassen was a pretty boy, all radiant arrogance and shit, and that's why I took him down a peg.  Well, that's not the only reason.  But it contributed.

“You kicked my ass,” said Arnassen, with a shit-eating grin on his face.  I figured any second he would take a swing at me.

“That's right.  Cum hoc signo vinces,” I said, flexing.  “Guess you just couldn't hold up when it got down to it.  Let's say you couldn't get it up.”

His smile fell, his face got hard, rigid.  “You sure could,” he said.

“Oh yeah,” I chuckled.  “You noticed that.”

“Couple of the other guys, too.  You were like a fucking horse, faggot.  You were ready to fuck me up the ass.”

“That skinny ass?  What if it was?”  I was playing it real cool.  This asshole wasn't going to fuck with me, as far as I was concerned.  “You woulda taken it.”

“Yeah, maybe.  You had me down pretty good.  You get off on wrestling guys?  Holding them down and shit?”

What the fuck was his game?  What kind of sick game was this fucker playing?  Did he have a fucking bug up his ass about queers or something, figured he shouldn't drop the soap around me?  What a fucking asshole.

“I get off on teaching sophomores who think they're hot shit just what's what about the wide world of sports, you fucking eighteen year old punk.”

“I'm nineteen,” sneered Arnassen.

“Got left back?  Couldn't learn your times tables?”

“Fuck you.”  Arnassen didn't flinch.  “So maybe you're ready to see if you can keep it up when no one's watching, right?  Maybe you're ready for a rematch.”

I watched him.  It was starting to make sense.  I could finally start to figure what game this guy was playing.

I let my face soften a bit.  Just a bit.

“What the fuck are you talking about, punk?”

“You and me.  On the mat.  Just like this afternoon.”  Arnassen held up a big jailer's key ring.  “Coach is letting me lock up tonight.  So we've got the back gym to ourselves.  For a rematch.  Only this time we play with a couple of extra rules.”

I was interested.  But where Sophomores are concerned, I like to play hard to get.  “Look, I'm wiped out.”

“To the victor go the spoils,” said Arnassen.

I froze.  It was a phrase coach screamed at us all the time, to psych us up before a match or berate us for being wimps.  To most of the pinhead guy on the team, it meant that the winning wrestler got the pick of the juicy sorority babes, cheerleaders or something, I can't fucking remember.  But that's not what it meant to Arnassen.  Or to me.  I never would have fucking figured him for a queer, but it explained a lot of things.

“You and me?”

“That's right,” he told me, grinning.  “Doors to the back gym locked.  No one to save your sorry ass when I whip it.”

I laughed.  “You and me,” I said.  “Get your wimp ass in there.”

#

Arnassen had his own special rules picked out, and he told them to me after he got his clothes off.

He stripped off his T-shirt, showing me the tight, muscled form of his skinny chest with its firm, light nipples.  He kicked off his shoes and slowly took down his gym shorts, his body shiny with sweat as I watched.  Then he got off his jockeys as I felt my own cock getting hard.  I'd seen his prick a hundred times in the locker room but I never wanted it as bad as I wanted it then.  Then again, I'd never seen it hard.  I watched carefully as Arnassen sat naked on the bench and started to lace his feet into his wrestling boots.

He told me his rules for the wrestling match he was about to lose.

I listened to each, grinning, nodding.  This was going to be the first match I'd ever really enjoyed winning.

One:  We were going to wrestle bare-ass naked except for our boots.  Both of us.  Not even a fucking jock strap.  Just a pair of wrestling boots.

Two:  There were no rules against crotch shots, punching, below the belt, nothing.  No good-sportsmanship crap.  It was tooth-and-nail down for the count, until one of us cried “Uncle.”

Three:  To the victor would go the spoils.

My cock throbbed hard as I stripped off my clothes and got on my red wrestling boots.

#

We slammed together like there was no fucking tomorrow.  It was combat from the beginning.  His flesh was hot and slick with sweat, it was hard getting a grip on him.  I could smell the ripe odor of his crotch and ass and the rest of his body -- he hadn't taken a shower after practice, that was for sure.  The smell almost overpowered me, which was how Arnassen could get me down, I think.  He started screaming like a psycho and flipping me onto my back.  He caught me off guard.  I hadn't expected the little wimp to take me down that fast.  I rolled back and lunged at him, getting hold of his wrist.  That's when he brought his knee up, hard, into my balls.  I saw stars and went down, and Arnassen climbed on top of my chest, his knees on my shoulders and upper arms, holding me down, his cock pulsing and hard against my throat as he slapped my face.  I saw stars.  The head of that prick was almost within reach, but I didn't go for it.  Instead, I took another hard slap on the face as Arnassen laughed.

