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Book Description 

High Femmes: Smoking-Hot Stories of Extreme Forced Feminization and Drugged Pleasure

Lose yourself in a psychedelic wonderland where esoteric drugs bring about total transformation. The eight erotic stories in “High Femmes” will shift the very fabric of reality around you... or maybe it’s you that seems to be shifting?

A college camping trip gets very interesting when it stumbles across a batch of very rare “magic mushrooms.” But when the mellow is harshed by some pervy infidelity, can the magic Queen Johdanta solve everything with a heavy dose of her magic mist?

A hotwife’s sissy is ordered to dress up and go-go dance for the annual Bisexual Ball, while the wife makes a slut of herself with her many friends down on the dance floor. And just to make sure her sissy puts on a really good show, she’s got a few tabs of ecstasy for her...

Kinky switch Domme Ava knows caffeine makes her hubby-slave “Bobbi” incredibly antsy... and incredibly horny. And since her first date with the very dominant Master Justin is at a coffee shop, what better time or place to showcase how girly her sissy’s become... by letting Master Justin take her into the café restroom to “try her out” while she’s amped on espresso?

A gay activist journalist diligently tracks a closeted rockstar, hoping to “out” him as the self-hating queen he is. But what he discovers isn’t just a closet queer... it’s a smoking-hot scene complete with cocaine, T-girls, and the journalist’s own throbbing member, desperate with need...

Deep in the “wrong side of town,” a polite suburban couple drops by the house of their smokin’-hot dealer, Linc, to buy more of their favorite pink powder. “Dolly” or “D” is the hottest new party drug... and Janet and Shaun have been using a whole lot of it, lately. So much so, in fact, that he’s experiencing some of those weird, rumored “side effects” of choice, high-grade D. Like for instance, when a few of Linc’s buffed black friends take control and begin to play with Shaun, not only does this supposedly straight suburban husband find the men irresistible... he finds his very body transforming the higher and hornier he gets!

Jodi’s cross-dressing boyfriend, Dale, claims to be 100% straight... but Jodi’s gay friend Shane is so friggin’ hot, Jodi can’t believe Dale would say “no” to that, assuming she can get Shane to play! For both of them, some of “the good stuff” -- high-quality amyl nitrate, or “poppers” -- should grease the wheels a bit...

“High Femmes” is an explicit erotic collection of forced feminization, sissification, cuckold fetish, cheating fetish and drug use stories. It is intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of drug use, infidelity, cuckolding, erotic humiliation, cheating, multiple partner sex, domination, submission, oral sex, anal sex, erotic punishment, erotic humiliation, threesomes, group sex and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Magic Mushrooms by Drake Duffy

Hank knew he should not have wandered off into the forest like that after he spotted Naomi hooking up with Jahquil like that.

But what was he supposed to do? He couldn't face her. He couldn't pretend that it hadn't happened, or that he hadn't seen it. 

He shouldn't be out here. It was dangerous. There were no more wolves in these parts, but the ranger stations throughout Agua Elena National Forest bore prominent signs warning about bears.

But Hank wandered into the forest anyway. He needed to get away.

Hank had noticed Jahquil putting the moves on his girlfriend, but he figured Naomi's responses had just been harmless flirtation. Hank sure as hell hadn't thought she would succumb so easily -- no matter how high they all got on mushrooms or whatever. Mushrooms were not even supposed to be a sex drug, were they? Why had it been so fucking easy for Jahquil to peel Naomi’s panties off? What, was Naomi expecting that Hank would be fine with this? Did she want him to join in and have, like, a threesome or something? The very idea repulsed Hank... but if that’s what Naomi had been thinking, then why had she and Jahquil sneaked off to that little hollow off the main field, like they were trying to hide what they were doing... and doing a shit job?

Hank was angry at Naomi, but he was even more ashamed at himself. He had his weird, kinky fantasies, sure, but he never would have thought seeing his girlfriend get fucked by another man would affect him like this. He never dreamed that it would make his dick get so hard, seeing Naomi high off her ass on mushrooms, bucking and surging under Jahquil’s great, muscled bulk... talking dirty while Jahquil fucked her....

But even more humiliating had been what Naomi said while Jahquil’s cock plunged in her. She didn’t just talk dirty... she asked for things Hank did not want to think about her craving.

Hank could hardly even bear to recall it, but Naomi’s sexy voice was etched into his mind.

“Cum inside me,” she had begged Jahquil as the big black man’s giant dick pumped away inside her. “Knock me up...”

Why would that make Hank’s dick even harder? What the fuck? Did he have a thing for pregnant girls or something? Why would he get hard in the first place, for that matter? He’d read about that perverted Femdom stuff and how some guys liked to watch their lady get screwed by another man, but... was that him? Was he a big fat fucking pervert?

Hank had to admit he’d certainly had his share of dirty fantasies... but was he, like, really a pervert? Could he be a big enough pervert to not get all turned on watching Naomi cheat on him with a black man?

And even more distressing... was Hank really such a big perv that he imagined himself in there, getting her ready, licking her pussy... even “lubing up” Jahquil’s big black cock whenever he pulled out of Naomi and made her beg for it... which he did a lot?

Hank tried to blame it on the mushrooms. Sure, they weren’t supposed to be a sex drug... but who knew for sure? Luke Burris was a fucking psychedelics nerd, so when he’d found these shrooms, he knew what they were; he even knew the species. That’s why Hank figured it was safe to do them, even though everyone knows you can get poisoned by picking the wrong mushrooms.

But Luke seemed to know all about them. He’d called them “Inocybe nissallis” or something, and said they were a very rare and very potent hallucinogenic.

“You take these, I guarantee a good time,” Luke had said.

Well, Hank was not having a good time, but that could hardly be blamed on Inocybe nissallis. These were some pretty good mushrooms, all right, and as for magic mushrooms not being a sex drug, well... Hank was horny as fuck, that’s for sure.

High off his ass, Hank stumbled deep into the forest, losing his way back to camp. It was a very fine, very warm night, and he started sweating. He took off his soaked T-shirt, feeling the warm forest air on his naked flesh. Somehow, he lost it. He wish he’d worn more than his flip-flops, but he’d been planning to hit the swimming hole and see if some of the girls from B-camp were skinny dipping; he could use a thrill, and some of those Lancaster babes were damned fine.

Hank lost his way. He saw the redwoods wobble and seethe around him, the vines and branches reaching for him as if they were tendrils or tentacles. He was peaking. He couldn't tell where he was.

Hank tried to think about where camp was, in relation to the rest of the forest... and all he could think about was the scene at the edge of the meadow, with Naomi and Jahquil.

In response, Hank’s cock throbbed. His tight shorts felt restrictive.

He found himself unzipping them. He took his cock out and just let it hang there, loving the feel of the forest air on it.

Noting how good that felt, Hank went further.

Something possessed him to strip off his shorts and his jockeys and wander around naked. His boner stood out, proud and impressive... well, not that impressive, now that he’d gotten a close-up look at Jahquil’s much larger cock. But Hank’s prick was a lot more impressive hard than it was after Naomi Bohannon had gotten a few strokes in... which was usually all it took.

Hank suppressed his growing urge to grab his dick and pump one out just for the pleasure of it; that would be fucking undignified, after what he’d witnessed. Then again, when he got back to camp, he would be doubly humiliated... having lost his clothes and having a big fucking boner. Maybe he should jerk off, if only to make sure he wasn’t carrying around a loaded staff when he finally found his way back to camp.

Oh, yeah, Hank thought. Fucking camp. Where is it again? Where am I? Fuck, I am so fucking high... oh, here’s an awesome meadow... are those mushrooms right there on the edge, in a circle? That’s a lot of mushrooms. I wonder how you tell the ones that are psychic. I shouldn't eat them. They might be poison. I’ll pick one and smell it... it smells kinda good. One lick can’t hurt, right?

Hank tumbled, laughing, onto his back. He never did put together whether he’d licked that damned mushroom, or whether he’d just cradled it against his junk, laughing his ass of as he rolled around on the lush grass. The grass seemed too green for late summer; it should have gone brown by now, even here in the heart of the forest. What did it matter? Hank knew fuck-all about forest shit; all he knew was how to shoot his load in his pants and lay here and jerk off....

He started doing the latter, grabbing his cock and pumping it. Surges of pleasure went through him as he recalled Naomi’s hot voice, moaning and talking dirty as Jahquil pumped into her. That was one thing about Naomi... she never shut up, which was kind of a good thing, during sex, as far as Hank was concerned. She purred, growled and whispered and moaned and mewled into his ear the whole time every time they’d making out, which was one of the reasons Hank had always popped his load after just a few jerks. She’d say things to him like, “Yeah, you want in my pants, baby? You wanna put your big dick in my tight little hole, baby? My pussy’s so wet for you... put your fingers in, baby... feel how tight that is?” 

From the little bit that Hank had been able to overhear, Naomi had been saying the same sort of things to Jahquil. That made him feel a whole hell of a lot less special than before... but what really embarrassed him was how hot it made him to recall Naomi’s sexy voice purring out dirty words while Jahquil’s big black cock slammed up into her.

Hank heard himself murmuring hornily under his breath as he jerked himself off: “Yeah, you want in my pants, baby? You wanna put your big dick in my tight little hole, baby? My pussy’s so wet for you... put your fingers in, baby... feel how tight that is?”

He was already close; he could have squirted a fat load all over his belly then and there, but he backed off and made himself wait, letting himself enjoy the moment. In fact, he struggled to savor it. Why hadn't Naomi been able to know that instinctively, with all the guys she had supposedly jerked off? With all of the skill she showed at the handy, Hank figured she must have jerked off that many and more. He remembered her sweet, sure touch and tried to duplicate her technique with his own hand: “You wanna put your big dick in my tight little hole, baby?” he heard himself moaning, softly at first, then more loudly as he repeated it. “My pussy’s so wet for you... put your fingers in, baby... feel how tight that is? Put your fingers in my cunt. Put your fingers in my cunt and stretch it out for your big... black... dick!”

Where the fuck had that come from? Hank didn’t know, but it made his dick surge so hard he began to squirt slightly. Beads of pre-cum leaked out of his tip, and he surprised himself with what he did. He thumbed the dribbles off of his cockhead and brought his hand to his mouth and licked it. That’s when he realized his hand still clutched the pulped mass of the mushroom he’d grabbed. Holy shit, he’d been rubbing it all over his junk. What the fuck? What if it was poison? More interestingly, what if it was psychedelic or something?

The fog had started to come in. It always did, about midnight. It had to be pretty close to that, now.

Hank began to wonder whether Naomi and Jahquil were still going at it. From how long Jahquil had lasted without losing speed or enthusiasm for the ten minutes or so Hank had watched them, that fucker had staying power. Maybe he was still fucking Naomi, spreading her legs wide as he drove his big black cock into her....

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” Hank mimicked, his husky voice sounding nothing like Naomi’s but the words still turning him on. “My cunt’s so tight for your big black cock... put it in me, Jahquil. Put it in me with no fucking protection. Fuck my cunt bareback, Jahquil. Fuck my cunt with your big, hard black cock...”

Hank had to put his hands flat on the grass to keep from spurting out everything he had once he started to talk dirty like that. What the fuck was happening to him?

The fog was in thick. The moon sure was bright. It glowed all around him... the moon, and the fog... the moonlight in fog, or... wait, what was that green glow? Fog shouldn't be green, should it? Moonlight? Should that be green, too?

Hank figured the fluttering wings all around him were probably just, like, magic mushroom hallucinations. As he understood it, the thing was a hallucinogenic stimulant or some shit, so it could make you see things that weren’t there. Hank sure as fucked hoped that these things weren’t there, because there were a fucking lot of them. They fluttered all around him, like a plague of locusts... but beautiful. He saw faces in them; he heard voices. The first voice he could pick out of the soft musical chorus was female:

Welcome to the land of Tullessa, mortal. Queen Johdanta welcomes you and hears your plea. You have consumed our sacred intoxicant, the nissa fungus, and the portal is opened for us. We thank you, mortal. You will be changed for your pleasure... and ours... at one with the spirits of the forest, you will receive what you ask for...

Hank felt sick; it seemed like electric current was running through him. His back arched. His legs spread. He planted his bare feet on the thick grass and lifted his hips up high, moaning...

He heard another voice: Naomi’s. “Fuck me, baby. Put your big black dick in me. Shove it in my hole, baby. Give it to me.”

And another: Jahquil’s. Grunting and groaning and sighing in pleasure as he pumped his big black cock into Hank’s girlfriend. Hank heard Jahquil talking dirty to Naomi: “Yeah, baby. You want that big black dick? Take that big black dick, baby. I’m-a shoot my big load up in you, baby. Beg for it.”

“No, baby, I’m not on the pill. Please don’t -- oh, fuck, that’s good, oh, fuck...”

“Beg for it, baby. I know you want it. Don’t tell me no. I’ll pull out if you want me to...”

Naomi, again: “No! No, no, no, no, no, don’t pull out.” Hank saw his girlfriend in his mind’s eye as she tightened her legs around Jahquil’s back, digging her crossed ankles up into his muscular buttocks to keep him inside her. “Don’t pull out, baby. Cum inside me. Fucking cum inside me. I don’t care. Shoot your load in me.”

“Yeah, baby. That’s it. Beg me to cum inside you.”

Naomi, again: “Yeah, baby. Put it inside me. Pump it up into me. Put that black baby inside me. Knock me up, Daddy. Oh, fuck, I need it... I want it...”

Then Hank heard another voice: His. Only it wasn’t his. It was... someone’s. Someone else’s. Moaning like crazy... a woman’s voice.

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” the voice said, and Hank knew that he was the one speaking... he, or was it... for now... she? Hank’s husky voice, just a few years post-change, was still rough and unpleasant to his own ears, most of all when he talked dirty like he’d been doing. He sounded nothing like a girl, normally... but this did. He felt his lips form the words and knew they were not his lips, but hers, a woman’s, a girl’s, a hot girl’s... 

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” Hank moaned wildly. “My virgin cunt is so fucking tight... I need your big, black cock to stretch me out... I need your big hard black cock to pop my cherry, Daddy. Fuck me, now... fuck my tight white virgin cunt. I’m so wet for you. Put it in me, Jahquil. Don’t use a condom. Put it in me with no fucking protection. Fuck my cunt bareback, Jahquil. Fuck my cunt with your big, hard black cock...”

Through the softly-glowing fog, Hank saw a dark form... Jahquil. Only he wasn’t rutting on Hank’s girlfriend... he was standing, stark naked and gorgeous, his black skin outlined against the gentle green glow of the luminescent fog. 

Hank looked down at himself, shocked at what he saw. His body was gone. In its place was a gorgeous -- gorgeous young girl about his age, slim, just past her sexual majority, her blonde pussy just barely furred, her tits small and firm, the nipples hard with the touch of the cool fog. Hank’s hand went to his crotch and he felt what he saw: his hard cock was gone, as were his balls. His body was smaller than before, no more than five feet, maybe, nothing over ninety-five or a hundred pounds... more petite, even, than Naomi. Golden-blonde hair scattered over his shoulders, tendrils writhing their way down to Hank’s breasts. Hank’s legs were spread, his ripe pussy exposed. He pushed two fingers up in his slit and discovered he was gushing wet -- and his entrance was blocked by a tight, thick barrier. He was a virgin.

The pressure against his slit, his entrance and -- obliquely -- against his clitoris sent a surge of pleasure through Hank’s body. He moaned uncontrollably. 

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” he heard his girl-voice begging, as the great, dark figure moved toward him. He saw its cock and felt hot waves of fear through his young, virgin body... but that didn’t stop him from wanting it. He kept his legs spread as the dark form approached him.

Hank’s hands travelled all over his body, feeling his new tits, his softly-curving hips, his slender, spread legs, his narrow waist. When his fingertips touched the flat, soft surface of his belly, he could feel energy beneath them, surging and begging for just what he wanted.

Hank moaned: “Pump it up into me. Put that black baby inside me. Knock me up, Daddy. Oh, fuck, I need it... I want it...”

He ran his hands through his golden-blonde hair and then slid his wet fingers into his mouth, tasting his own pussy, so much milder and sweeter than Naomi’s had been the times she’d let him eat it. The great, dark form really was Jahquil, Hank saw, as it dropped to its knees and took hold of Hank’s long, slender feminine legs, spreading them wide and tipping Hank back so his ass left the ground and his pussy was presented just like an offering. 

Hank’s hand went down to his pussy, instinctively parting his cunt-lips while Jahquil guided his huge cock to the tight virgin slit. Hank once again felt a sickening wave of fear; Jahquil was huge. Not just his cock, but everything about him. And, yeah, his cock. It would split Hank’s new young body in two!

Jahquil teased Hank’s new, virgin pussy open while Hank moaned in pleasure; Hank could not keep his hand down there spreading his lips for Jahquil, but instead grabbed the man’s massive prick, gripping it and bending over as far as he could. He was so flexible in his new form that Hank found himself reaching Jahquil’s cockhead easily with his lips. Jahquil let Hanks’ legs slide back down around his body so that Hank could take the top third... or maybe it was only a quarter... of Jahquil’s huge cock into his drooling mouth. Hank started sucking. He felt a rush of desire.

Hank gagged himself on Jahquil’s cock a few dozen times before Jahquil got impatient and seized his legs again. Lifting and spreading, Jahquil forced Hank onto his back and lifted his small feminine butt up high, settling Hank’s virgin pussy against the cockhead as...

Oh, fuck! Hank cried out wildly, digging his spit-and-pussy-wet fingers into the soft earth and grass. He held on for dear life as he felt Jahquil’s huge cockhead breach him, the giant mushroom-head stretching and finally bursting Hank’s cherry. The pain was intense and overwhelming, but it lasted only a few thrusts; then Hank felt his virgin pussy slowly stretching to accommodate the huge member that repeatedly violated it.

Jahquil began to thrust, gently at first, then harder as he leaned Hank into the grass, Growling at him:

“You like that big black cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Hank moaned. “Yes, baby, please, fuck my cunt. You’re popping my cherry, Daddy. You’re ripping me open. Oh, fuck, your cock is so big... I need it all the way in me, baby. Fuck me until I can’t open no more. Shove your dick into me right to the hilt.”

Hank’s hand worked up and down in the narrow space between them, feeling the hard thrusts of Jahquil’s girthy, veined cock as it punched its way into his tight virgin pussy again and again, wrenching his cherry from him. Hank moaned with pleasure to feel that Jahquil was complying with his unthinking request... he’d shoved his dick into Hank all the way until Hank’s fingers were all but smashed between his own pussy and Jahquil’s thrusting body. Hank wrapped his hands around Jahquil and followed that with his legs as he fucked himself up against the rutting giant.

Hank felt his first orgasm come quickly, driving all hint of reluctance out of him. He howled like crazy, moaning as his back arched and he fucked himself onto Jahquil, impaling himself again and again till his first female orgasm left him scoured and dazed with pleasure. Hank relaxed fully, spreading himself open as wide as he could -- not just his legs, not even just his body. He tried to open his mind and his soul, because... he knew this couldn't be happening. And yet, here he was, with his legs spread around Jahquil’s body, the big black man’s cock deep inside him... inside his pussy! It was happening... and Hank had never felt more open in his life.

Hank let Jahquil take control. He wanted the powerful black man to use him and totally take him every way a woman could be taken.

As Hank relaxed into the ecstatic whirl of his trip and its powerful, convincing hallucination, he felt limp, as if he had been fully conquered. He was nothing but a sweet, tight hole for Jahquil to fuck. And as Jahquil pumped his hard cock into the welcoming hole that was Hank, the hole itself felt even more pleasure than it brought Jahquil by embracing his cock.