“Forgot about Rule #2, didn't you, Wilson?”

I squirmed, and he slapped me again.  That's when I got my arm free and slammed my hand into his ass.  Not his cheeks -- right in the center.  I squeezed his asshole hard with his fingers, feeling its give and then yanking on the hairs.  Arnassen yowled in agony as some of his butt-hairs came off in my fingers.  And he lost his balance, and that's all I needed to get him off me.  He came down on his back, the wind knocked out of him, gasping for breath.  We struggled.  He fought and kicked under me but couldn't get me in the balls.  I had him down, good, and he wasn't coming up I licked my lips as I looked into that beautiful face straining against me, sweating, and imagined the lips curving obediently around the shaft of my cock.  Then he executed a perfect roll from under me -- I have no fucking idea how he did it.  I guess I wasn't paying attention, I was thinking too hard about ramming my shaft down his throat.  Next thing I knew I was down on my belly and Arnassen had his grip on my wrist, yanking it up behind me.  I had to move fast to get out from under him, and he lost hold of my arm.  We clinched again, held it, struggling mightily back and forth, neither of us getting it right.

I breathed hard, our cocks pulsing inches from each other.  I was starting to get worried.  Which cock would end the match buried in a yielding asshole?

Sweat poured down our bodies.  Our faces were close, and I could smell Arnassen's breath.  His face was bright red.  He tried to reach down and get hold of my balls.  Instead, I got my hand around his wrist and slammed it down onto the mat.  My shoulder held his other arm down, his hand flailing uselessly as he tried to get a grip on me.

This wasn't wrestling, it was catfighting, like you see on TV at 3:00 am in some weird-ass 70s technicolor cop movie about hookers.  And it was a fuck of a lot more fun than wrestling, that was for fucking sure.  I was about to shoot all over the fucking mat, if I couldn't hold off till I got Arnassen on his belly and pushed my cock inside him!

I laughed at him as I held him down.  “Open wide, tough guy.  Do you swallow?”

Arnassen grunted:  “Do you?”

His arm twisted free and he got hold of my pit-hairs.  I yelped -- I wasn't expecting him to give as he got!  I cursed as Arnassen slammed his knee wedged between my legs again and the wind went out of me.  But he didn't stop there.  Like a true sportsman, or combat marine, Arnassen pressed his advantage.  The fucker gave it to me in the crotch twice more, hard in the balls, so I was left gasping for air.  He slid off me for a second and then came down hard on top of my chest, holding me down with his whole body, and I saw he had his gym bag in one hand.

I smiled.  Arnassen had his legs spread over me, his tender, juicy balls just waiting for a merciless fist to slam them.  And my arm was free.

I was read to hit him, hard, and make him feel it like he'd done to me.  Except I couldn't.

See, Arnassen was tearing a rubber open with his teeth.  When I saw that, I just gave up, even though I could have nailed him good and reamed his pretty ass.  But maybe I wanted to let Arnassen have his victory.

Instead of slamming his balls, I got hold of them gently and kneaded them, working the shaft of his prick with my thumb.  Then I wrapped my fingers around it and started to jerk him off.

My balls still ached, and I still couldn't breathe right.  I figure I just didn't have what it took to bring Arnassen down.  Either that, or I liked the fact that he'd beaten me and I wanted him to do my ass.  Your guess is as good as mine.  I worked his shaft up and down, milking it hard, wanting it to squirt its juice all over my sweaty face.

Arnassen slapped my hand away.  He was running the fuck here.  He got the rubber rolled over his prick and then he was straddling me, and I was staring at the rubber sheathed head of his purple, engorged prick.

He slapped my face again.  Arnassen laughed, and for the first time I could see the artifice in his laugh.  He knew I was loving this as much as he was.  Probably more.

“Put out, loser.  Suck it!”

He guided his cock down to my mouth and pushed it in, forcing the thick shaft between my tightly-clamped lips.  Crouching over me, he started pumping his hips back and forth, fucking my face like the dominant male he was.  He had beaten me properly and my face was his property, he was taking what he wanted from it.  Or something.  I squirmed into a better position so I could get it down into the back of my throat.  I sucked it down, swallowing the thick head.  I almost choked the first time, but Arnassen adjusted himself to a better angle.  Then he pushed his cock into my throat.

I lay under him, savoring the sweet agony of defeat and tasting the thrill of Arnassen's victory.  Arnassen growled cruelly as he plundered my mouth and throat.  

“Oh yeah.  Oh God fucking yeah!  Had enough, loser?  Roll over!”

I put up enough of a fight, just enough to keep Arnassen working for his spoils.  I started to squirm away, like I didn't want to get fucked it the ass, which was as far from the truth as anything I could imagine.  Arnassen got on top of me and pushed me down against the mat, forcing his sweaty and rank-smelling armpit into my face.

“You like that, wimp?  You like it when I beat your sorry ass?  I beat you fair and square, cumrag, now roll over!  On your stomach!  You're gonna take it in the shitter!”

Arnassen wrestled me onto my belly, knowing with every second of the struggle how much I wanted him to pound my ass.  But he was the victor, and I was his prize, not a willing participant in this ritual.  So Arnassen, showing a sudden wave of inspiration, grabbed a long pair of damp, filthy gym socks from his bag and got them tied around my wrists, knotting them tight before he mounted me.  He had my wrists behind my back, my face pressed into the filthy wrestling mat as he got behind me and guided his spit-lubed cock between my cheeks.  I felt it nudging my tight asshole, felt myself opening up to be fucked.  Then Arnassen worked his thick cockhead into the tight hole and forced his latex-sheathed prick in.  I gasped as he pushed it slowly up my hole.

Damn, that fucker was big.  Arnassen did it slow, fucking me in long, hungry strokes into my asshole, slapping my ass and pushing me down against the mat.  Finally, as he started to pump me, getting closer to his cum, he reached under and started working my meat.

“Do it, fuckboy!  Fucking do it!”

I groaned as I shot all over the wrestling mat.  Arnassen went over the edge, his rubber-sheathed cock pulsing, shooting streams of jizz into my tight asshole.  My ass spasmed as I came, and I milked his prick for all I was worth.  I felt Arnassen settling down on me as he finished.

“Hit the fucking showers, Wilson.  You smell like a locker room.”

“Same here.”

#

It couldn't last forever.  But it was still a shame to wash away Arnassen's musky reek.

We got the water going hot and soaped each other up.  I was still the spoils of war for Arnassen, so when he pulled me hard against him and started kissing me, shoving his tongue into my mouth, I just kind of stayed limp against him, letting him suck on my lips and tongue and plunder my mouth.  I smeared the soap bar over his chest and dropped down to my knees.

No way I was getting soap in my mouth, so I just aimed his cock for my face while I lathered it all over.  I worked it up and down until it was hard again, then beat him off as the hot water ran over both of us.  I worked my hand behind him and started fingering his asshole, just playing with the outside and maybe pushing in a little.  He groaned like it was the best thing in the world.  It took him longer, standing up.  But when he shot, the streams mingled with the water and went all over my back and shoulders.  I smeared it in and then soaped myself up again.  I knew we had to get out of the gym.  It was almost eight, and the security guards came on duty at nine.

#

I figure it was like this.  Once I knew Arnassen wasn't the prick he pretended to be, I could let him win the match.  That's probably what we both wanted from the beginning, but then again, who the fuck knows?

The point is, some day I'll still take him down, and I won't have to pound his balls to do it, even if it is technically within the “rules.”  I'll take him down because he wants me to take him down.  And then I'll ream his ass as good as he reamed mine.

#

“Rematch, Arnassen.  Next week.”  I was kissing his neck gently in the shadows by the back entrance to the dorm .  No one else was in sight.

“Yeah right,” he told me, running his fingers through my hair.  “You a glutton for punishment?”

“Are you?”

“Only if you make me be one.”

I saw the campus shuttle was coming up the road, heading the back way toward the parking lots.

I cupped my hand around the bulge in Arnassen's shorts as I hiked my backpack and got ready to sprint for the shuttle.  “A word of advice, youngster.  At practice again on Tuesday.  Don't drop the soap.”

“Not with you around,” he said.
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