Hank could feel more than just a pussy down there. Something inside him said female in a way that could not be just a hallucination. He was not here for sexual pleasure, or not just for sexual pleasure, his instincts told him. He was here to enact part of an ancient ritual... something so sacred that he could not have opted-out even if he wanted to.

And Hank didn’t want to opt-out. He was enjoying himself immensely. No, that wasn’t a good enough description, he decided... he wasn’t just enjoying himself. He loved it. He loved all of it. He loved every touch, every stroke, every thrust, every inch of Jahquil’s cock that penetrated him, whether painfully or pleasurably. And the more Hank disappeared into the pleasure of being his new female alter-ego, the more the pain became pleasure.

Soon, there was nothing but ecstasy. Every inch Jahquil shoved into Hank’s young, tight body was heaven.

And it was more than just fucking, Hank sensed. There was something inside him that wouldn’t have been there even if he was really queer, really gay, really, like, whatever... transsexual, cross-dresser, whatever he could have been. He wasn’t, but... here he was, suddenly female, and loving the feel inside his belly as Jahquil pumped toward his sacred completion.

Hank could feel a sense of fertility. He had a womb. He was fertile. Or so his instincts told him.

But he knew that was crazy. He was just dreaming. He was just sprawled here, high off his ass on those mushrooms, intoxicated and horny, jacking himself off in the middle of a field, imagining sex with the man who’d just cuckolded him with his girlfriend...

And oh, what a fucking hot man he was! Jahquil, or his dream of Jahquil, dominated Hank utterly, nearly crushing Hank’s new, petite body with his weight. Hank felt himself thoroughly stuffed full of cock, craving more even when Jahquil’s dickhead reached its deepest point in him and slammed hard into his sensitive cervix. Hank had heard that was supposed to hurt, but... oh, fuck, to him, it felt divine. It made him feel all the more convinced that he had a womb in there, begging for Jahquil’s strong seed.

Hank’s eyes rolled back into his head many times as he arched his back, fucked himself up against Jahquil’s thrusting body.

Hank cried out over and over again, begging Jahquil for his cock -- when Hank could form coherent words at all. Mostly, he just howled like a bitch, moaned like a whore, wrapped his arms and legs around Jahquil’s hard black body and lost himself in the intense pleasure.

Hank came again, some long, luscious minutes after that first powerful orgasm. His eyes were fully rolled back so he saw dancing stars and swirling shapes -- including some of the green faces he’d seen in the fog earlier. As Hank climaxed again, his moans grew higher in pitch and volume; they sounded so female it fueled Hank’s desire. He sounded like a porn star! That made him want to be even louder; he wanted everyone to know what a hot bitch he was and how good, hard and deep he was getting it.

As Hank got fucked, he mewled and cooed. When he was able to form words, he told Jahquil over and over again how good his big black cock felt shoved up inside him.

“That’s so good, baby, oh, fuck, your big hard black cock is so good in me... fuck, it’s so big, baby, oh, fuck, oh fuck, it’s so good, fuck me harder, baby, do whatever you want to me... whatever, baby, be rough with me, Daddy, be rough, be as rough as you want...”

Jahquil was out of breath -- no surprise, since had been pounding Hank’s petite body for at least an hour, maybe more. Or maybe that was just time-dilation or whatever. Hank didn’t know or care. He just knew that it made his nude body ripple with pleasure whenever Jahquil dripped sweat on him. Jahquil’s body was all the more beautiful for how it glistened in the green light.

Jahquil pulled his cock halfway out and grunted a question at Hank.

“Are you on the pill, slut?”

Slut. Hank loved that. Jahquil didn’t even bother to ask his name. He felt so submissive, so owned, so totally used...

Jahquil’s big hand grabbed Hank’s blonde hair. He gripped it and slapped him across the face. A wave of pleasure went through Hank. He had begged Jahquil to get rough if he wanted, and... oh, fuck, it felt so fucking hot to be slapped like that.

“I asked you a fucking question,” growled Jahquil. “Are you on the pill or can I nut in you? Are you taking the pill, slut?”

Hank shook his head. He answered truthfully enough, though it hardly seemed relevant under the circumstances. He couldn’t get pregnant... could he? In his new body?

He didn’t care.

Jahquil shrugged and started to fuck Hank again.

“Just a few more thrusts,” Jahquil panted, slamming deep into Hank's fertile pussy. “Then I’ll pull out.”

Hank shook his head even more vigorously.

He remembered the hot words that Naomi had moaned as Jahquil had fucked her and Hank had watched. He repeated them, feeling each syllable course through his body as if he were cumming again.

Hank moaned: “No! No, no, no, no, no, don’t pull out! Please, Daddy, cum inside me! Cum in my fertile fuckin’ cunt... shoot your jizz in my womb...”

Hank remembered his girlfriend tightening her legs around Jahquil’s back, digging her crossed ankles up into his muscular buttocks to keep him inside her. He did exactly that, and recited the same succulent lines that his girlfriend had moaned as Jahquil had fucked her.

“Don’t pull out, Daddy. Cum inside me. Fucking cum inside me. I don’t care if you knock me up. I want it. If I get knocked up, I won’t tell anyone. I just want you to shoot your cum inside me. Shoot your load in me.”

Jahquil seemed to like that. He grinned. He pulled Hank’s hair and said:

“Yeah, slut. That’s it. Beg me to cum inside you. Beg me to knock you up.”

Hank moaned again and again: “Please knock me up, Daddy! Please shoot your cum in my hole... get me pregnant... I’m so fertile, Daddy, I can feel it inside me, waiting for your fuckin’ seed... plant your seed in me, Daddy, please, Daddy, fuck a baby into me...”

Hank’s head spun. He couldn't believe what he heard himself moaning. But it felt so right, so perfect... he wanted to say it. What did it matter, since this had to be nothing more than a hallucination?

Right? It was nothing more than a hallucination, a hot jerk-off fantasy Hank had fallen into while he sprawled out on the grass, tripping balls.

Right? That’s all it was, right?

Hank moaned again: “Yeah, baby. Put it inside me. Pump it up into me. Put that black baby inside me. Knock me up, Daddy. Oh, fuck, I need it... I want it...”

Jahquil pumped away inside Hank’s tight cunt. Hank felt Jahquil’s huge cock stretching him, spreading him, forcing his pussy open. He felt Jahquil’s sweat all over his young female body; he felt the big black man’s hot breath against his neck as Jahquil grunted:

“Good girl. You have to beg for it. Otherwise, I can’t come into this world and impregnate you.”

Hank whimpered: “What?”

It wasn’t Jahquil’s voice that had spoken. Jahquil was on him, sure; Jahquil was in him. But the voice Hank had heard was definitely female.

“Here it comes, baby. You’re ready for it, slut. You want that baby inside you...”

Jahquil’s voice was back to its usual sound... deep, hard, gruff, powerful, masculine, sexy.

Hank pushed his sudden fears away, wrapped his arms and legs around his big black lover, and thrust himself up against Jahquil’s deep strokes.

“Yeah, put it in me,” Hank moaned.

Jahquil groaned loudly into Hank’s ear. Hank thrilled to feel the pulse of Jahquil’s muscles as his cock began to pump into Hank’s stretched pussy. Jahquil thrust in deep, and Hank felt his insides flood with the big black man’s jizz.

Jahquil came so hard that Hank could feel his own muscles clenching and spasming in response. Hank moaned in pleasure reaching down to feel the contractions of Jahquil’s massive black balls as spurt after spurt of seed was pumped up in Hank’s new body.

Hank counted twenty. But long before he got to that count, Hank felt his feminine muscles pulsating with newfound pleasure; having Jahquil cum inside him was such a huge turn-on that Hank lost control and moaned crazily, arching his back, thrusting his tits up against Jahquil’s sweat-slick chest... and cumming again, maybe harder than ever.

Hank lost himself in the surge of ecstatic release. He could still feel Jahquil cumming inside him... and he could feel his body opening wide to accept it. His female parts wanted Jahquil’s seed. They wanted to become pregnant with... whatever had come and visited Hank.

When Jahquil finished and finally pulled out, thick streams of jizz ran out of Hank’s pussy-hole. Hank felt the liquid coursing down his labia and over his ass-cheeks. 

Hank reached down desperately, feeling the slimy goodness and wiping it up. He stuffed slippery fingers into his mouth and licked them clean.

Jahquil bore him into the soft grass and planted his lips on Hank’s feminine mouth. Jahquil’s tongue thrust into Hank, savaging him, dominating Hank’s girl-tongue utterly.

Hank fell into a stupor, lost in waves of pleasure.

Around him, beyond Jahquil’s great dark form, Hank saw the fluttering wings again. And faces... many, many faces, radiant faces, smiling.

#

Hank woke up naked when the sun came up. The foggy chill still hung over the redwoods. It no longer seemed green.

Hank stumbled to his feet and tried to tell himself that the throbbing pain between his legs was just a piss hard-on. It was nothing more than an extension of the agony in his overfull bladder. 

As Hank swayed, barefoot, into the woods for a piss, he tried to rationalize what he’d felt last night. 

Whatever dream he’d experienced, it wasn’t what he was into. He was straight, right? He’d just... been really high, that’s all. As for Jahquil fucking him, well... he’d obviously imagined that.

Hank was still groggy, so it wasn’t until he squatted to piss that he realized...

He was still in his female body.

Hank gasped. He touched himself all over. He touched his swollen tits, still bearing bruises from how hard Jahquil had handled them last night. He ran his hands through his long, blonde hair. He looked down at his feminine body and saw his hand spreading his pussy-lips for the golden stream that pooled beneath him. Hank had done it without thinking, as if it was the most automatic thing in the world. 

Hank panicked, but he was glad he had already started to piss. He had to go so bad, that helped to calm him. He just stayed there, squatting in the forest, letting the ritual pass while the pressure in his bladder eased up.

That felt good. Hank knew what a full bladder felt like... it was the same for girls as for boys. The hot stream squirting from his new urethra did not feel familiar, but... what the fuck? What the fuck? What the fuck?

Hank’s stomach felt like it was doing flip-flops. When he touched it, his fingertips felt like they tingled. Hank felt a strange calm came over him. A voice in his head seemed to soothe him. He could almost feel someone’s hot, soothing breath on the back of his neck, like he’d felt Jahquil’s last night when Jahquil had fucked him.

The voice didn’t speak in words, but in calming emotions. Hank let that calm take him over. This was as it should be. Queen Johdanta had come into this world because he had asked her to, by eating her sacred mushrooms. The Queen had read Hank’s mind, known what would happen if she gave his fantasies full power, and...

Hank swayed and panicked. A stream of hot piss hit his bare foot. Hank didn’t care. He just let it run, strangely soothed by the warmth.

All at once, Hank realized why he hadn't been returned to his original form when he came down off the mushrooms.

Hank’s hands found their way to his belly. He gently caressed the flesh of his abdomen, as if savoring his realization... or cradling what was inside him.

Tingles of pleasure seemed to radiate from Hanks’ fingertips. He’d had only the faintest suspicion... but now he knew it was true.

He finished pissing and didn’t even bother to get up from a crouch. He touched his still-dripping pussy with one hand, his belly with the other. He touched his clit and felt pleasure surging up from it to his insides.

His hand on his abdomen felt almost as good as his fingers on his clit.

Something was in there, Hank realized. Something was inside his womb.

Something wonderful.
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Caged Ecstasy by Josie Blackwell

For the Bisexual Ball, my wife Paige is going to make sure I have a front-row seat for my own cuckolding, and everyone else has a front-row seat for my humiliation. She's making spend the Bisexual Ball as a go-go dancer, while she and her slutty friends roll on ecstasy.

I’m on ecstasy, too. Ecstasy and lots of speed. Paige likes me that way. It makes me horny. It makes me do things I’m embarrassed by. Like pop a boner in front of a thousand people. I’m getting close to that. I know that it’s going to happen. And I’m not wearing much to shroud it when it finally happens, even if my dick’s not that big.

Up high over the dance floor, in a birdcage-like thing, on a platform with my sissified body packed into a skimpy bikini, I get to watch her have fun and be slutty with all of her highly intoxicated friends. I'm wearing next to nothing, with my hard little cock and my feminized body on display and a black leather collar that says "SLAVE,” with a leash that hangs loosely, attached to the cross-bar above me. My arms are shackled to the sides of the cage.

And down there on the dance floor, Paige dances dirty, rubbing up against every boy or girl who cares to come near to her. Some are her friends, but others are strangers.

In the crowd, I recognize not only Paige, but Hank, Stu, Buck, Rafael, Austin. There's DeShaun, I see, and there's Blake. I notice André and Devon, Eduardo and Miguel. There are other guys I don't recognize, but I saw Paige flirting with them earlier, and sometimes with their male and/or female dates and/or friends. The ones that don't have dates are focused on Paige; for the Bisexual Ball, all these guys seem to really want pussy.  Paige likes that. She rubs up against them, openly groping their cocks and even making out with them right there on the dance floor. 

I watch it all, from my perch as a go-go dancer.

Paige starts to dance away from her little crowd of friend and gravitates to strangers. At least, I think they’re strangers -- I’ve never seen her fool around with them before. Paige gets like that, sometimes. She craves sex with guys she’s never met. She loves that. She takes me out to glory holes with her, sometimes. I’ve sucked cock there. She got me high first. That made it easy.

Now, Paige is obviously horny for strange cock. She grinds her pelvis against men I’m pretty sure she’s never said a word to. She starts to make out with girls, then with boys, then with T-girls like me, only these T-girls don’t have their Mistresses making them watch while they dance in a cage in a slutty bikini. These T-girls get to play, down on the dance floor, with all of the hot girls and boys.

Paige is always like this when she drops ecstasy. She gets so touchy-feely she can’t stop grinding on people, massaging them, rubbing against them. Some people don’t get aroused or horny on ecstasy. Paige does. But just to make sure, she bought this batch from the dealer she knows really well -- the one who gets stuff of exactly the right composition to make her and all of her friends -- bi girls and bi boys both -- horny as hell, and completely uninhibited.

Then, to make sure nobody feels any inhibitions, Paige brought a nice big bag of “crotch dope,” as she likes to call it -- high-quality, pharmaceutical-grade powder amphetamine. She and her friends have been snorting it out of the cylinder Paige wears dangling from her collar -- right next to the key for my chastity tube, which she kindly took off of me just before she ordered me up the stairs and into the bird cage. My chastity tube is in her purse... in coat check.

As I watch Paige making a slut of herself, I try to keep myself from popping a boner, but it’s hopeless. How can I resist? Paige has kept me locked up in a chastity tube for almost six months now. Once a month, I get tied up and unlocked and jerked off -- or "milked" as she likes to call it. But this month, I'm getting an "early release," because the Bisexual Ball falls two days before my jerkoff date. 

That means my chastity tube just unlocked, and I’m horny as hell.

After six months of deprivation, seeing my wife make a sensual slut of herself does things to me that I can’t resist. I’ve got a big boner tenting the thong of my string bikini, humiliating me utterly.

Well... it’s not exactly “big,” it’s just “big” for me. I mean, I’m pretty small. That’s part of why it’s so humiliating. It’s part of why Paige is off grinding against other boys and girls, and making me watch. I’ve always had a complex about it, I guess. When I asked Paige to ridicule my little cock, she was reluctant... but she’s pretty dominant, so she learned to like it. By the time I worked up the nerve to ask her to cuckold me, she was used to being mean to me. When she started to feminize me? She never looked back.

Now she gets high and does speed and takes ecstasy with an energetic crowd of young people just out of college... all of them bi, and all of them horny as hell even before they get drugs in their systems.

I moan into the throbbing beat of the music as I watch Paige down there on the dance floor, humping up against every guy she can find. She’s into girls, yes, but she knows it makes me feel more degraded when she flirts with and humps on other guys -- and particularly when she fucks them.

My wife knows some of the guys she’s playing with. Paige has developed quite an entourage in the last six months. Since she locked me up and started fucking around, she's been a little social butterfly. She's fucked men and women, both. But it's mostly the guys she brings home to fuck, and makes me watch. With the girls, she wants her privacy. She doesn't share the girls she brings home. She doesn’t make me fluff, like she does with her male fuckbuddies. Paige says it would make things too easy for me if she brought cute sluts home so that I could lick their pussies and drool over them while she fucks them senseless.

Right now, Paige is obviously peaking. She’s not just “regularly” horny and urgently trying to fuck like she is when she’s just drunk, or just high on speed. She’s on that really good ecstasy, and she’s sensuous as all hell. She likes to rub. She likes to touch. She particularly likes to make out. And she loves to have guys play with her tits... just like she likes to make me caress and lick and suck them for hours at home. Her nips are so sensitive, sometimes she can even cum just from having them sucked. Guys love that shit. Paige has extremely nice boobs. They’re big and firm, and gay guys can’t get enough of them. She’s used them to “convert” a few gay guys to bi guys. She’s a genius at that. 

Just like she’s a genius at turning me from a submissive straight cuckold to a half-girl, half-boy, dicksucking, ass-fucked slut.

Paige has her top pulled up, now, although it’s still buttoned. Some big black guy I don’t know is playing with her titties. She has a bunch of guys pressed up against her. She's dancing real dirty with the big black guy and his little white twink boyfriend.

I don't know which of the guys Paige will end up going home with, or if she’ll bring one home to our place. But this is the Bisexual Ball, after all. So it's a fair bet that Paige will bring home a hot guy -- or several -- and I'm going to be sucking cock later. If I’m lucky, she might bring home a girl or two, as well, and I’ll get to eat some pussy and lick some girl ass.

Or maybe they’ll just want to touch each other all night long, and they’ll make me watch.

In the bird cage, I grind my hips in time with my wife’s pumping body. She’s making out with the black guy and his boyfriend, both. She’s got one hand down each of their pants. She’s jerking them off.

I moan softly, my cock throbbing. I want to grab my cock and jerk off; I desperately need it. But I can’t, up here with all of these people watching. I’ll be arrested, or worse! And Paige just might see me. If she doesn’t, someone will tell her.

I keep my hands to myself, waving them in the air as I move my body to the hard-driving techno music.

Paige likes her parties multicultural. While she makes out with the black guy and his white twink boyfriend and strokes their cocks, she attracts another black guy, another Latino guy, a slim, tight Asian boy. All of them grind their crotches against my wife’s hot butt, and all of them find her turning her head to make out with them between deep thrusts of her tongue into the other guys’ mouths.

Soon, she’s attracted a nice little retinue of strangers or semi-strangers. Or maybe they’re friends. I can’t keep my wife’s many fuckbuddies straight. She seems to know everyone here at the Bisexual Ball, and to have fucked half the guys and a quarter of the girls.

Pretty soon, I see the black guy and his white twink boyfriend have drifted away. Rafael and Austin, two fuckbuddies of Paige’s, have moved in. They’re kissing her fingers, and I know why. Paige loves to make hot bi boys lick her hands after she gets another guy’s cum on them. She jerked the black guy and his white twink boyfriend to orgasm. I see that both her hands glisten with cum. And Rafael and Austin are not at all shy about kissing her cummy hands. They’re real pervs. I've had both of them inside me. I’ve also licked their cum off my wife’s hands... and out of her pussy.

Rafael and Austin have Paige’s top half-undone, now. Her tits are out.

This guy named Buck comes in. He’s a big redneck. He begins sucking my wife’s nipples, while I moan into the throbbing music, watching in desperate need. My cock stands out hard and straight in my bikini, humiliating.

There's supposed to be no sexual activity and no nudity here on the dance floor... but nobody tells my wife and her playmates to stop. In fact, a few people around them cheer on their filthy public sexual acts.

I keep dancing to the hot, hard rhythm, really working up a sweat as I watch my wife being slutty with two hot guys. 

The Ball is really getting wild. Paige's shameless display is happening right beneath me, so I feel even more conspicuous towering over her in my cute little cage. I feel humiliatingly on display, with my tight latex thong molded to my little cock. Every undulation of my hot wife's butt and her male friend's crotches makes my dick throb even more.

Paige looks flushed and sweaty in her tight latex clothes. There's not much to her outfit, but I know all too well from experience that latex doesn't breathe. She's probably sweating like a pig under her cherry-red hot pants and tight latex halter. The latex is so tight it shows off her nipples and camel toe, and the guys aren't shy about feeling her up. Why should they be? They all know my wife. They know she's drunk and horny and ready to party. If the guys know one thing, it's that they're going to get pussy tonight. They might even get ass.

That's what scares me. Paige doesn’t do anal. But sometimes the guys she brings home ask for it. Lucky for them, there's one ass on tap in our house that Paige gives away like it's candy. That's why I've had both Rafael and Austin inside me. They wanted anal. Paige tied me up, gagged me, snapped a glove on, and greased up my tight ass for them. They fucked me bareback, one after the other. They’re bi, so they didn’t mind. I guess they were pretty horny, and pretty high.

Everyone’s pretty high, now. Paige is liberal with that container of speed she keeps spooning up for her friends. Most of them are on the really good ecstasy she got. Some of the strangers seem like they’re rolling, too. The ones on E are so much more sensuous. It’s only because Paige gets them high on speed as well as E that they seem so ready to fuck.

Every now and then, Paige glances up at me. She looks at me to make sure I’m dancing. I know if she catches me slacking off, I'll be sure to pay for it later. I'm afraid enough of my wife's wrath -- and her whip and her cane and her strap-on -- that I keep my butt moving and keep my tits jiggling, even when I’m afraid my hard little cock is about to pop out of its thong. It never quite does, but it's always a risk; nonetheless, I don't dare stop moving, working and twerking, shaking my butt and pumping my hips in a grotesque imitation of fucking.

If my dick does pop out of my tight thong, I can't pop it back in. I'm screwed. I'll just have to hang it out there for everyone to see, till Paige deigns to mount the platform and open my cage and tuck my small dick back in for me. I can't do a thing if I pop free, because my wrists are bound to the bars of the cage. It makes it hard to dance, too, but I don't dare stop. My hormone-grown titties have already popped out of my top, but that hasn't stopped me. I keep working it, letting my body undulate and showing off for the crowd. I know I'm not supposed to show nipples, but this late at night no one cares. Maybe it's true what they say -- you can get away with anything at the Bisexual Ball.

I've been dancing for almost two hours, now, with my only water a liter-sized bottle with a ball-spout clipped to the cage. It's the kind of water bottle you'd see in a hamster cage. I have to stretch my bound body way up and put my mouth to the nozzle and tickle the ball with my tongue, just to get a slurp of water. 

It's hot up here, so I've drunk half the bottle even though it's incredibly humiliating every time to have to go through that animalizing ritual, as if I were a pet. 

And I am a pet, aren't I? 

I've got a collar like a pet, a heavy black leather collar that says "SLUT" in big chrome letters. I've got a leash like a pet; it's clipped to my collar and hooked to the upper corner of the cage, so the glittering chain is on obvious display.

I feel more humiliated than I've ever been.

I'm starting to tremble toward exhaustion, too, but I know better than to let the crowd see it. If the crowd sees it, Paige might see it, and then she'll make sure I pay her back for the embarrassment of having her sissy look unhappy at the Ball. So I plaster a smile on my red-painted lips and dance eagerly, tossing my head to the hard, pulsing rhythm so my long blonde hair flies everywhere, grinding my hips, pumping my butt as Stu and DeShaun trade off fingering Paige openly down on the dance floor...

Then the moment I've been dreading finally comes. My cock pops free of my tight latex thong.

A sense of dread hits me. I feel my erection bouncing firmly against my lower belly.

I feel my face go hot, and my titties, too, and I get dizzy all of a sudden.

I hear and feel myself moaning in horror and humiliation; it doesn't matter, because no one can hear me over the music. 

I can't push my dick back into my thong, because my arms are shackled to the sides of the cage.

I don't dare stop moving. I know Paige will notice; she always notices what I do, even when she seems distracted because she's getting fucked -- or fingered, as she is now, making out with random guys on the dance floor. If Paige sees me stop dancing, she might whip me later, or worse.

So I just have to keep moving, dancing, grinding my hips with a smile on my face, like I'm happy to show off my hormone-plumped titties, my hard little nipples, my humiliatingly tiny erection, my whole, slim, shaved, hairless feminized body...

I can't do it. I can't face the crowd. I close my eyes tightly, feeling tears run from the corners, heavy and slow with mascara. I keep my eyes shut and I just go on dancing, working my hips so my dick swings in circles, pointing up at the ceiling so everyone can see what a pervert I am to get hard like this, and what a little dick I've got. 

Horrible things run through my head as I imagine what people must be thinking. Like, "No wonder his wife sissified him. No wonder she drops so much E and does so much wire and fucks other guys. No wonder Paige fucks every guy she can find. With a little dick like that, what did that blonde sissy cunt Josie expect? That she'd be treated like a guy? Did he really think a hot wife like Paige would let him stay Joe? As if!"

Maybe that's what they're thinking, or maybe they don't even notice me. Even the ones who aren’t high on ecstasy are probably stoned and/or drunk and/or buzzing on energy drinks. They might not be so impressed with me that they’re laughing at my humiliation, or surreptitiously jacking off to it. But I’m too high myself to not think about what they're saying to themselves, to each other, about me. It’s like I’m the center of the universe, my humiliation the dominant force in the world.

I'm so lost in my solipsism that I don't even realize I’ve pumped my hips forward and started to thrust my dick against the cage.

I’m so fucking horny, it’s like I’m in a trance. The E has overwhelmed my senses, and I’m obsessed with how good it feels to fuck the smooth metal bar at the edge of the cage. But the speed keeps me so hot and hard and needy that I don’t even want to stop myself, despite the fact that, down below, on the dance floor, people are cheering me on.

“Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it!”

The music pulses through my body. I hump the edge of the cage wildly, slamming my cock between the narrow wires.

With my wrists cuffed like this, I can’t turn around and hide what I’m doing. But as horny and high as I am, I also can’t stop myself. 

I just keep going.

I fuck my dick through the bars of the cage, right there in front of the crowd, while they cheer me on. For a moment, I can’t believe I’m really doing it... but then I just fuck harder, wanting it so bad I lose all my inhibitions.

I whimper in ripe humiliation, my little cock harder than ever. I'm more aroused than I've ever been in my life.

I make a sissy fool of myself, moaning, "Oh, yeah! Oh yeah! Oh, fuck yeah!" in my girliest voice, high and whiny, as people down on the dance floor cheer me on.

“Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it!”

I glance down and see that Paige is applauding me. My skin goose-bumps at that sight. Will she punish me later for cumming without permission? Maybe not if I make a humiliating enough spectacle of me. Maybe I can even get arrested.

My humiliating string of cries is so loud I think people down on the dance floor can hear it over the music. I howl: "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" It comes from the hard, if not quite unexpected, pain in my long-denied balls as I begin to cum.

I hear howling and laughing below me as I feel the pleasure erupting throughout my body.

Spasms shoot through me and cum blasts out of my little dick.

It glistens like diamonds in the spotlights.

A semicircle of spectators howl and applaud and laugh as I spray jizz into their midst. After months of sexual denial, my little cock blasts like a firehose.

My face is red and flushed with humiliation. 

When I’m finally finished spurting, I hang there, limp, gripping the bars at the side of the cage, near my shackles.

I look down into the crowd and see Paige, her face split by a cruel smile.

Yes, she will punish me later. I know it.

I see Paige looking up at me. Some guy whose name I don’t know is grinding up against her butt. When he pulls back to booty-bump her hard, I see that he looks as rock-hard as I was a minute ago.

Paige cups her hand at her mouth and shouts into the maelstrom of sound: "Dance!"

I don’t hear her, because it’s too loud. But I can read her lips. I shake free of my trance. I know what to do. I've been ordered to dance... so I dance. 

I move my butt. It gets easier to grind in time with the music as I get back into the groove of my hot, frenzied roll and the pulsing pleasure of lingering speed.

My dancing becomes ever more sensuous. I feel loosened up, now that I’ve gotten off.

In a few hours, Paige will make me pay for that pleasure. But for now, I owe it to both of us to enjoy myself... so I can serve her more properly, later... with my pain.

As I dance, I feel my small dick soften. It dwindles. Finally, I’m able to work my body so hard that I get it jiggled under my thong again.

Paige notices. From the crowd, my wife blows me a kiss. 
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The Good Stuff by Jodi Fowler

Do you know what it's like to sniff poppers? I mean amyl nitrate, this inhalant that guys used to use for gay sex. Okay, I guess some other folks used it, too, but... like I care? The gay thing is what makes it so hot for me.

And let me tell you, what Shane and I do with poppers and Dale's hot mouth is so fucking hot it will make you want to find a few volatile chemicals of your own and get real high on them.

Don't. The thing is, I know things like poppers are scary and all, and they should be. Don't be an idiot; it's, like, a volatile chemical. But that night when I took my straight boyfriend Dale to The Stallion and met up with Shane, it was different. He gave us deep whiffs of heaven.

I don't mean that crappy stuff you can buy nowadays in porn stores in some states, stuff they call "head cleaner," "tape solvent," "cleaning solution." I mean the good stuff, like what they had back in the old says -- the dirty days.

No, I'm not nearly old enough to remember those days, thank you very much. Neither is my boyfriend, and neither is the hot boy who let us sniff his precious bottle of the good stuff that night before he made me make my boyfriend suck his cock. Well, I guess I have to admit... no one "made" anybody do anything. But I like to think I pushed Dale right to the edge of his sexual boundaries that night at The Stallion... and the good stuff is what helped him take that last step on his own. By the time Shane unloaded his cock in my straight boyfriend's mouth, Dale didn't feel quite so straight anymore, I'll wager. And I'll tell you, he sure didn't look straight, with a mouth full of Shane's fresh cum.

In the old days, in leather bars just like The Stallion, gay guys would use amyl nitrate to get high and let them take big dicks and even guys' fists in their asses. What they say is the good stuff relaxes your muscles... makes it really easy to put big things into your holes.

Well, I don't know about that, but I do know when Shane shares his amyl with Dale... my straight boyfriend's hole opens wide.

And I guess that's my fault... but that little sissy didn't see it coming?

He's been begging to suck cock... and the good stuff helped him finally do it. The good stuff, and me, playing Domme to his slave, telling him, do this for me. As if he wasn't really doing it for himself.

That, right there, is a natural high.

#

I wear my strap-on to The Stallion a lot. It's still a gay bar, but it's far more mixed than it used to be. Sometimes girls come here and try to pick up on me, and okay, that's pretty fun. But what I really like are the boys. Some are teases, like Shane. I've been flirting with Shane for a year, and whenever I wear my strap on he does all these totally inappropriate things, and I'll just admit that I really encourage him. I mean, grabbing my tits? Okay, that's, like, completely rude, except whenever Shane does it I’m all, like, "Grab me some more, Sir," and he just says he doesn't do that. He just wants to play with them. :"They're so weird," he says. "I've always wanted tits."

And as for grabbing my cock? Well, I guess I full-on invite that. He'd do it to a guy, so I let Shane do it to me.

The big problem is, he won't do more.

I guess I've got the same problem with Dale, in reverse. A horny bi girl who loves bi guys, and yet here I am with a straight boyfriend and a big, throbbing crush on a gay guy. To Shane, my pussy is terra incognita, a cavern of darkness. To Dale, dick is the terra incognita, darker than dark, its yummy glory hidden from him by his own sissy boundaries. Oh, he'll suck my dick, and he does... quite a lot, really. He'll let me strap on my cock and fuck him in the ass... and he does, although I have to "make" him about half the time. That's what Dale really likes... pretending that he's being "forced" to take dick.

He'll even do it in public. He's done it before, here at The Stallion, where grey-bearded queens stare in shock to see him chowing down on my silicone dick in a booth or out on the back patio or even through the glory hole in the men's room. And yes, I use the men's room at The Stallion. Why wouldn't I?

So Dale will suck my dick like a hot little slave, if I "make" him. 

But if it's real dick?

No, no, that's too, like, "that way" or something.

And yet... he'll kneel before me and let me buckle my collar around his throat, and he'll tell me, "Anything, Mistress. Anything."

And when I say, "Anything, slave?"

He says, "Anything."

What's girl supposed to do with a hot little cock-hungry slut like that? With a tease like Shane, groping my tits and my strap-on but not letting me suck his cock even though it would totally be no strings attached, just like I was a guy he hooked up with (except Dale would watch)?

Call me kinky if you want. Call me evil if you dare. Tonight's the night they both take a step into the darkness.

#

I'm wearing my strap-on tonight and Shane's flirting with me something fierce. 

We were together in the men's room a minute ago, while Dale sat here saving the booth for us, probably red-faced at how long we took. I don't know if Dale thinks Shane and I were doing something naughty in the men's room... but if he does, he's right. That's where I found the good stuff.

Shane got me high in the men's room a minute ago, then held me as everything swirled so deliciously around me. He played with my tits and said, "Damn, why do girls get the boobs?" And I tried to tell him how there were some girls who had boobs and a cock, but he had to get over himself if he wanted to find them, but all that came out was a rapturous string of drool that embarrassed me as I laughed.

An Shane laughed with me, held me tighter, uncapped the amyl and got me even higher.

I'm down on solid ground when Shane and I make our way back to our booth, where my sissy's been waiting. He's not dressed like a sissy tonight -- well, not really. Red stretch jeans, check. Pink tank top, check. Black leather dog collar, check. Long hair teased out, lipstick, eyeliner, eye shadow, lots of mascara, check, check, check, check... but that's hardly a skirt. He's got boots on, believe it or not. Can you believe I let my little sissy wear boots out in public on Saturday night?

Once we're tucked safely into the booth with our beers and Dale's half-empty glass of pink wine, Shane and I share a look.

"What's that?" asks my sissy.

I give him a deep kiss and whisper in his ear: "It's something wonderful. Are you up for it?"

He looks at me nervously.

"That's up to you, Mistress."

I love to hear that. I smile at him fondly.

"I say you're up for it," I tell him.

Shane uncaps the bottle of amyl nitrate and I guide my sissy right to it.

"Breathe deep," I tell him. I get enough of a whiff myself to get high, just a little. But I don't want to inhale too much, because once Dale's eyes get that faraway look and he lets out his first moan of pleasure -- surprise, really, but melding swiftly into pleasure -- I need to have my faculties about me to be able to shove Dale's face in my crotch.

I've already got my cock out of my tight leather pants -- I guess the amyl distracted Dale so he doesn't even notice until I shove his mouth around it. He starts to suck, lost in the pleasure of the amyl. He really goes crazy... Dale loves to suck my cock. That's why I don't get why he thinks he's not bi.

Well... he's not. Which is what makes it hot that Shane lets me unzip him, too, while Dale is down there, all without ever losing his grip on the bottle of amyl nitrate. 

Shane told me earlier that what he does to Dale is called "coasting" -- it keeps an amyl high going for longer than the thirty seconds or so each hit lasts. It's sort of edgy, but it feels good. And I want Dale to feel good. So good he'll do things he wouldn't do otherwise...

Shane and I get the amyl positioned just right so as Dale comes down from the first hit, we're there with a second one, telling him, "Breathe deep." Dale does, huffing the amyl so deeply that he's fucking out of it. I get a distant whiff of the chemical smell, but not quite enough to get me high. Which is good, because I need all of my dexterity to get Shane's cock out without Dale even noticing.

"Ready?" I ask Shane hungrily.

Shane gives me an evil grin. He and I kiss. Dale glances up, and I pull his hair, slap his face slightly. Just enough to get him focused. Don't think about me, baby, I want to tell him. Think about dick... that's what counts.

But I can't tell Dale that, because Shane's tongue is deep in my mouth, then. By the time our kiss finally breaks, I figure Dale is probably starting to come down. 

"Ready," says Shane.

"Get your hands cupped around his -- like -- there!" I pull Dale off my cock and Shane covers Dale's face with his cupped hands, the little bottle of amyl tucked in there good and tight so Dale can't get away. Oh, he could get away if he really wanted to... but he won't, the little piggy. He likes to get high, and he's never had amyl. He's really never had the good stuff.

Shane keeps his hands cupped around Dale's nose while Dale gets really high... deliciously so.

Then I shove my boyfriend back down again... 

And this time, something is different, but Dale doesn't care. He's too high to care. Too high, too horny, and too ripe for sissy corruption.

The good news is, that good whiff of amyl opens up at least one of Dale's holes, just like it would have opened some gay leather man's ass in the old days.

But I'm not that much of a bitch... not just yet, at least. The hole of Dale's that the amyl opens up his drooling mouth. His full, sexy, kissable lips are wet from sucking my strap-on. He's drizzling strings of glistening spit that shine in the disco lights. That's the good news.

The great news is that when I push Dale's face back down and put dick in it, he's too high to realize it's not my strap-on he's sucking.

It's Shane's cock. I can't believe that this works. Oh, I could order him to do it... he did say "Anything, Mistress." But that's not as much fun, don't you see?

Dale's sucking real dick for a good half-minute before he realizes it.

Shane is playing with my tits again. What is this filth? Shane says he is as gay as a Ferris wheel of elven princesses riding lavender unicorns with big silicone cocks on the saddles. But then he does this?

I don't care. Shane is gorgeous, and hot, and experimental. And when he got me high in the men's room... what he said when he held me close as I spun, is, "Oh, you can have more, baby... but there's a price."

This is it. He thinks Dale is hot. He's always thought Dale is hot. Shane has a thing for straight guys, I guess. And I guess he does not really mind the sissy thing. How does the hot stud not know about T-girls? Or is he just, like, playing dumb?

I don't care, really, because his hands feel so fucking good on my tits, caressing my nipples through my bra and my tank top. And his dick looks even better shoved into my boyfriend's mouth, oh, how I love that sight.

Maybe a minute, that's how long it lasts before Dale really comes out of his amyl daze. But it doesn't matter. That minute is beautiful. If he hates me for it, I'll just remind him what he said. He said, "Anything, Mistress."

Besides, my sissy is horny. So horny he'll do almost anything, I’m betting. I've kept him in lockdown for weeks, now, at least when he's not with me... when he's at work, even. He's been horny as hell since we passed the two-week mark. He's like a pet; he'll hump anything.

So he's been humping my leg as he sucked Shane's cock, and I love that.

I'm crazy for Dale, so the truth is, I'm his slave as much as he's mine. But, then, dick in his mouth is about the only thing that could make Dale even hotter to me than he already is. Under his red stretch jeans are tighter panties, with a thong-back that gives him a whale tale when his pink tank top pulls up above it. I know his cock's hard in those panties because Dale's been humping my knee. He really surged forward in that glorious minute when he sucked Shane's cock without knowing... or at least, without really knowing, at first. 

But every beautiful minute has to end. As his amyl high ends, Dale comes up from Shane's wet cock looking scared and surprised.

Dale's bright blue eyes are rimmed with big black lashes thick with  mascara, boy drag or no. his lips are a little red, too, though most of his lipstick's rubbed off on my cock before Shane ever even got a crack at him.

The look in his eyes says, You made me suck dick, Mistress?

That's why I laugh. I just laugh, like a bitch, not even caring if he wants to suck Shane's big cock or not. Dale's got a safeword. He can stop me if he wants to. All that he needs to do is say, "yellow," or "red," if he's totally freaking out -- I know because Dale has done it before. But he doesn't say either of those words, does he? He just looks at me with his dopey eyes glistening, black-rimmed and moist, and his full lips parted and trailing strings of spit that gleam beautifully, color-to-color in the rotating disco lights. Red-green-blue-white-green-blue-red-green-blue.

I've got my left hand tangled up in Dale's long dirty-blonde surfer-boy hair, already... that's how I pushed his head into Shane's lap, while Shane held the poppers for him and my right hand unzipped Shane's tight leather pants. It was almost like he and I planned it... but we didn't. Really. Not really... in detail. We just sort of... talked about what, you know, might happen, while I hugged him, kissed him, and slowly came down from the high of my first whiff of poppers in the men's room a half-hour ago.

And it happened like that... and my boyfriend is no longer a virgin. On one end, at least.

But Dale needs to know I made him do this. That's how it's safe for him... and that's how it's hot for me. 

So I get my hand in his long hair and pull his face up to me. I lean down and kiss him. It's a really wet one. I press my lips to his, shoving my tongue past the open ring of his full, wet lips. I taste sickly-sweet wine -- I make him drink rosé in public -- and, more immediate, the deep, musky flavor of Shane's dick... not that I'd know what Shane's dick, specifically, tastes like. But that taste, I guess, answers my question: Nope! No ass there. I guess Shane has not gotten laid tonight. That makes it even hotter that Dale was down there in Shane's lap and sucking his dick, because he should have noticed it sooner. Was he so altered that he really couldn't tell, or did he really want it and that's why he gave it up easily?

I'm such a bitch that I don't care.

But I do care how Dale responds to my kisses... how he lets me take his hand and move it to Shane's cock, resisting a little, as if it's for fun. He's resisting a little, the way he does in bed when he wants me not to take "no" for an answer.

He's resisting a little... but not much.

I love how he wraps his hand around Shane's thick shaft, with my guidance... and I care that he starts to kiss me back.

I pull away, my left hand tightening in Dale's blonde surfer hair as I tighten my hand around his around Shane's cock. Dale's physically stronger than me, I know that; he could pull away if he wanted to. I know for sure because he and I've wrestled, and -- yum, that's another story for another time. But, yes, I know I couldn't make Dale suck dick if he really didn't want to.

Not physically. But psychologically? What really matters is the hungry look in those bright blue eyes rimmed with black, wet and gleaming, as I fix him hard with my Domme Stare and tell him:

"Do this for me, slave."

All Shane does is sit there, his arm around me and his hand on my shoulder, still clutching the bottle of poppers. His other hand holds a whiskey shot; he's got two more on the table.

I think, When did the waitress come by? Did she see my boy sucking cock? That little bitch better keep her hands to herself... 

Shane takes the first of three shots on the table with no chaser, even though he's got a perfectly good half-empty glass of lukewarm beer in front of him. Shane's got the shot down before I know it.

Shane picks up the second shot. He holds it up, looks at Dale as if offering it to him.

Dale looks at me, looks at Shane, looks at me. He looks at the shot, looks at Shane, looks at me again. Shane jostles the shot, impatiently; dribbles of whiskey run down on his fingers. I kinda want Dale to lick them off.

I look at Dale, look at Shane, look at Dale, look at Shane, look at Dale, look at the whiskey, at Dale, at Dale, at Dale, then at whiskey, at Shane again; that's when I nod.

Dale lets Shane bring that whiskey shot to his lips; he's not upright, so he has to open a little wide, awkwardly. I tighten my left hand in Dale's hair and bring up my right from Dale's hand and Shane's cock to help guide the shot to Dale's lips.

When I take my hand off of Dale's, something magnificent happens. Dale's hand stays where it is. He keeps on gripping Shane's cock... he just holds it, at first. At first.

At the same time, I push Dale's head forward, feeling him shiver in pretty surrender as he lets me force his lips down around the rim of the shot glass.

He opens just wide enough, his messy red-smear of a mouth becoming an "O" of surprise and acceptance. When his puffy, spit-covered, kissable lips are tight on the rim of the shot glass, I force his head back just slightly with my hand in his hair. 

Dale takes the cue as I loosen my grip. He tips back, takes the shot down his throat.

The whiskey hits him hard. I feel a shudder run through Dale's body. All that pink wine has been taking its toll on my boyfriend's liquor tolerance. But he chokes down the whiskey just the same. It's a double shot, and he's had three pink wines already. I know he'll be pretty drunk if he takes one more.

I can tell he doesn’t want to get that drunk... But I can tell, too, that he doesn't want to disappoint me. So am I a bitch for looking in his eyes and repeating the phrase that makes my heart beat faster whenever I say it?

Of course I am. That's what he begged for.

Shane is right there with the shot, knowing this third shot should not be for me, but my boyfriend. Dale needs it so much more than I do -- just like he needs Shane's cock more than I do.

No, damn it. That's not true. That is a lie. Shane's just a bitch. I've asked him multiple times. He'll French kiss me; he'll even rub up against my dick when I'm wearing one like I am right now. But fool around? "I'm just not like that, hon!" "Like that" meaning bi, or into girls, or into me... I'm not sure which. Shane will stick his tongue in my mouth on the dance floor or in these dark booths, and rub his tight butt up against my bulging pants when I pack, in full view of The Stallion's other patrons. So... whatever, fag. You don't have to be "like that," if you don't wanna. How about if we feed my super-hot, super-submissive straight boyfriend some whiskey and poppers together and then we'll see how far he'll go with you right here in public? That won't be "like that," okay?

Somehow, that setup matches Shane's logic, which is okay with me, but I'm not going to pretend that I'm not pouting inside, 'cause Dale doesn't need Shane's cock any more than I do. And I'm the one who really wants it... I mean really wants it. It's just that Dale doesn't know that he wants it, too... and that's what makes it hotter to make him accept it.

Well... he doesn't know that he wants it... yet. But he's starting to figure it out.

Because while Shane and I guide Dale's mouth around the second shot glass, something even more wonderful happens in Shane's crotch. Dale has been holding Shane's dick at the base while he swallowed the whiskey... just holding it, like he's been holding my strap-on, which still juts out of my leather pants just like Shane's big dick juts out of his.

But as Dale gets his mouth around that second shot glass, and prepares to kick his head back, I realize he's not just holding it anymore.

Dale has started to stroke. He's jerking off Shane. When I notice that, I get this hot rush of lust, like I'm going to go crazy if I don't do something impossible.

I can't, though. I mean... suck a gay guy's dick? No, I can't, because Shane, bitch, won't let me.

So I tug back on Dale's hair... and he does what any good sissy should do when his mean girlfriend pulls his hair and holds something hard, brown and yummy for him.

Dale tips his head back and swallows.

I watch his throat muscles working as he takes the whiskey.

I feel his slim surfer body shiver as whiskey's warmth hits him.

Whiskey runs down his chin with the second shot; I lick it off. The whiskey-warm drops that I lick from Dale's chin burn me. I love it. That whiskey-warmth always makes me horny. It makes me even hornier to know that Dale got most of it down inside his pretty belly. He gulped it down, mostly; that's what counts.

I rub my leg up against Dale's bulging crotch, grinding my leather against his stretch denim. It's a kind of reward... not as good as what I really want to do to my boyfriend, but we're in a booth. I can't get to him, and besides... I shouldn't be sucking him, now. This is a lesson, I guess, and I've got to stick to the lesson plan. It's a lesson for him and for me. His lesson is, I'm not straight; when my Mistress says suck, I suck dick because I am a cocksucking sissy. 

It's a critical lesson in any sub sissy fag's learning curve.

But mine's even more important to Dale's future as a yummy little cumdump. 

The lesson I'm learning tonight is this: Keep his cock locked down for three weeks, and Dale will do anything. 

Dale responds to the pressure of my leg, humping his crotch against my knee obediently... just like the dog that he is.

Shane and I share a kiss, a deep one, a wet one -- but it's an abortive one. Because as Dale starts to lower his face like a good little sissy, I decide we're not quite finished getting Dale high. 

I take the poppers from Shane's hand. I love that Dale's already moving down into Shane's crotch when he sees them. His hand is still moving. His eyes flicker over the poppers, then up to my face, then to Shane's. Then Dale's pretty blues do the yummiest thing I think they've ever done; they twinkle their way down to Shane's massive cock, and get this kind of urgent look.

Oh, yes. He wants it. He knows that he wants it. I don't know which one is hotter. Or is it hotter that it took wine, whiskey and poppers to make him admit that he wants it? Or is it hottest of all that it took me with my hand in his hair and my silicone dick in his face to get Dale to "accidentally" take another man's dick in his mouth?

It's all so fucking hot that I don't fucking care. I just know that my boyfriend does not need this whiff to get him downtown, sucking Shane's dick. And that's what makes me want to reward him with it.

I unscrew the cap, cupping my hand around the mouth of the bottle. It's good stuff, unmarked. I don't know if it's made in some Breaking Bad laboratory somewhere, or in some chemist-queen's kitchen in small batches. All I know is this is the good stuff, the kind you can't buy in a porn shop. They don't call it "head cleaner." They don't call it "solvent." It might clean your tape heads, but who even has tape heads anymore? The boys who buy this, like Shane, know exactly what this stuff is used for. The same thing it was in the seventies.

Dilating holes.

Dale and I take a deep hit together. The smell is grotesque; I can't even. It's like drinking gasoline. That's why they call it a volatile chemical. Yes, it is volatile; so volatile that Shane, wisely, does not even trust me with it. I get two or three deep whiffs and then I just lose it. I'm floating. I guess Shane has grabbed it away from me, screwed the cap on, and tucked this precious bottle back into his palm, because I feel the coldness of the little glass container up against my shaved armpit. The cool, hard sensation is so strange I don't know or care what it is; I just go with it. 

I go with the pleasant feeling of Shane's arm around me and that all-powerful bottle tucked in my pit. But there's far more pleasure than that. I'm all lost in my head, not quite sure where I am or just what I am doing, but I'm in good hands, and I know that. One of those hands is tucked in my armpit with magic potion hard on my razor-burned flesh; another is on my cock, jacking it rhythmically. One more hand's on me, all over my front, taking my tits out, pulling my tank top up till it's against my throat and my bra cups down so that glorious hand can torture my nipples.

Through the haze of delicious internal pleasure, I feel Shane's tongue plunging deep in my mouth, feel his expert hand doing nasty things to my nipples.

Between deep kisses, Shane says playfully:

"Girls are so lucky! Boobs! Why do you get boobs? I want them!"

My brain is still working, I guess, because I can distinctly remember the joke I came up with to answer him. I can even remember the laugh track I got, in response. But that part was all in my head, because through the ringing of non-existent bells and the pulsing of disco bass, I can hear myself trying to tell him:

"You can keep these for a while, if you keep doing that to them."

All that comes out is a drizzle of spit and an incoherent series of noises that sound nothing like speech. They're moans, sort of, sounding quite loud and just barely sub-orgasmic... and quite clearly female. Kind of, you know, an attention-getter in someplace like this.

I guess I moan so loud Shane gets a little embarrassed. This is Shane, mind you, Shane, who doesn't give out his phone number, not even to cute guys, because it's easier just to tell them to drop by the third stall on the left in the decrepit men's room in the northwest corner of Washington Street Station.

Shane answers my moan by telling me, "Shhh," laughing. "What do you think this is, a sex club or something?"

It's not, of course... it's just that Saturdays get kind of crazy here. I know it... I've watched. I've done things. Never like this, though. I've never made one of my straight boyfriends suck dick before.

Wait... I guess I've just never had a straight boyfriend before. I couldn't make boyfriends suck dick, because they were usually already down there with dick in their mouth. Whoa... one more virginity lost.

I float merrily back down to Earth, relaxing my hips as pleasure builds inside me. I can't usually cum out in public like this, and I usually can't cum just from having pressure like that against the base of a dildo on my clit. But as to the former, it's dark in the bar, and... it's hot that they're looking Everyone. Whoever. No one is looking, I guess, or maybe they are, but it's no big deal. Back when I was first here, I could scandalize fags by just making out with a girl. Making out with a gold-star cock-gobbler like Shane, whom everyone here has most likely been blown by? That would have scandalized them even more. But now, times have changed. Now, those old greybeards have seen it all. All they'd tell me is, "Sister, do you know where that mouth has been?"

And I'd tell them, "You don't know where mine's been," or "Why don't you tell me," or something like that. But no one's saying anything, and it's a good thing, because if I tried to answer I'd drool on my tits like I just did a moment ago.

Shane and I watch my boyfriend's pretty face bobbing up and down in Shane's lap for a while... I don't know. Five seconds? Two minutes? Ten? I don't know.

Then I feel Shane's finger under my jawline, guiding my chin up so he can press his lips to mine, his tongue working into my mouth. Shane kisses me deeply... so deeply that I start to undulate slightly in response. I guess it's the way Shane is thrusting his tongue into me. Or maybe it's the way that my cock's silicone base is pressed tight to my crotch, so each stroke of my boyfriend's strong hand works it against my clit.

Dale is jerking me off. That is so fucking hot. It's not like he hasn't done it before, but... it's hotter in public. And it's even hotter because my cock isn't the only one he is servicing right now.

As I undulate, my hips rocking urgently to push myself toward the pleasure, I watch Dale's head bobbing up and down, almost as urgently, sucking Shane's cock.

Then Shane is unscrewing the bottle and holding the poppers up to my face once more. I smell that chemical smell. I huff it greedily. He and I take a fresh hit together.

I'm not even all the way down from the last one, so this time it hits me hard. I star to soar, every sensation augmented, intensified, as Shane starts to quite shamelessly play with my tits.

He gets mean about it. Have Dale and he been, you know, talking? No, no, of course not. Angelina, then, maybe? That bitch knows my secrets. She told him.

Shane works my tits rhythmically, the bottle tucked somewhere safe so he can use both his hands. He's got his thumbs and his forefingers cinched tight together on my nipples, pulling them, twisting them, while I grind up against Dale's weight. 

I hump my hips up against Dale's thrusting hand. The pressure at the base of my cock forces me faster and faster toward orgasm. I'm still in a daze from the poppers, flying high and completely out of this world. But the pressure against my clit, combined with the tingle and ache and pulse and heat that Shane's skillful fingers cause in my tits makes my climax almost a guarantee. It's midway between pain and pleasure, right where I can't even begin to tell the difference. 

And as if that weren't enough, Dale keeps sucking Shane with his wet, yummy, fuckable mouth. I get to watch him, even though I can't get my eyes to focus for part of the time.

When my orgasm starts, I feel in everywhere. In my mouth, where Shane's tongue is rhythmically violating me, filling me up to suppress my deep need to moan loudly -- maybe even scream. I feel it in my tits, where Shane has been tormenting my nipples for what feels like forever. And I feel it in my clit, of course, but there's more to it. Much more.

Call it the drugs if you like, but when I cum, I swear, I feel it in my dick.

Yeah, I know it's silicone. I know I can't feel like it's a real thing. But it is, for a few soaring seconds, and it's just barely too far from my last hit of poppers to let that explain it.

You know what? Let's call it magic.

I'm still cumming as I feel Shane clutch me tight and surrender to his pleasure. He can't stop kissing me, but I want to watch. I feel the need to see what Dale does when Shane cums.

And you know what? He does what a sissy should do. He keeps his mouth tight on Shane's cock; he keeps sucking.

And he swallows. I know because I let my fingers tickle their way across Dale's Adam's apple, feeling his muscles work while he gulps down Shane's hot cum.

I bring my knee up and shove it so hard in Dale's crotch that he's practically riding me. Dale's a lot bigger than I am, so it's not like I can give him, you know, a horsey ride. But it's damn close, and it's more than enough to make his body go taut as he reaches orgasm.

His jeans are so tight and his panties so thin that he leaves a wet spot. I stroke it with my fingers as I let Dale take his place in the booth between Shane and me. Dale kisses me, deeply; I taste Shane's fresh cum. We kiss hungrily. I rub my fingertips over Dale's wet spot, feeling the heat of his face. He's embarrassed. Humiliated.

Then Shane's moving in on my action... and I don't mind at all. Shane caresses the wet spot on the front of Dale's stretch jeans. Shane comes in to kiss Dale. Dale lets him.

Their tongues twist around each other.

Shane kisses deep.

I watch as the two of them start to make out. They get into it. They seem to forget I’m there. I have to put my own dick away, pull my own tank top down, fix my own bra.

And you know what? I don't mind at all.

Two guys I'm hot for and lucky little me: What in the world could ever get me higher?

This is the good stuff. It's precious.
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Coffee and Cock by N.T. Morley

Ava insisted that Rob drink real espresso, even though she knew damned well what it did to him. Caffeine made Rob real spazzy -- and made him start thinking crazy, kinky things. He got horny; he got antsy; he got weird. Rob was one of those people who got especially weird when he drank the strong espresso at someplace like Café & Convo.

And that's just how Ava wanted him. Her coffee date was Master Justin, one of the hottest black men Ava had ever considered playing with. He was so hot, in fact, that Ava had skipped the “considering playing” and gone straight to the “fantasizing about being enslaved by.”

Ava flirted with Master Justin hardcore. Rob was forced to sit there and watch quietly, drinking espresso after espresso at Ava's instructions, while Master Justin tried to seduce his wife -- and Ava flirted right back, playing the prick-tease just like she'd always loved to do.

Rob could do nothing but watch quietly, his cock throbbing hard in his skintight pink stretch jeans as the caffeine pulsed through his veins. Caffeine always made him crazy, and Ava knew that. She knew it made Rob incredibly horny. He was on decaf most of the time... but today, Ava had ordered him to get full-strength espresso. He’d had about five of them, and he was completely horny and completely humiliated to the point where his arousal and his sense of deep degradation were almost indistinguishable.

That happened more and more often, lately.

Rob was dressed like a sissy, as Ava had insisted. He wore a sleeveless black lace top, and a dog collar, pink stretch jeans and a cherry-red thong. The thong was lace and see-through mesh in front; the back rose high and gave Rob a “whale tail.”

That might have all been okay, if Ava hadn't also painted Rob’s face with makeup before her “date” with Master Justin. With all of the weight Ava had made him lose, Rob looked more like a girl than a guy. In fact, if he’d put a dress on, he probably could have passed.

The way Master Justin’s eyes lingered on him did strange things to Rob’s insides, just like the caffeine. His nipples felt hard. He felt like his head was spinning. He felt hyper, urgent, desperate, like he needed to do something to get Master Justin to stop looking at him. But he couldn’t just ask, because... well, because Ava would laugh at him. If Rob let her know how uncomfortable Master Justin made him, she would be all the more likely to hook up with him. Perhaps more importantly, she would be more likely to invite Master Justin to look closely. It was the middle of the day in a not-very-busy café. Ava was a huge exhibitionist... and she expected the same from her sissy slave. If she knew how nervous Master Justin’s obvious interest was making Rob, Ava would not be above ordering Rob to stand up and bend over to show Master Justin his butt, or to unzip his pants and show Justin his clitty, or... whatever. Ava loved to humiliate Rob. That's the whole reason Rob was here on the date with her.

There was a plus side to Rob’s femme-y clothing. The college girls he kept ordering espresso from seemed somewhat impressed, as if he were from some band or something. Rob was humiliated, not just by the pink stretch jeans and high-heeled red boots, but by the long hair that Ava had made him bleach blonde, and by the heavy makeup she'd painted onto him before they came -- red lipstick, blue eyeliner, and heavy mascara. Then there was the blush, of course... always a lot of blush. It didn't hide the humiliating reddening of his cheeks when something embarrassing happened like Master Justin making an overture; Ava could still see it, and it made her pussy wet. That's why she brought Justin along.

When Rob brought back their fifth tray of espressos, already buzzing hard, he found Ava telling Master Justin about Rob's tattoo.

Rob picked Ava's comments up mid-sentence. She was looking at Rob as she said:

"...And then after I really trained Bobbi to start sucking dick on command, I decided I should make the little cocksucking bitch get her lips marked... on the inside. So everyone knows what a cock-gobbler she is." Ava laughed cruelly. "Well, not everyone. Only someone who knows to pull down her lip."

Ava raised her voice, almost loud enough that the bored college girls at the counter could hear. 

She said: "Show Justin, Bobbi. Show my date what you like to do to men like him before they shove their cocks in me!"

Rob winced with humiliation. He never winced when his wife called him "Bobbi" or "she" at home; he was used to it. He'd even gotten to like it.

Rob had always liked the girl-clothes and lingerie, high heels and stockings, makeup and long hair, and all that -- at home. 

But Ava, as she settled into her new role as Rob's Mistress rather than his wife, had taken to dressing Rob up for trips out -- and now he was dressed up for one of her "dates," a late-afternoon meet-up with a guy she knew from the fetish boards online.

They'd been out to clubs, of course, with Rob dressed up as "Bobbi." But this time she'd dressed Rob more shamelessly than ever before, telling him she had a "coffee date" with a friend.

Ava hadn't told Rob that it was the guy she'd been flirting with on Fetish Connection -- a hot, handsome older man named Justin who had quite a wicked reputation as a top.

No, no, Justin wasn't just handsome... Justin was gorgeous.

Rob had to admit, it made him a little nuts to think about this gorgeous guy fucking his wife.

Rob had already seen the guy's cock, or at least pictures of it; Ava showed him every truly impressive dick-pic that came in from guys she chatted with.

"Truly impressive," in this case, meant so fucking impressive that both Rob and Ava would have figured the pic for a fake -- if it hadn't been shot from below and featured the face of the very handsome man who sat across from them in the booth at Coffee & Convo. Even allowing for, you know, like, forced perspective or foreshortening or whatever you got when you shot a picture from down on your knees right in front of a guy's dick, this Justin pervert had to be... ten inches? Twelve? And incredibly thick.

Rob could imagine a dick like that stretching his wife's pussy open, while he watched and stroked it, if he was a good girl--

"Rob! Bobbi!" Ava snapped her fingers in front of Rob's face; he'd been lost in his wicked thoughts about Justin fucking his wife. 

"Sorry, Mistress?"

Ava was displeased. She hissed at Rob: "Bobbi, dear! Show Master Justin what your lip shows." 

Rob said, "Yes, Mistress," in his long-practiced "girly voice," breathy and sexy and sultry, perhaps not quite high enough to be an actual girl's voice, but still fairly feminine. 

He stuck out his lower lip and tugged it down. He felt the slickness of the slathered-on lipstick in cocksucker-red -- the shade Ava insisted on, making him look even sillier than if she'd used the more demure Raspberry she liked to put on him when they went out dancing. 

"Goodness," growled Master Justin, leaning forward to look at the tattoo that ran across Rob's lower lip. "That certainly does spell it out, doesn't it?" 

Rob could feel his face reddening; yes, it did spell it out. Justin got up a little bit out of his seat and towered over Rob, peering down at him, so close that Rob felt the heat and the weight and the -- well, the AURA -- of the big, buffed-out man... sexy as hell, and not just because Rob knew what Justin was packing down there. 

Justin said, "May I touch?" 

He was not asking Rob. 

Ava answered, "Of course, Master Justin. Please do."

Justin smiled at her with a confident energy, telling her: 

"You shouldn't call me Master Justin yet, Ava. That's reserved for women I've dominated. Once you start using that term... I'll assume you're asking me to Dominate you. Be careful what you wish for, dear."

Ava displayed an obvious thrill at those words, arching her back and sticking her tits out as if to invite Master Justin to touch more than just her sissy. 

Ava's nipples showed through her top, just like Rob's did. The difference was, Ava had tits. She had quite a pair, in fact.

Justin was not really jealous about those boobs, but they sure did get Ava a lot of attention. 

To think, just a few months ago, she'd threatened to give him tits. She'd said, "Implants or hormones, I can't decide... maybe both!" It was a threat she trotted out whenever she wanted to frighten him. She said she'd feminize him with a big pair of knockers if he didn't start being a "good girl."

Rob had been so repulsed by the idea of his having boobs that he'd recoiled at the threat and tried harder than ever to please her. 

That seemed like a long time ago. Now, Rob did not feel nearly as averse to the idea of having a rack like his wife. If she was going to make him go out in public like this anyway, he may as well have a girl's body under his skintight clothes, right? 

Master Justin seized Rob's lower lip with a firm grasp -- forefinger-thumb on his right and left hand, forcing the sissy's lower lip down to expose the whole tattoo. He leaned in to read it. 

"I like it," he said with a sneer. "Nothing's as sexy as a girl who knows what she wants." 

The tattoo across Rob's lower lip was upside-down so that it showed right-side-up to the man in front of him.

It said, in big block letters:

"COCKSUCKER."

Ava tittered, making a show of being scandalized.

"But Master Justin! Didn't you say you were straight?" 

Master Justin chuckled, releasing Rob's lip and sitting back down. 

"I did say that, didn't I? But you know what? This really isn't a man, is it?"

"No," Ava said with pleasure. "Bobbi is not a man anymore. Probably never was. She's a girl inside... and more and more, on the outside. She certainly acts like a girl, doesn't she?"

"Yes," said Justin. "If she sucks your dates' cocks, she's definitely a girl. You know something about making this... androgynous... creature watch while I stick my dick in you is getting me very excited."

"Well," said Ava. "You read my profile. That makes me excited."

"Is the tattoo accurate?" 

"Yes, Master Justin. Of course. If you want to find out first hand, you could--"

Ava made a show of glancing around the empty cafe. It was two o'clock on a weekday in the summer term; the nearby college was out of session, and the cafe had been mostly empty since they'd gotten there over an hour ago. 

Ava shimmied naughtily and told Master Justin in a stage-whisper:

"You could take her in back. The restroom door locks. She'd show you how accurate that tattoo is. She'd love it. She always loves it, even when she pretends that she doesn't. Isn't that right, Bobbi? Don't you love cock, even though you keep pretending you're straight?"

Rob gulped and said softly, "Yes, Mistress."

Ava laughed wickedly. "I think she is straight, maybe. She's just a girl, and she won't quite admit it. Once she does, I'm going to miss having her hot little mouth down there licking men's cum out of my pussy." Again, Ava laughed. "Then again, nothing says straight girls can't go down on each other every once in a while... right?"

"My thinking exactly," growled Master Justin pleasantly.

Ava said proudly, "I'm thinking of getting her tits. Don't you think that would make her look even more fuckable?"

Justin's eyes fixed on Rob again; he looked like he wanted to eat Rob up. 

"You don't say," murmured Master Justin. "And yet, you say she says she's straight?" 

"He says a lot of things," Ava purred happily. "What do you say, Bobbi? Tell Master Justin what kind of things you say that you don't really mean."

Rob stared at Ava blankly. She laughed again.

Ava mocked him:

"I mean things like 'No, please don't, Mistress! Mercy, Mistress! Please, Mistress, don't fuck my ass with your strap-on! Please, Mistress, don't make me suck your date's cock!'"

Peals of Ava's cruel laughter echoed off the café walls as Rob's face grew a deeper red. Master Justin chuckled, enjoying the scene.

Ava went on, "But she's the one who started this whole thing... she begged for it. Maybe she didn't exactly beg for tits, but she wants them. Don't you, dear?"

Rob murmured, "If it please you, Mistress."

"Oh, don't give me that," Ava teased playfully. Ava's left hand made its way across the table to her slave's narrow chest. She began to caress Rob's pierced nipples through the tight lace top. "You know you want them. You'd love to let some big hot, hunky man like Master Justin shove his cock between your tits and spooge all over your face, wouldn't you?"

"I'm flattered," murmured Master Justin. His own hand moved across the bench seat and started to caress Ava's creamy thighs near the hem of her short skirt.

"Don't be," said Ava. "I'm a real whore. I'll fuck anyone. But not on a first date."

"I beg your pardon?" said Justin.

Ava laughed. "I'm serious, Justin. I know it seems strange, but I prefer to build a relationship, first."

Justin looked puzzled.

"Seriously?"

"Absolutely," said Ava. "I like to take things slow, at first."

Justin smiled tightly and said, "If you ask me, Ava, I think it sounds like you get off on prick-teasing men."

"Call it that, if you like," grinned Ava. "Either way, Justin, you're not going to get pussy today. That's why I always insist on an afternoon date for the first time. It's more neutral ground. No liquor, no temptation to 'call it a night' and go home together. Just caffeine, and... conversation."

"You're quite a strange woman," Master Justin said. "You've gotten me all worked up, and now...."

"That's the idea," said Ava happily. "If I didn't have Bobbi here to finish what I started, you'd have to go home and beat it, Justin. But my sissy?" Ava shot a wicked look at Rob's frightened face. "She's got a hole that's always open for business."

"You're serious?" said Justin. "The offer stands?

"Absolutely," said Ava. "In fact, I'll be pleased to hear her report on whether this famous cock of yours is as big as it looks."

"It is," growled Justin defensively.

"We'll see," smiled Ava. "If you care to... show, rather than tell, as they say. But don't just show. Look at those cocksucking lips. Don't you want those wrapped around your pole? Straight or gay, you have to want that."

Justin tried not to pout, but it came automatically to him, now. Ava had trained him to be a pouty little bitch.

Ava ran her hand up and down Master Justin's thigh.

Ava's voice was like melted chocolate as she said:

"Go ahead, Justin, don't be shy! Take her in back right now, if you like!" Ava's hand reached Justin's crotch; she caressed it through his jeans.

Ava said: "It will be much more pleasant than going home with blue balls, I guarantee you." She laughed again. "And trust me, Justin... your chances on our second date will be much better. When I know men are willing to top my slut husband, I find myself getting very... submissive."

She said that last word with a  heat that neither Rob nor Justin could ignore. Justin looked almost crazed as he stared at Ava's pretty face, ample tits, and half-revealed thighs.

"Here," purred Ava. "I'll make it easy for you. Just grab her and pretend she's a girl. Treat her like you would treat me. Consider this foreplay."

Ava took hold of Rob's wrist and brought his hand up, onto the table. He placed Rob's small, slim, red-nailed, golden-ringed, remarkably feminine hand in Master Justin's much bigger, much darker, much stronger hand. 

Justin's smile broadened as his hand closed around Rob's. nearly crushing the sissy's slender hand.

Justin stared fiercely into Rob's eyes, his smile having turned to a sneer.

"You really want me to make your husband give me a blowjob?"

"Oh, yes," said Ava. "More than anything else in the world."

"Then that's what I'll do," said Master Justin.

His hand slid out of Rob's; he grabbed Rob's wrist firmly.

Master Justin pulled Rob up to his feet, his grip like iron.

Master Justin was much bigger and much, much stronger than Rob. When Justin pulled Rob up, the sissy went nice and easy.

"Come along, Bobbi," growled Justin. "This conversation has given me one hell of a boner. It's time to suck cock for your Mistress."

Rob looked helplessly at his wife. 

Ava just smiled and blew him a kiss.

Once Justin had Rob standing, he bent the sissy's arm up behind his back. Master Justin soon had his right hand firmly circling Rob's slim wrist, holding it up in the small of his back, and the other pulling hard in the sissy's long, bleach-blonde hair.  

Justin French-marched Rob toward the hallway that led to the café's single bathroom. When Rob stumbled slightly, Justin responded with a knee in Rob's shapely ass.

Rob was surprised by how rough Justin was -- right there in public! Rob let out a girlish squeal as Justin kneed his butt and forced him toward the restroom.

Right here in public! Rob was intensely embarrassed by being forced to be the center of this display, where anyone could see. The fact that the café was empty was a lucky stroke, but... it could just as easily have been full. That probably wouldn't have stopped Ava from offering Rob's hot mouth up to her date.

As it was, if either of the bored college kids working the counter had cared or been paying attention, they might have noticed the display. They could have easily deduced that something nasty was going on. If nothing else, it might have given one or both of them a little charge. 

But the café clerk and barista were too busy texting their friends and rolling their eyes to pay any attention to the filthy tableau at the back booth.

Rob glanced back at his wife just before they disappeared around the corner. The look on Ava's face was intense. She was clearly aroused by Master Justin's show of force.

At least I'm good for something, I guess, Rob thought miserably. At least that's one way I can still get my wife wet.

Master Justin walked Rob to the cafe's only restroom without meeting any resistance.  Rob went along easily, even if he did stumble a little on the high heels of his cherry-red boots.

Coffee & Convo was practically empty, so it wasn't very surprising that the restroom was vacant. Part of Rob hoped that it wouldn't be... but he knew better. He knew he was going to suck cock, whether he liked it or not.

And with Justin showing so much force and aggressiveness toward him, Rob knew, to his own embarrassment, that he would like it. He might not want to admit it, but... his wife was right. Ava knew him better than he knew himself. He wanted Master Justin... probably almost as much as Ava did.

When they reached the door of the restroom (marked, significantly, "UNISEX"), Rob was a good girl with his one free hand. He knew what to do. He knew what his Mistress expected him to do. He was going to suck cock.

Rob reached out, opened the bathroom door, and let Master Justin push him inside. 

The light flickered on automatically -- motion-sensor -- just as Rob's knees hit the tiled floor. Rob found his face in Master Justin's crotch before Master Justin even had the door closed and locked.

Rob wasn't used to things moving so fast. He looked up shyly at Master Justin's handsome face, withering under the man's piercing gaze.

Rob thought, for maybe one second, that he should resist or complain, beg for mercy, negotiate -- maybe he'd find Master Justin was amenable to accepting a hand job instead of a blowjob, right?

And maybe that would prove -- or at least indicate -- that Rob wasn't a total sissy.

But then, all at once, Rob got thinking about how if he did that he'd have to jack the guy off on his face, and how with his huge cock Master Justin would probably spew a whole gallon all over him, and he would be covered in jizz.

At that thought, Rob felt a shiver go through his body. His tongue felt thick. He started salivating.

Rob didn't know -- would never know -- if Master Justin could really tell what he was thinking, but that's what Justin said... and it worked like a charm.

"I know what you're thinking, slave. You want it. You don't want to want it, but you do want it. Be a good girl for your Mistress, slave."

Master Justin's sneer turned into a scowl, and the slim little sissy felt the Dominant energy radiating from above. 

Rob surrendered. He no longer thought of resisting, complaining, negotiating. 

His hands moved as if of their own accord. Rob undid Master Justin's belt quickly, unzipped his fly, reached in, and wrapped his slim hand around Master Justin's huge cock.

Oh, it was glorious.

This thing was every bit as big as Master Justin's photos had led Rob and Ava to believe. It was positively gargantuan. There had been no foreshortening, forced perspective or whatever photo nerds called it. There was just huge cock, as big as the biggest strap-on Ava had ever had fucked Rob with.

Only this one was gloriously real. It was flesh-and-blood, not silicone or rubber. 

Master Justin's cock smelled of musk and skin, sweat and crotch.

It tasted like... Rob didn't know what it tasted like. Cock. It just tasted like cock. It wasn't that different from how his Mistress tasted when he went down on her... but there was something exceptionally powerful and humiliating about this.

Rob slid his red lips about halfway down Master Justin's big cock before the huge head hit the back of his throat. He thought about deep-throating and decided to wait. He should get acquainted first.

Rob began sucking, working his lips back up to the top and then back down until he could feel the head stretch his throat again.

Rob's cock throbbed in response, stretching his pink jeans. Rob didn't dare reach down and stroke himself yet -- he was too busy using both hands to caress Justin's shaft and balls -- but if Rob had reached down, he knew, just a few strokes would do it. Rob's mind reeled. He was sucking the dick of a man he barely knew, and he'd never been more turned on in his life. 

The scent of deodorant was only slowly being overtaken by the musky, erotic smell of Justin's crotch... but every little bit that the new scent dominated Rob's senses made the sissy more aroused.

"Doesn't fuck on a first date, huh?" Justin growled savagely, pulling Rob's hair. "But she'll let you do this! What a whore she is. Not as big a whore as you are going to be, when we're through with you... but a big fucking whore, just the same."

Justin forced Rob's head back and pulled his cock out of the sissy's wet mouth. It came free with a wet "pop!"

Justin held Rob's hair tightly and slapped his cock humiliatingly across Rob's cheeks.

"Your wife's a hot piece of ass, sissy... and a very smart tease. She knew how to get you cock-trained, didn't she? She must keep you wrapped around her little finger!"

"Yes, Master," Rob whimpered, feeling the hard blows of Justin's big dick as the powerful man repeatedly smacked his face with them.

Rob relished each stroke; every time Justin cock-slapped Rob, the sissy could feel his ego sinking a little deeper.

Rob felt himself accepting more and more that this was his place now... this was his role... he was here to suck dick and eat pussy and put his ass up in the air for his wife's giant strap-on.

Rob accepted, somewhere deep, in a physical sense, that he would never put his little dick in his wife again.

Every hard, humiliating slap of Master Justin's giant cock on his face told Rob -- louder than any words -- just what he had become.

"Careful, slut," Justin said, shoving his dick back in Rob's mouth. "Remember what I told your Mistress about calling me Master. Do it a few more times, and I'll start to think of you as my property..." 

Rob thought about that as Master Justin grabbed his long blonde hair with both hands and started fucking his face. Master Justin choked Rob roughly on his cock, thrusting it down Rob's willing and open throat with increasing aggression. Rob let it happen, relaxing into each stroke, his own cock pulsing with pleasure as he let Master Justin use his face as his fucktoy. 

After several long minutes of messy fucking, Justin pulled back and let his cock pop out again. Strings of spit ran down from Justin's ruined red mouth, glistening between the sissy's face and Master Justin's cock, some of it running down onto the floor. 

As Justin smacked Rob again and again with his dick, he said aggressively: "You like sucking dick, don't you, slut?" 

"Yes, Master," Rob whimpered.

"You love being face fucked, don't you, cunt?" 

"Yes, Master," Rob moaned more loudly, no longer caring if his voice could be heard through the walls, in the café's small office.

Rob thought maybe, if he moaned loud enough, his voice could even be heard out in the café, by the hot college girls working the register and the espresso machine. 

Rob said, "Yes, Master! I love being face-fucked, Master!"

"Remember what I told your prick-teasing wife about calling me Master," Justin said. He gave Rob one more savage blow with his cock, and said, "You sure you still want to call me that?" 

Rob didn't know what came over him. The words spilled out of him. "Yes, Master." 

He heard his Master chuckling pleasantly far above him. Justin grabbed Rob's long hair again, shoved his cock into the sissy's tightly-sucking mouth. Rob puckered, forming a seal, just as Master Justin began to fuck his face with the urgency of a man who's going to cum. 

In some ways, it was easier for Rob having Master Justin treat him so roughly. He didn't have to give in to his sudden need to worship the stronger man's dick. He did not have to admit how badly he needed to worship it like an idol.

Rob surrendered with relish, just letting Master Justin face-fuck him. Rob felt his gag reflex re-engage with each thrust that pushed Justin's cockhead to the entrance of Rob's throat. He savored the swirling sensation that came as Master Justin's dickhead re-engaged a reflex that had mostly been conquered long ago by Ava's huge collection of strap-ons.

Rob realized he had never felt more submissive... not even in his nastiest fantasies.

Master Justin pulled out just a few moments before his big dick began to pump hot jizz all over Rob's face. It was a massive load, spurt after spurt of the aromatic liquid covering Rob's face, soaking his hair, dribbling down to moisten Rob's tight pink T-shirt. Rob kept his mouth open, tasting a few droplets here, a spurt there, finding himself surprised at how mild the taste was. He didn't mind it. The smell aroused him far more powerfully than the taste; it was everywhere. The scent of Master Justin's potent spunk filled Rob's nostrils. 

When Justin had finished blasting his jizz all over the sissy's face, he said, "Did she tell you that you could cum, Bobbi?"

Rob heard himself answering meekly, the tone of absolute submission in his voice. If he'd thought he sounded girly before, well, this new tone in his voice was even more feminine. Rob's voice was hoarse from the rough fucking, the pump of Master Justin's cock into his throat. But even the deep tones sounded somehow more like a sultry slut having phone sex than like any kind of a "man." 

Rob said, "Yes, Master." 

"Did she say how?" 

"She said that I could jerk off, but it had to be... on the floor. And she said I would have to... lick it up." 

Master Justin released Rob's hair, shoving the back of his head down toward the floor. 

"Then do it, slut. You don't want to pass up a chance like that, do you? I'd wager your wife doesn't let you beat off that often..." 

"No, Master," Rob whimpered, unzipping his skintight stretch jeans and pulling his small, slender cock out of his silky see-through lace thong. He started to stroke it furiously, with Master Justin towering above him and watching every move he made. He could feel the heat in his face, under the layer of spit and jizz.

Rob came in seconds, spurting hot streams of semen out on the floor of the bathroom. He had barely finished cumming before he spread his knees wide and leaned down to trace the streaks of glistening jizz across the tiled floor. The result was not much like a "cleaning," given that Rob's face was dripping more cum than his little dick had just blasted out. But he licked it up anyway, his stomach churning at the feel of the slick tiles under his tongue.

"That's a good girl," said Master Justin. Rob looked up to see he still had his cock out, but it wasn't for Rob. Master Justin didn't walk around Rob; instead, he stepped over the sissy. Rob felt a rush of submissive degradation as he was stepped over as if he were a pet. 

Master Justin stood at the urinal and aimed his huge dick. Rob knelt meekly and watched as Master Justin took a piss.

After the bigger man shook off and put his cock away, he smiled at the submissive sissy.

Justin said, "Get yourself cleaned up, Bobbi. Get that floor wiped up, too. I'm going to go out and flirt with your wife some more. Maybe now that I've worked you over, she'll be wet enough she'll let me get a finger or two in. I think all prick teases want to be fucked after all, don't you, slut?"

"I think so, Master," said Rob breathlessly.

Justin's mouth twisted into that grin again -- equal parts charming and savage. 

Justin said, "And I'll tell her that you called me Master. After I warned you. We'll see if that helps me get into her pants. I think it will, Bobbi. Don't you?" 

Bobbi gulped and said, "Yes, Master. I think she'll fuck you, now."

Master Justin pushed past Bobbi, leaving the sissy alone in the restroom to clean up. 

The  messy little sissy had his work cut out for him getting cleaned up, all right. Master Justin had really made a mess of him.

Luckily, both Justin and Ava knew how to keep themselves entertained in the cafe.

By the time Rob had exited the restroom, Justin and Ava were making out furiously. Under the table, Justin had more than "a finger" into her. He had three of them shoved up Ava's cunt, and the cuckolding wife was undulating urgently against his hand. The college girls were pointedly trying not to notice.

Rob took a seat and watched patiently as his wife got fingered.

Ava saw Rob and looked from his eyes to Justin's.

With a cruel smile, she moaned to Justin:

"Take me home, Master?"

Rob felt a stab of hot jealousy.

"Can we bring your sissy?'

"Of course, Master," Ava mewled. "What you did to her made me feel so... submissive. It's only right that we have her there to watch while you top the shit out of me, Master."

"I'm going to do just that," growled Justin. "Bobbi!" he hissed. "Get the door, slave."

Rob's little cock started to stiffen again as he got up to obey.

"Yes, Master," he said.

Justin gave Ava the same treatment he'd given to Rob, force-walking her out to his car.

Justin's place wasn't far off. For all of Ava's proclamations about not fucking on a first date... she fucked like a vixen that afternoon, all night, and on into morning.

Bobbi watched it all, and loved every moment.
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Closet Case by Thomas S. Roche

I've been following you since the start of the tour at Madison Square Garden. I've gone to every show, hung out at the stage door, haunted your hotel waiting for one with security I could penetrate. Now I've found it, just a few hours from home.

You've got the Presidential Suite. I'm sitting in the lobby when they bring your groupies in: three girls who look like they might or might not be of age. It's four in the morning. Three guys in leather pants lead the girls through the empty lobby. A blonde in black spandex pants and high boots, a little spandex crop-top showing off every contour of her tits, including nipples erect with the prospect of meeting you. A brunette in black leather hot pants and a leather bra, back tattooed with ragged modern-primitive designs. A redhead in a PVC mini-dress so tight it's hard to believe she got into it without axle grease. They giggle and squeal as your roadies take them into the hotel.

I reach into the pocket of my leather jacket and feel the tiny bottle there, feel the bandanna. I step onto the other elevator and press the button for the floor below yours. When the doors ding open, I slip down the hallway and into the fire exit. Up one floor, I press my ear to the fire door and listen to the giggles of the probably-underage girls until I hear the slam of your hotel room door.

The fire door is locked on this side. I get out my lock pick. It takes me about five minutes, just enough time for you to get your groupies naked and start fucking them -- that's a laugh.

I crack the fire door and peer through it. There aren't any roadies now, just a your hotel room, blank and beautiful opposite a hall window with a panoramic view of the city.

I creep down the hallway and kneel in front of your door. All I can hear are the titters of the excited groupies. The door has an electronic key card, which makes it even easier than a mechanical lock. It takes the palmtop about two minutes of humming before it finds the code and the green light goes on. Two thousand dollars well spent.

I open the door and step into the hotel room. The three girl groupies are sprawled across the lavish couches in various stages of undress as they wait for you. The blonde gasps and leaps up, covering her bare tits with her hands. The brunette just puffs on her cigarette, watching me. The redhead is bent over a coffee table, occupied with a line of coke. She glances up and looks embarrassed. I smile at them.

"Where is he?" I ask them.

They shrug, eyeing my skintight PVC pants, leather jacket and fishnet top, thinking I'm another roadie. The brunette points toward the bedroom door of the lavish suite. From beyond, I hear the rhythmic moaning of female voices -- two, perhaps, three? -- as the bed slams against the wall. I smile.

Interior locks in hotel rooms are always easy as hell. It just takes the push of a credit card alongside the lock, and the door pops open.

The groupies are looking at me, confused, as I open the door just far enough to slip in. Inside, it's dark and it smells like sex: lube and sweat and liquor and cum. The blonde jumps up, dropping her hands from her tits, and heads toward the door -- thinking I'm going to let her in, maybe ahead of schedule, before you've finished with the girls ahead of her.

I close the door behind me.

I hear a feminine squeal from the darkness. Whoever she is, it sounds like she's getting stuck like a pig.

Then I hear your grunt, moan, grunt, familiar from so many songs with bestial growls littered between macho guitar solos and pussy-drenched lyrics. And I know I was right all along.

You're the one getting stuck like a pig.

It's a simple trick, really. The barely-legal (maybe) groupies come up and think they're going to get laid by you -- a moment they've dreamed of all their lives, or at least since they discovered you three months ago. People see them go into your hotel room and whisper about what a sick, demented pussyhound you are. The girls listen to you pounding the shift before them, thinking, damn, that guy really loves pussy. They hear how hard the headboard slams against the wall, hear the women moaning and whimpering and they know they're going to get as good as they've ever gotten. Maybe they get bored and leave, or maybe they pass out from the drugs and liquor. When they wake up in the morning and you're gone, they titter their way out into their local teen slut rocker whore community and brag how they fucked Brian Booker. They tell everyone you had the biggest dick in the world and your cum tasted like strawberries and your ass-crack tasted like vanilla. They tell them you're a real, real sweet guy and a fantastic fuck.

Maybe they tell the truth to their closest girlfriends: That Brian Booker is such a stud that he never even got around to us. It sounded like he had, like, six girls in there with him, and god, they were making a lot of noise! I wish I'd actually gotten to fuck him, but at least I was right there close to him! All they know for sure is that you're the straightest motherfucker on the planet and you looooooooove pussy. And you can shoot your load about a hundred times. What a stud. Your reputation is secure.

I've seen it in every city from New York to here. And my cock got hard every time I saw it.

Now, my cock's getting harder than ever. It's getting so hard it fucking hurts as it stretches the tight PVC of my pants.

And it fucking throbs as my eyes adjust to the darkness, as I bathe in the squealing whimpers from the state-of-the-art stereo system, probably a single long CD-R track on repeat. Your dipshit groupies will be passed out long before the moans start to repeat in anything like a recognizable fashion.

I am fucking harder than I have ever been in my life. Because there it is in the darkness, illuminated by the light under the door and the flickering from the Bang & Olufsen. There it is: The most famous ass in rock 'n' roll. Only now it's not packed into skintight jeans; it's not wagging back and forth in time with your guitar licks, in front of a zillion drooling teenage bad girls; it's no longer the icon of feminine lust -- or, maybe, now it is, for real.

Because there's a big, fat cock plowing it. A big fat cock attached to the biggest, most gorgeous dreadlocked stud I've ever fucking scene. He's all muscles and cock and long, woven dreads, glow-in-the-dark tattoos stitched in to his smooth dark skin, shaved smooth. He's leaning back, hands on your hips, pulling you violently onto his shaft as you hold onto the headboard for dear life. There's a gag shoved into your mouth, and I would bet it's to keep you from screaming "Yes, Daddy, please, Daddy, fuck my ass, Daddy." Now that would really give those poor sluts outside a moment of pause.

You and your stud are both so wrapped up in what you're doing that you don't even notice me standing there. You don't hear the almost imperceptible click of the camera, quiet as a dormouse and about the same size. Film only -- digital is too easy to fake, but film will be taken seriously. Light sensitive: these photos will come out perfect. The world has got to know, motherfucker. And I don't care what you or your agent or your manager or the record   company executives say: you want the world to know. They've forced you to hide it, maybe even threatened you. They tell you your career will be over if you come out -- if anyone at all knows. But there are more important things than being a rock god, Brian, and you know that even if you can't admit it to yourself. Those record company motherfuckers will let you do whatever you want as long as there are safeguards -- like the groupie whores ready to brag about how they fucked you. But that's not enough, Brian. You want the world to know.

That's why it was so easy to get into your hotel room. Like you were begging for some faggot photojournalist to snap a few of you taking it like a bitch. You've got security guards crawling the lobby, but it was easy as fuck for me to waltz in here and snap a few photos of you taking it up the ass like the faggot bitch you are. You're telling me that's an accident, Brian? How many of us know already? How many of us saw it in the way you move that ass, in the haunting invitation in your dark eyes, the invitation everyone assumes is aimed at women? 

How many men fell in love with you, like I did, fell in love thinking you were nothing more than a hopeless crush? A straight icon they could never touch, never have anything in common with?

I'm here for them, Brian. And I'm here for you, because you and me -- we're the same. Now everyone will know.

Dreadlock is so wrapped up in using your ass, that he doesn't hear me kicking off my boots and unzipping my PVC pants. He doesn't hear the soft thunk of the camera hitting the pile of my clothes -- how could he, over the feminine moans, unless he was listening to something other than your gag-muffled groans? He doesn't  smell my sweat as I inch toward the bed. But you do, Brian. I see your head swivel, like you've caught a scent on the wind. Like an animal. The scent of a predator.

Mr. Dreadlocks is either high as a kite or just extremely open-minded. He doesn't bat an eyelash as I grab your face and twist it around, dragging you to the edge of the bed. He just keeps fucking your asshole as I pull the buckle on the ball gag and pry your mouth wide open for my cock. It doesn't take much: You're hungry for it, and my thumb pops your mouth wide open like it's spring-loaded. In the half-darkness I can see your eyes are glazed, shimmering, which I already know. But just then a particularly loud moan shivers through the crystalline air and the monitor on the expensive stereo flares bright for an instant -- and I see it. Your lips, painted bright red, thick, slutty. Your eyes, shadowed garishly, blue-grey in the greenish light from the stereo. Your hair, tarted out and hair-sprayed in a way that would never go with your greasy-locked rocker-boy image. And a word written in slashes of lipstick, bloody across your forehead: WHORE.

Oh, how I wish I'd brought my camera over.

I shove my cock into your mouth and you go at it like you're a starving man. It glides down your throat like you're the most well-trained cocksucker in creation. Now I know why you only get fucked with a gag in your mouth: even with your throat crammed full of my cock, your groans and grunts are loud enough to be heard over the counterfeit feminine sounds from the stereo. With each violent thrust I give your face, your throat opens up and closes, gripping my cock hungrily. I grip your slutty hair and pound your face while Dreadlocks keeps working on your ass. Now I see you. I see you for real. Fucked from both ends, made up like a little bitch. This is the rock star a million teenage girls rub themselves to every night. This is the God that a million despairing faggots pump their cocks to, thinking they're jerking to the icon of heterosexuality. When in reality, you're every inch a woman.

I shove you back hard against Dreadlocks, forcing my cock deep down your throat so I can reach under you and grab your cock. It's so fucking big I can't even stand it. Not that I didn't know it would be -- but it's reassuring to be right all the time.

I start jerking your cock while I grip your hair and fuck your face so hard I'm afraid, for a moment, you're going to puke.

Let him, I think. What could be more perfect for this moment than feeding you cock until you can't take any more? Maybe I won't have to publish my photos after all. Maybe you'll find yourself in the emergency room tonight, your slut-painted lips wrapped wide around a plastic tube as a quart of my cum is pumped out of your fucking stomach, Brian, sitting pearly-white in a tempered glass cylinder. Will they give it to you to take home?

Dreadlocks lets out a great, shuddering groan and pulls out his cock to shoot a hot load all over your back. You're not far behind; I stroke your cock once more, twice more, and maybe it's the feel of hot jizz shooting all over your back that makes you let go and cum, spattering the starched hotel sheets. Or maybe it's the fact that I'm fucking your face so hard that disintegrated slashes of makeup are smeared all over my balls, thighs and lower belly. That's enough to send me over the edge, and I jerk off on your face, covering your ruined makeup in spunk.

Dreadlocks tumbles, exhausted, onto the filthy bed, leaving your ass wide open and gaping. I hear you weeping, from happiness or sadness or maybe something else. But you don't say a word. I climb back into my clothes and tuck the camera back into my pocket.

"He's ready for you," I tell the groupies, leaving the door to your bedroom open. They're sprawled all over the sofas in their underwear. They perk up as soon as they hear that you're ready to fuck them, and I make it to the door just as I hear their shocked, terrified squeals.

A big hairy roadie in leather pants is standing outside by the elevator. When he sees me come out of the hotel room, he shouts "Hey!" and I break into a dead run. Down twenty flights of stairs, I stay ahead of him, and make it out the kitchen exit.

It's six in the morning and I'm locked in my darkroom, a little converted closet in the far corner of my apartment. I drove three hours to get back home so I could develop the pictures right away. I'm listening to the radio as I work. I've got the prints of you drying on screens: perfect shots of your face, your ass, Dreadlocks' cock. My own cock gets hard just remembering it. You're going to be free, Brian. You're going to be free.

I know you'll love me for it, Brian. I know this is what I'll be remembered for in your mind: The man who freed you from all your parlor games.

The morning news comes on. I'm wondering if I'll make it tomorrow -- I start composing the lead in my head.

The story comes on about the car accident -- authorities are investigating. Appears to be accidental. Drugs and alcohol involved.

My breath catches tight in my throat. My head spins. The smile I've been wearing since I left the hotel is gone in an instant, evaporated like the smile on your lipsticked lips when I shot my load all over them.

No survivors. Sports car jumped the rail and plunged into the river. Not wearing seat belts.

I hear footsteps outside the closet, hear the violent pump of a nail gun.

I get one last look at your picture as I smell the smoke.

Looks like your agent just locked the closet door.
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The Serum by Britney Jordan

I’m in the hospital, but a very special kind of hospital. They're helping me deal with my "marital problems," see? That's what Isabelle wanted, and once she'd convinced me, I wanted it, too. The "treatment" has made a big difference already. And I love it more and more every day.

It's a yummy treatment. See, all day long, I jack off and fuck myself in my hospital bed, while guys time zones away pay to watch. That's how I’m paying for my treatment, see? Isn't that smart?

The camera is mounted on the frame of the hospital bed. It's pointed right at me, at just the right angle so it shows the strange men everything.

There's a little display screen next to the camera. I don't watch TV on it -- LOL! I don't even watch porn. No, the screen is there so I can see what the guys watching me say in the chat room. 

It's all dirty stuff. About what a hot hard little sissy fuckhole faggot I am. I like that. I really, really like that.

There are always more comments flooding in when I fuck myself really vigorously. I do that a lot, because I like to please the strange men. I spread my shaved legs real wide -- the nurses come in and shave them every couple of days -- so my fans can get the right angle on my smooth, pretty legs as I pump myself up and down on the really big black dildos.

And when I say they're big cocks, I mean really big. Sometimes, like, fourteen or fifteen inches, and really big around. The cocks I fuck myself on are always chocolate-brown, and exquisitely realistic. They always have visible veins and really big cockheads. 

Dr. Reynaud wouldn’t have it any other way. Neither would Isabelle. She doesn't visit me here in the Clinic as often as she did, but she still comes by sometimes. She and Dr. Reynaud re on total agreement as to my "course of treatment," and it includes pleasing the guys who watch my webcam shows in any way they want. They both say the guys all like me to fuck really big chocolate-brown dicks. They love it when I stretch my ass open, spread open wide on my hospital bed.

Dr. Reynaud and Isabelle say it's very important to please the strange men. They say that they pay for the privilege of watching, and that's why there's money to cover my stay here at the Marital Gender Clinic.

Isabelle says it's very expensive here. My wife says I've got to be a good girl and fuck my ass good for the strange men, really stretch it out. She says I need to keep fucking my asshole and jacking my dick real good for the strange men.

And Dr. Raynaud says so, too. He says it's a very important part of my "treatment" to please the men. Not just to make money, but to learn how to please a real man.

So I do that. I do what the nurses and Dr. Raynaud and Isabelle tell me. I fuck my ass and I stroke off my cock and I do nasty things to my tits, even nastier as they get bigger and bigger -- I think they're gonna be C-cups soon. I can't wait! I'll have more titty to abuse, with clothespins and clamps and stuff. The guys really love to see me abuse my tits.

But you wanna know a secret? I don't only do it to please them. I don't only do it so they'll help to cover my stay here. I do it because I fucking like it. I mean, I really like it. I love to fuck myself onto big chocolate-brown dildos, and I love to hurt my big, hot tits.

And I really love to jack off my cock, now that Dr. Reynaud has made it big enough to show off. I love jerking off even though I can't cum.

Sometimes when I'm really getting into fucking myself, I turn over and get on my hands and knees. I point my ass at the camera, and I have to reach back to shove the dick in to me doggy style.

That isn't easy, 'cause my arm gets tired; those cocks are so big and so heavy that they're hard to hold, even with the wide bases with their realistic balls that they tend to have. I point my smooth, shaved ass at the camera and fuck myself onto those really big dicks. Isabelle says the guys like it doggy-style. They like to see me down on my knees like a fuckwhore.

Sometimes, I'll doo bondage shows, because Isabelle says those are very profitable. More importantly, Dr. Reynaud says I should learn to be a submissive bondage slut, too, not just a cock-obsessed jackoff girl.

So that's why the nurses come in and make me do bondage shows. I like it, but I’m glad they're here to remind me it's time. 

One of the nurses is a makeup artist; Dr. Reynaud says it's very important for my makeup to be done every day, so I look nice and pretty for the guys. He says that's the only way I'll learn to be a good girl. He says makeup is almost as important to my "treatment" as my long, blonde hair is. I was never blonde before, but Dr. Reynaud says all bimbo slut sissy cocksucker faggots are blonde. And they all love bondage, he says.

I guess it's true; I mean, I know I’m blonde now, and I know I really love bondage. I like doing bondage shows.

See, after one of the nurses puts some eye makeup on me, they'll put me in medical restraints. They spread my legs, strapping my ankles to the hospital bed, and cuff my wrists down. Then sometimes they put one of those medical muzzles on me -- you know, like that movie with the psycho who escapes from prison and stuff by eating a guy? Oh, it's so perverted to use that on me! But the bondage freaks love it. Isabelle says that I get lots of tips on the site when I wear that muzzle thing. And it looks so fucking hot with my eye makeup all fluorescent blue eyeshadow and then heavy black mascara that runs as I struggle to take big black dick in my ass!

Because, yeah, of course, that happens -- every bondage show features cock, because why would it not? I mean, I'd go fucking crazy if I had to spend a whole hour without a big dick in my ass, right? 

So the nurses will lube up the biggest of the silicone chocolate-brown cocks I fuck regularly. They'll put this medical strap around the mattress of my hospital bed, so the dick stands up straight. Then they'll help me lift my ass up high, and position the head right at my entrance, so I can fuck myself onto it. The only real problem is that I can't jack off as I fuck myself.

And I really love to jack off as I fuck myself.

I mean, I was always ashamed to jerk off my dick before, right? When I was Brett. I was ashamed to let women see it. Isabelle says it's no wonder I was ashamed. She says I should be. It was so small. 

But Dr. Reynaud fixed that, with the "serum" they shoot my balls up with every morning. It's made my dick really big. Just like it's changed me inside -- changed my mind, I mean. It's made me want this. Really, really want this. Really want big black dick in my ass.

And that's why I'm so happy here. I get to fuck myself all day long onto big black dick, and to jack off my cock. Now that it's big and I’m proud of it, I fucking love to jack it. Even though I can't cum, it feels so good to show it off and know that other men, real men, are watching me jack it on webcam, and they're jerking off their real cocks. Only they get to spurt.

But I bet you most of them don't have dicks nearly as big as mine. That's what Dr. Reynaud did for me. I mean, now it's like really big. It's, like, crazy. When I was Brett -- ha ha, can you believe I ever called myself that? -- I used to have this really small dick. Now that the doctors at the Marital Gender Clinic are helping Isabelle "fix" me, they've helped me lots. My cock is huge. Don't get me wrong, it's not as big as the cocks that I fuck myself with, and it sure isn't brown so it can't ever be as fuckin' sexy (everyone knows black dick is the best). But it's like seven inches, and kinda narrow, with a little curve. I would suck it if I could bend myself over, but with these big titties I've got now, I can't quite get more than just the tip in my mouth. I would suck my own cock, all the way to the base, if I could; I would suck it and eat my own cum. That's what a big cumslut I am. I'd fucking love to eat my own cum.

But I can't cum, not with that serum that the nurses shoot into my balls every morning.

That's the "wonder drug" that augmented my size, from the two and three quarters inches that I had as "Brett" -- hee hee, I still can't believe I ever used that name! -- to the seven-plus I've got now, as Britney. It also gave me these hot, sexy tits. I don't know why, it just does. For some reason, the serum alters me in all these super-hot ways. It changed my hormones so I feel different. And I grew these titties, these beautiful titties. Oh, God, I love them...I fucking love touching them.

Also, when I went on the serum, there were mental changes. I get all confused sometimes, now, and I feel real submissive and, yeah, okay, maybe I'm kinda ditzy. 

But I mean, what do you expect? I'm totally horny all the time. How can I think straight? I really, really want cock, totally 24/7. Even when I sleep, which is usually from like 4 a.m. until 8 a.m., when my shows start, I dream about cock. I just dream about fucking gulping down giant black dicks, while some big huge hard black guy fucks my ass or, like, maybe just eats my ass out with his gorgeous mouth and his tongue shoving up there. In my dreams, no one ever touches my dick, not even me. It just flops and bounces there, up against my belly, some of the time. Other times, in my dreams, I don't have one at all. I have a cunt. 

But I don't want a cunt. Isabelle and Dr. Reynaud both keep on telling me if I'm a good girl, I can get my thing cut off. But I tell them I don't want it cut off. They both laugh and say I need more treatment. Dr. Reynaud says once he increases my dose next week, I'll sing a different tune.

That scares me a little. Will I really want my thing cut off, now that it's so big and hard and guys want to suck it?

I mean, I kinda like having a dick, now that it's big enough to please a woman. I mean, not that Isabelle would ever let me fuck her, but I like to know that it's big enough. So do the guys who watch my webcam shows, you know? They want a big dick, not some little sissy dick like I had when I was Brett. And I didn't even have tits, then. So why should I cut off my thing now, when I can be proud of it -- almost as proud as I am of my new tits?

Maybe I'll feel different after I fuck myself some more. Mmmm, that feels good.

I love fucking myself. It's nice to be here at the Clinic, where I don't have to do anything at all except that. Dr. Reynaud says it's helping me get better fast. The more I show off for "real men," the faster he says he'll be able to "fix" me.

I keep telling him I don't want to be "fixed" -- I mean, not all the way. I beg him not to cut my thing off.

Sometimes Dr. Reynaud laughs when I say that. He gently caresses my face, almost like he actually likes me. That gets me hot. I really like the idea of being more than just a patient to him. I mean, that's what Isabelle is, right? Since I came in for treatment, they totally started dating. She's gone all the way with him. And I'm not even jealous. I mean, let me take that back -- I'm totally jealous. Jealous of her! I mean, Dr. Reynaud is so fucking cute. He's hot as hell. I'd totally suck his dick if he'd let me.

And maybe he will someday. When I offer to do it, he always says no. I offer to suck his dick often... I just can't help myself. Sometimes I beg. Sometimes I say, "Please, Doctor?"

He always says he only fucks girls, but I just keep on asking. I really can't help myself.

Finally, one day, he says:

"I'll make you a deal, Britney. Let me take your treatment all the way, and you'll get what you want. Let me make you a girl -- a real girl, with a pussy and everything -- no, tell you what, if you beg me to make you a girl -- I'll do more than let you just give me a blowjob."

That really drives me crazy, and I fuck myself ever more vigorously on to the big black dick I'm on just then.

I moan and say, "Yeah, doctor? What do you mean, Doctor? You mean, like... you'd fuck me?"

He pets my hair as he tells me: "If you let me put a pussy where that little cock used to be, I'll do more than just fuck you, Britney. I'll treat you the way a woman should be treated. I'll take you out on a real date, to a really nice restaurant. I'll treat you like a woman, because that's what you'll be. I'll wine you and dine you... and then I'll take you back to my place, just like I did your wife, by the way..."

"Ohhhhh!" I moan, fucking myself harder onto big black dick and jacking my cock violently for the camera. It always turns me on when he tells me the story of how he fucked Isabelle on their first date, a date they made supposedly to discuss my case. I guess they didn't do much discussing; Dr. Reynaud says he had her panties off in the restaurant, before dessert.

Dr. Reynaud continues: "And then, Britney, once I've got you home, with a few glasses of wine in you, and I've kissed you and touched you and felt how fucking wet and ready you are, I'll take you up to my bedroom..."

I cry out in pleasure. "Yes, Doctor, please...oh please, Doctor..."

HE says: "Then I'll undress you... I'll strip you naked...I'll kiss you, I'll touch you all over... I'll take you to bed... I'll let you suck my cock..."

I moan louder and louder, fucking myself wildly. The webcam chat is going crazy, but I’m not about to take the time to read it -- not now!

"Then when you've got me good and hard, Britney, I'll push you onto your back... I'll climb on top of you... I'll spread your legs...wide..."

I thrash back and forth as I fuck myself. "Yes, Doctor, yes, yes," I moan.

Dr. Reynaud grabs his crotch as I talk. I see he's erect, his slacks bulging. I've never felt so happy. 

He says: "...then I'll put this right up to your pussy...I'll tease you a little...kiss you...and then, Britney, know what I'll do?"

I'm incapable of speech, I'm fucking myself so hard. I've gone cross-eyed and stupid.

"I'll pop your cherry, Britney. I'll fuck your brains out."

I cum. I don't know how it happens... it's not supposed to. The serum prevents me from cumming, but somehow it just happens anyway. Hot strings of cum blast up out of my hard dick and spew wet and slick all over my tits. Some of it even hits me in the face. Pleasure blasts through me. I cum so hard I start to cry, tears of joy rolling mascara-black down my cheeks.

"Doctor," I whimper. "What happened?"

Dr. Reynaud dabs his fingers in the rivers of cum running over my tits. I blasted buckets.

He feeds me cum, sliding his jizzy fingers between my red-painted lips.

He says, "What happened, Britney, is that you've reached a very important point in your treatment. Now is the time." His cummy hand slides down, caresses my jizzy tits, then moves down my flat belly and seizes my half-erect cock.

His fingers wrap around my balls, and he draws a suggestive line behind them, from my asshole to my balls with his middle finger.

"I'll put it right here, Britney. Right here's where your pussy will go. All you have to do is beg me a little."

I think about having a pussy -- so Dr. Reynaud can make good on his promise. I want it more than anything in the world.

But fear grips me, suddenly.

I say: "I don't know, Doctor."

His hand comes away. He sighs sadly.

He turns away and ignores me. "Nurse?" There's one right outside of my room, in the hall, maybe waiting... hell, maybe she was even watching. Dr. Reynaud is hot. I'd creep around and watch him talk, if they'd let me.

He leaves the room. Tears roll down my cheeks, heavy and black with mascara. Why did I say "I don't know"? I should have begged him... I should beg him now...

But I don't. I just keep fucking myself on that big chocolate-brown realistic dildo, jacking my half-hard erection... till it starts to stiffen again. The serum at work. I play with my tits.

I hear Dr. Reynaud's voice in the hall. He's not talking quietly. He wants me to hear.

"Double her morning dose," he says. "She's going to change soon, but she's not there yet. She's reached the ejaculatory phase. Once her CSPs are normal..." Then there's a bunch of weird, medical gobbledy-gook. I don't even listen to the words, I just listen to his voice, thinking about how dreamy it is and how nice it's going to be to hear him whispering my name and talking dirty to me when he takes my virginity.

I hear the nurse say, "Yes, Doctor. See you tomorrow."

Then Dr. Reynaud is gone, without saying goodbye.

Am I just a patient to him? I don't know yet. But I'll do what he wants. What he wants and what Isabelle wants. I'm going to beg him. I want to go all the way.

But for now...I just keep stroking and pumping my ass up and down on the dildo.

The screen shows the chat going wild. I wipe up the cum on my tits and lick it off my fingers. I fuck myself faster and jack my cock for them. I’m fully hard, again, and it feels like heaven.
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Christianne's Ghosts by Thomas S. Roche

They hover about us as we recline among the black silk pillows and the scents of sandalwood and musk.  In their hands they bear silver platters, on which jet-black berries have been arrayed flawlessly.

Christianne's ghosts are black-laced wraiths:  sexless, beautiful.  Androgynous phantomboys, untouchable wraithgirls, echoes of yesterday's pleasures.  Their pale flesh is translucent, showing the faintest outline of their bones underneath.  Their faces radiate a haunting beauty, genderless, caressed by blue-black hair and punctuated by red lips and tongue.

Christianne's accent is thick, her English precise but halting.  She speaks the ancient language of the distant land she calls home.  Soon I will be able to understand that language.  

Christianne relaxes into the softness, her lips inches from my face.  "The presentation of food is an intimate art," she whispers, taking a berry between her red-nailed fingertips.  She holds it before my lips and I lean forward slightly to take it.  As I do, she pulls the berry back.

"With your eyes closed," she implores me.  "Please."

I nod, my eyelids fluttering closed.  I part my lips and Christianne places the black berry on my tongue.  The taste fills my mouth.  It is the taste of death, of decay, of succulent mortality and endless suffering.  This is the fruit of agony.  And yet its taste is, as well, that of release, the delicious flavor of nothing.  I suck on it for endless moments, my body swaying slightly as the sensations flow through me.  The berry fills my head and a rush comes upon me.  I know it is time.  I break the berry's skin with my teeth, biting down oh-so-gently as Christianne has indicated I should.  The explosion of flavor, the overwhelming throb of ecstasy that flows into my body, makes me moan slightly in astonishment and lean heavily against Christianne.

Gently, Christianne parts my lips with her tongue and plucks the black berry's skin from between my teeth.  She takes it into her own mouth and swallows.  The sensations continue, but are beginning to subside.  Christianne's ghosts sway back and forth above us, still holding the platter.  Christianne selects another berry and places it between my lips as I relax into the pillows and stretch, naked, in the slanted light from the skylight.

The sensations of the fruit are dwindling as Christianne rests her body against mine.

Gently, Christianne runs her fingers through my brittle blue-black hair, caresses the white skin of my wrists.  The bones are becoming visible underneath.  In another few weeks my flesh will be quite translucent.  Christianne runs her hand down the front of my naked body, feeling the shrinking swell of my hormone-summoned breasts with their small steel rings, the hollow curve of my belly and the piercing in my navel, the subsiding curve of my hips.  My sex, too, has disappeared with the effects of the berries.  It is now a part of my pubic area, where my black hair has fallen out.  Nothing has grown to replace my genitals.  I am smooth, shaved, sexless.  Christianne has given me the sweetest of gifts -- freedom from desire.

Christianne caresses my face, whispering promises to me in broken English.  "Soon, my sweet."  She speaks a few more words in another language.  Her ghosts nod and mumble a response, as if a recessional, in that same language.  Christianne recognizes my need.

"Be still," she whispers in English, holding a berry to my lips.  "Soon you will speak."

My lips close around the succulent morsel and the tips of Christianne's fingers.

The taste of sorrow fills my mouth.  Its juice is nothing.


“Drooling for D” is previously unpublished and appears in High Femmes for the first time. Deception Press, 2015. Copyright © 2015 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Drooling for D by Kylie Cooper

I guess I got kind of nervous when Janet and I went to Linc's place to score and there turned out to be a whole bunch of guys there. I mean lots. Like probably ten guys. No girls except Janet and me. Um... I mean, if I count. I don’t think that I do, but Janet says I’m a girl now. I was certainly dressed like a girl that night, the way I always am when my wife and me go out to party. All of the guys were black... and super-fucking hot. But it was kinda scary.

I mean, don't get me wrong, I have nothing at all against black guys. I mean, I really like them, lately. I spend more and more time with them, ever since Janet and I started partying. I mean, a lot of black guys are seriously cute. I don't know why I think that... I'm not even gay or, like, anything. I guess maybe it's kind of the Dolly that does it to me, but I don't know, can that really change things? Can it really change who you are inside? I mean, I know I'm a guy, and Janet knows I'm a guy, so what does it hurt to get, you know, dressed up when we go out and party?

And I mean... the boobs and stuff? That's just what happens when you get high on Dolly a lot. But don't worry... it's not addictive. It changes things in you, but it's not like they won't go back. And I figured, hey, while I've got these boobs, I should enjoy them, right?

Well, the ten or more black guys at Linc's house sure looked like they wanted to enjoy them, all right. They looked like they wanted to play with them, and do way more than just play... with my boobs and with the rest of me. They were not very subtle about it; all of them checked us out when we walked in the living room... and even the ones who were down one of the hallways managed to find their way out there to get a good look, making no attempt to disguise that they were checking us out.

And, okay, I guess I'll admit it, how could they not check us out? Janet and I weren't exactly wearing the kind of clothes that told men not to look. We were both totally falling out of our clothes. Janet was wearing these super-tight shorts that gave her a full-on camel toe. You could totally see her cherry-red thong sticking way up over her low-hanging waistline. The shorts hung practically all the way down to her crack.

On her top half, Janet just wore this red-and-white striped tube top that barely covered anything. It clung precariously to her body and showed off most of her tits. You could totally see her nips sticking hard through the tight fabric, and I don't think those nipples were hard before we walked in here. I would not be surprised, though. Ever since we started partying, Janet is totally into black guys. We pass a group of them on the street and she just gets so incredibly wet. If a black guy gets handsy and dances up on her at one of the dance clubs we go to, she doesn't push him away... not if he's black. She just grinds up against him and lets him do stuff. I guess I take her lead... that's why we rarely go home alone when we hit the dance clubs.

Oh, and speaking of Janet's like practically always-hard nipples, they've gotten so much bigger since she and I started to party in earnest. I mean, yeah, like, first there's the size of her boobs, which, I mean, like, guarantees that every guy who sees her is going to want to stick his dick between her titties and cum on her face. How can I even compete with that?

But then there's her nipples, and how they get hard all the time like directional antennae seeking out the hot black guys. And then when you touch them -- when anyone touches them, but especially a black guy -- she just goes completely crazy. I mean, those things are so sensitive I have seen her have orgasms just from, like, totally making out on the dance floor with a black guy and letting him feel her titties. I mean, you're not supposed to do that, right? But at some clubs, they're like, who cares? When I do that boot-licking, cunt-licking thing at home, she sometimes lets me spend time with her boobs afterwards, or beforehand. It's like, foreplay or something. And they are completely amazing. I mean, I like having mine, but Janet had amazing ones to begin with. Now, they're like, what, triple-D? I don't know, really, because Janet doesn't wear a bra. Her tits are so firm from getting so big so fast that she just lets them free-range it. I mean, it cost her job at the law firm, I guess, but who cares? Girls like us can always find ways to make money, if you know what I mean.

Not that I'm into that. I mean, yeah, okay, since Janet put up her ad at The Night Guide, we have totally been doing doubles together. But it's not like I'm really into guys, you know. I mean, I just mostly just suck them and touch them and suck on their cocks while they slide in and out of Janet. I guess I did go all the way with that one guy from Phoenix the other week, and the one from Alaska and that guy I met on Dubois street, too -- I wasn't even planning to turn a trick, it just happened, how awesome is that? He lives right by our place, and I'd seen him around, so when he propositioned me and said he'd pay, I thought I'd spend ten minutes in his apartment down on my knees with his dick in my mouth, but no way... he wanted to full-on "do it." And it wasn't that bad, I guess... he was lots rougher than Janet used to be when she would do me with her strap-on and stuff, but I guess I've kind of started to like that. I mean, it was pretty fun. They say Dolly makes everything fun, and I kind of have to agree. I mean, I've been completely loving life since Janet and I started partying.

Janet was not wearing stockings like I was, but just a hot pair of these shiny red knee-high boots with high heels and pointy toes that look so fucking hot on her I just want to get down and lick them all day and all night. Sometimes she lets me, especially when both of us get real high and the urge becomes overwhelming. I usually end up licking her down there instead of her boots, but that's another story. I've been doing a lot of that lately.

As for me, my dress was super-hot-pink, like, this color I never ever ever ever would have worn back before I started partying. Never mind that I wouldn’t have been wearing a dress. But then, even calling it a dress was completely ridiculous. It was more like a glorified shirt. It was decent by maybe two inches, and it showed off practically everything.

My boobs are nothing like Janet's, even with how much we've been partying. But they're, you know... I mean, I'm not even, like, used to having them, so I guess I’m pretty impressed that they're already spilling out of this push-up bra -- C-cups! -- that I wore tonight. The front of my dress plunges down and totally shows off the front clasp of the bra.

The guys were taking in every inch of us, both of us, looking like they wanted to rip off our clothes and fuck us raw. And I'm not going to say that didn't sound good, but... I mean, what the hell? We didn't even know them! And what if they got all gropey like those guys on the dance floor always do with Janet? Would she totally respond positively, totally act like she loved it, the way she usually did?

So, yeah, I was worried. I could feel the guys' eyes on me, and more importantly on Janet. It was like they were biding their time till they got her naked.

And Janet wasn't helping matters much with those flirty looks she kept shooting at them.

But then I saw Linc grin at me. He seemed to notice how nervous I was. I figured, why worry? Linc is our friend. More importantly, we're, like, his customers, right? We buy Dolly from him every week, and he gives us good prices. Really good prices. He wouldn’t want anything bad to happen to us. He would totally protect us if these guys wanted to, you know, like, do anything. I mean anything bad.

I mean... not that I'd fight if they did, necessarily, because frankly a lot of them are kind of cute. They're, like, all pretty big, which I guess I like (I think maybe that's the Dolly, too) and it's been incredibly hot outside, so they're not really wearing that much. Shorts and some tank tops... a couple with no shirts at all. Most of them have athletic shoes or bare feet. The air in the house is close, and I can smell their male scent. It gets me a little bit dizzy. They say Dolly can do that to you -- make you respond to male pheromones or something. They say some girls who get high on Dolly can even, like, have an orgasm just from, like, smelling a certain kind of guy. But I don't know about that, because I'll totally do things with guys for money but it's not like I'm bisexual or anything. I mean, Janet and I are still totally married, right? Sooner or later we'll quit D, and I'll shrink back to normal -- my boobies, I mean -- and my hips will go down again and my round bubble butt, and I'll start to grow facial hair again, I think, and we can go back to like just dressing up on the weekends, instead of every day. I mean, don't get me wrong... we'll still party. I think Janet and I will always want to party. But being the total sluts we've been the last six or eight weeks or so, since she got that big batch of money from her parents? No way.

Besides, I'm not high yet. I mean, I had my last little line last night about midnight. I've been jonesing all day, feeling the hunger for that pretty pink powder. So who knows what'll happen when we fix it up?

Janet handed over the money when she bent down to hug Linc and kiss him on the cheek and let him cop a feel -- two feels, actually, one of the right cheek of Janet's full, round, firm, perfect, fuckable, lickable ass, and one of her left tit, equally fuckable, equally lickable, and I can tell I'm not the only one in the room who thinks that about them. Ten pairs of eyes, maybe more, linger on Janet's body as Linc gropes her, easily palms the roll of bills, and then gropes her some more.

He starts to cut up the pink powder up on a mirror on his old, stained coffee table. I stand there and pout. I don't know why he's doing that. Janet and I already talked about this. I thought we were getting our Dolly "to go" so that we could go party at Club  Dusk, which has these awesome drink specials on Tuesdays. Not that Janet or I have to buy our own drinks, ever, but when they're all cheap like that it means guys buy you way more of them and you can get really fucked up. I mean, we'll already be fucked up, because we're going to do lots of Dolly and dance all night, but... believe me, plenty of liquor makes a good Dolly high feel even better!

I mean, I don't want to get totally high with all these big black guys here, right? I mean, they're like completely looking at us, like they want to eat us up with a spoon.

But, I mean, I guess I’m predictable, right? The second I see that yummy pink powder chopped up on the mirror in front of Linc, I want it so bad I'll do almost anything to get it. I mean, money? Okay. Whatever I have. Do bad things? The worst. I don't even care what they are, or with who, or with what. I'm just, like, gimme gimme gimme! At the sight of that magic pink powder, I feel my whole body ripple with pleasure, and I’m more aware than ever before of the changes the last few months made on my body. Dolly can change things in you. It had changed things in Janet. It changed things in me. And at first, I mean, I was completely freaked out, but... I've always liked boobs. I've always kind of wanted to have them. What guy hasn't, right? I mean, really big, ripe, firm ones like I've got? What guy wouldn't want those? I mean, you get to play with them 24/7? And everyone you see wants to play with them, too, and you can say "yes" to whoever you want?

I mean, I guess I got used to it pretty quickly. After the changes started, I just wanted more. That's why Janet and I have been doing so much, lately. That's why we've both changed so completely. Three months ago I think I still looked more like a boy than a girl. But no way that's true now!

But don't worry, it's totally not addicting.

Linc says: "I want you girls to try a few lines of this right here. It's a new batch... extra strong. This is such good stuff you're going to thank me. I'll give you a little extra this week, because I got a big shipment. It's out of a government lab or some shit. All I know is, this is good stuff. The best I’ve ever gotten. I'll spot you these two lines."

Janet is leaning over the table, totally falling out of her dress as she drools on the Dolly. She's giving the ten guys behind her a beaver shot, and I know they can basically see everything. Not that she cares. I mean, she does care.... she likes it. She wants it. But right now she was probably more focused on the pink powder Linc is chopping up. 

Seeing Linc chop the pink powder up makes my mouth water and my nose tingle. 

Linc takes his damn time, doing it, though. While he meticulously chops up the Dolly and studiously ignores both Janet and me looking at it and drooling, he introduces us:

"Guys, these are my good friends, Chauntrelle and Janiqua."

I don't even mind if he calls me that anymore. He's been calling me "Chauntrelle" and Janet "Janiqua" for months now, since shortly after Janet and I came in asking to buy some Dolly. Linc was cagy at first -- he always is with new clients -- but we had a pretty good referral from this totally well-heeled friend of Janet's -- okay, he's a boyfriend, or more like a fuckbuddy -- named Bishop. Linc insisted on playing the good guy. He sat us down and gave us each a beer and then described exactly what Dolly does to you if you do a whole lot of it. And Janet and I are both, "no, we just want to, like, party this one time," and Linc flat-out laughed at us. But he sold us the first "honey" -- a hundred dollars' worth -- and when we came back three days later and begged him for more, he teased us a little about what was going to become of us if we kept this up. He called me Chauntrelle and Janet Janiqua and told us we were going to end up turning tricks pretty soon. We were both, like, "No, it's totally cool," and just gave him the money -- for a double-honey this time -- and then he did what he was doing now... he chopped it up and made us do the first line in front of him.

Then he grabbed both our heads and pushed our faces in his crotch, and unzipped his pants and both Janet and I totally started to suck his cock.

That was the first time I gave a blowjob, and Janet insisted that Linc let me have the creamy finish. She said she'd already given so many of them, whereas I was just now learning how much fun they could be.

And Janet has given a whole lot of blowjobs. I mean, like, a lot of them, and not just since she and I started to party. Even back then, on our second "appointment" with Linc, Janet was far from innocent. She loves to suck cock. She'd sucked plenty of them, both before and after she and I got married. I mean, there were plenty I knew about, but way more I didn't. I don't think I realized until after we started to party just how many BJs she'd given to strangers and guys she knew from work and even some of my friends. They say Dolly makes you totally tell the truth about sex, even when it's pretty embarrassing. I mean, I guess I would have been pretty mad if I wasn't totally high when she told me. But I just said, "Yeah, well, of course you did, baby, you had to? I mean, a girl needs cock, right?" And then she and I totally made out and did the whole lezzie thing, except, wait, it's not lezzie, because -- well, never mind about that. It felt like a lezzie thing. Both of us rolling around on the bed sixty-nining and yeah, it was totally fun, but both of us thought the same thing: "What I want is some cock.”

So at like 1 a.m. we just did two more lines each, then got up and threw on some clothes and went to the park, and... I guess you could say that we celebrated Janet's confession to me by both giving blowjobs in the park.

I mean, it was only a year ago that I told Janet that I fantasized about her being with black guys. She already knew that I liked to be dominated and stuff, and she knew about the cross-dressing, but that was just secret and not very often. So, I mean... I guess that whole time she was cheating on me, right? I guess that's kinda weird. What's so weird is that I like it more knowing that it was cheating, even more than the twenty or thirty guys she fucked after I told her I wanted to watch. 

But then, the last few months have been totally different. Dolly is "the great equalizer," right? We're totally both blowing guys right and left, I mean, now we both have to. But, it's like, we want to, as well. I mean, I don't, like, want want to blow guys and go all the way with them sometimes, 'cause Janet makes so much more money per client... and why not? She's totally got three tight holes, and I've only got two and one of them I'm even pretty weird about using! ***

I mean, it's not like either of us is a real prostitute, right? We're just letting this kind of, like, tide us over until things get stabilized. It's not like I plan to walk the street all the time till I'm fifty... but then again, with Janet, I don't know. She sure seems to like going out to hotels to meet strange men. And, like I said, the money she makes is a lot better than mine. She says in her ad, and I quote, "My availability is limited and my time is valuable. I see no more than one client a day to ensure that when I visit with you, I'm as 'fresh' as possible." That's total bullshit, of course. Janet doesn't need to be 'fresh' to be horny, and she wouldn't dream of saying "no" to someone who wants to pay her for sex. On a good day, she can do four or five clients, if they're all at downtown hotels. That's at, like, $600 a pop. 

What's five times six hundred? That's, like, three hundred dollars? I'd probably love dick way more, too, if I made that kind of money from it. As it is, I get nothing like that... just, like $50 for BJs and up. But that’s enough.

“Chauntrelle and Janiqua are from over in Avery Canyon," he says.

There's a few chuckles, because Avery Canyon is totally this completely white-bread neighborhood and everyone knows it. It’s kind of a joke how white and polite and lame and suburban and boring Avery Canyon is.

Linc's house, on the other hand, is in Knox Valley, of course. It’s a black neighborhood, and kind of “the ghetto,” if that’s not, you know, like, an offensive word nowadays. I guess you’d call it an “underprivileged neighborhood.” But the thing is, it’s not just underprivileged... it’s also where bad men like Linc live. Not that my wife and I don’t like Linc and his friends for being “bad.” And not that we don’t do our buying here... and some other things. Anyway, the point is that Knox Valley is the complete polar opposite of the suburb where Janet and I live, which is why I’m so freaked out... and excited, I guess, because it’s kind of hot to be scoring in Knox Canyon.

Who am I kidding, though? I’m such a D-fiend that it would be hot to be scoring anywhere. It’s the scoring part that I’m really into. And that’s what we were doing tonight.

Linc nods at the guys behind us and says, "Janiqua, Chauntrelle, these are my friends from the neighborhood. That there is Kaynard, then Rod, Diondre, Zach, David, Scott, Paul, Terry... that big guy is Matt, that one is Brian, and the other white guy is Josh." There’s more laughter, as my face turns pink, because Josh is obviously black but a little more light-skinned than the other guys.

I giggle a little bit nervously. I say, "I don't think I got all those..."

"Don't worry," Linc says. "They don’t really give a fuck what your names are, either. All you gotta know how to say is, 'Yes, Master...'"

"Yes, Master," purrs Janet as she gets down on all fours to snort up the Dolly.

"Whatever you say, Master," Janet -- hee hee, Janiqua -- purrs, and lunges forward to pluck the straw from Linc's hand. It's this silver-plated straw that Linc's had for as long as I've known him. Janet slides one end of the straw into her nose, pinches, touches the other to the first line of pink on the mirror... and sucks it right down. The stuff hits her hard. She lets out a raw moan of pleasure, wiggling her butt back and forth. Her dress is completely riding up, now, and her naked pussy is fully hanging out. The guys behind her are watching it like they're transfixed. Janet keeps wriggling her butt and pumping her hips like the Dolly is hitting her hard inside, like she's feeling orgasmic.... that's one of the effects with really good stuff. I'm totally freaked that she's showing her pussy to all the big black guys behind her, but I can't keep my mind on anything except that yummy pink powder. 

Janet does the second line  with another wiggle, down on all fours bent way over Linc's shabby old coffee table. She writhes and moans for a while, saying how good the stuff is and how hot she feels. Dolly does that to you, but I can tell it's doing more than the usual stuff to my wife. She is totally bonkers. That's got to be some really good shit.

I want it. I see Janet struggle to her feet, tottering on her high heels. One of the big black guys rushes in to catch her. He grabs my wife's slim, slender white arm with his big black hand and steadies her. Janet smiles at him flirtatiously, pulling her dress back down as if she just noticed it was up.

The guy keeps eye contact with her as he reaches down to the hem of her dress... and pulls it back up.

I don't even think about that, though... all I can think about is that next line of Dolly Linc has ready for me, all cut up and beckoning. I feel the hum of pleasure in every part of my body that Dolly has modified -- in my big hard firm tits, in my swelling hips, my narrow little waist, my throat where it's shrunken my Adam’s apple and made my voice get so much higher rand girly. Don't worry, it'll go back after I take a break for a while. I feel the faint tingle in my scalp where my hair has grown out like six times faster than usual, and gone from medium-brown to like totally blonde. Not, like, platinum blonde the way Janet's is, but still, pretty light, totally blonde.

And my legs, where I've lost all my hair... and my face, too, and my butt and my ball, which are all shrunken up and my cock which is smaller than ever but I just don’t care because it feels so good when I touch it with just like the tips of two fingers or the head of Janet's vibrator... I totally masturbate like a girl now...

I try to be all demure and not be a whore like my wife, and, like, not get down on all fours to snort the Dolly. 

But Linc isn't having it.

He says, "Down on all fours, Chauntrelle. Put your back into it. You gotta snort hard to get stuff this good all the way back. Put your ass in the air."

I guess maybe I pout a little, but I do as he says. I get down on all fours with my butt pointing toward the black guys and I keep my thighs totally pressed tight together because I don't want to flash them my tuck-job, which is pretty good tonight -- my thing is getting way small lately, but don't worry, it'll go back once I stop taking D for a while.

I guess that distracts me a little, so I don't pay as much attention to the placement of the silver straw in my nose as I would otherwise. I'm already drooling for D, but I can't stop thinking about all those black guys getting such a good look up my skirt.

Linc holds the straw out of the way, his hand in my hair.

"Legs apart, Chauntrelle. Let 'em see. What have you got to be shy about?"

I obey him. That’s how bad I want the Dolly. I spread my legs wide open, knowing full well the black guys behind us can see up my dress and see my sad little bulge. It's rock-hard, if you must know, bulging this cute little red thong I was wearing. There’s not much to it -- there never was, and even less now -- but what is there was fucking completely rock-hard, because I was anticipating that first yummy slurp of the pink powder up my nose.

Linc would not let me hold the silver straw. He guided one end into my nostril and the other to the end of the fat pink line, and he held my hair as he led me through the snort, almost like he thought I wouldn't do it. As if! I was so fucking hot for that Dolly that I couldn't stand it! And I'd certainly done it plenty of times before... often right in front of him!

The line hits me nice and smooth and easy. Oh, it is such fucking good stuff! I am completely unprepared for how yummy it feels. I don't just mean, like, "good," but totally fucking amazing. The effects pulse their way through me instantly. I can feel my titties swelling as if they are about to grow another cup size, like they did that one time when Janet and I totally partied all weekend with those rich guys from Singapore. I mean, B cup to C cup in three days, that was pretty amazing! They got so incredibly sensitive!

That's how it feels now, my tits swelling even as my hard little cock starts to throb with pleasure as if I’m about to blow my load... I mean squirt, you know, like, have an orgasm, right there in my panties with my legs spread and my dress up. But then, simultaneously, it almost feels like my dick is actually shrinking up inside me.

I mean, why would a guy want to take a drug that makes his thing get even smaller, even just for a little while? People have asked that on late-night talk shows and stuff that Janet and I watch, usually while up doing Dolly and giving BJs to strange guys we met at the dance clubs or in the park. 

And all I can say is, if you have to ask why I’d do that, then you've never done Dolly. The second you do it, you know why someone like me -- or like Janet -- would crawl around making total whores of ourselves when we’re high on it. It makes you want to get fucked. I mean hard.

When the line hits me hard, my eyes roll back in my head.

At first, I thought Janet was just being super dramatic, putting on a show for all the guys watching her about how good this batch of Dolly is, when she moaned and wiggled like that. But she totally wasn't. I can’t control myself, either. That's how fucking good this stuff is... it completely engulfs my body in pleasure. I feel myself rocking back and forth, humping the air, my body undulating even as Linc guides the straw back into my nose and feeds me my second line.

This line goes down even smoother than the first one did, because everything that's happening in my body or to it feels fucking wonderful right now. I just suck down the line and I feel like I'm flying, completely lost in the pleasure of being alive. That strange sensation down there where my cock was like hardening, but it was totally shrinking and almost kind of like crawling up inside me -- well, that's stronger than ever, but all I know is it feels really good. I'm thoroughly out of it; I've got my hand down there, I think, rubbing my dick like a clit, which is all I can do it anymore since it's gotten so shrunken and small... but it feels good. I won't go so far as to say that I'm orgasming or something, but the first rush of that really good stuff is better than orgasm. And if you don't believe that, then I say again, you've never done really good Dolly.

My body undulates and seems to pulse. It’s like reality is breaking down. I feel Linc's hands on me, his arms all around me, and I feel comforted, calmed, and yeah, turned on by his presence. That thing I was saying earlier about how when you get high on Dolly, your sense of smell changes? That's what happens now, as the full effects hit me. I smell Linc and instantly know what his powerfully male scent means. It means he wants me.

I fucking love that. I mean, I'm not into guys, you know, I mean, like not really into guys, but, like... Linc is just kind of, you know, special. I mean, it isn't just because he's so hot and so built and because his dick is so big, and it's not even because he keeps hooking Janet and me up with plenty of Dolly. It's not even because I'm all sentimental because he's the first guy I ever gave a blowjob to. It's just... I don't know, there’s something special about him. Linc is, just... hot.

Oh, and did I mention that his dick is huge? Well it is. I don't know if it's me or it's him who unzips his pants and takes his huge cock out, but all I know is before any more time has passed, while the Dolly pumps through me and I kneel there happy and sweet, I've got his dick out and I'm rubbing it in my face. I guess maybe I was the one who unzipped him. I’m lapping at his balls like I can't get enough, and then Linc is pulling my dress down and my tits just pop out. They feel even bigger than they were, all right, but that's got to just be the Dolly, right? They'll go back down to... well, not normal, not till I stay clean for a few months and stuff, but they won't be so big they completely bust my dress, right?

But that's all after I come down... and I won't come down for hours. I don't want to come down, ever. I don't want to do anything except press Linc's cock between my tits and slide it all over them, licking the head when it pushes up between my titties. I rub my face all over Linc's cock, teasing his shaft with my big lips.

I look up at him and moan: "Mmmmm, that's good fucking shit..."

"Yeah," Linc says with a grin. "You're about to find out just how good."

That's when I realize that I'm not pushing my tits together; I'm not rubbing Linc's cock all over my face; he is. I can't be, because my arms are pinned up tight in the small of my back, forcing my back into an arch so that my ass is up high in the air. And another guy is behind me, pinning them with one huge, powerful black hand... his left.

With his right hand, the stranger is reaching between my legs, touching me. Maybe that's why it feels like my hard dick is crawling up inside me, because, he's like... could he be fingering my ass or something. I don't know, and I don't have any time to think about it, because Linc is pushing his dick between my puffy pink lips and there’s no way I'm not going to suck that. I start to do it real good, turning my eyes up to meet his, watching him watching me as I open wide, straighten my throat and just sort of push myself onto Hiscock. It fills my throat.

The guy behind me is feeling me up. I don’t know his name. I don’t care. He has my panties down; they're stretched between my thighs.

"Oh, yep!" he says. "There she goes... right up there. Right inside. Oh, yeah, that's sweet." He probes my crotch, and I feel aching surges of pleasure. "She’s got a cherry and everything.”

My head spins. I can feel it ! I can feel his finger... in me! Almost as if I really did have a cunt. And I can feel him probing my hymen painfully... like I really had a new cunt... like I was a virgin. I mean... what the fuck? This is really good stuff!

He asks Linc: “How the hell does this stuff work?"

"Beats me," says Linc. "Chauntrelle, that there is Diondre. He's going to take your virginity."

I want to giggle -- that's crazy. He can't take my virginity, because I just got fucked by a guy like earlier this week! And like two or three guys before that. * I want to tell Linc that I'm totally not a virgin, but then I think, well, that's kind of hot that he thinks that I am. I mean, I'd like to be an innocent little virgin, like in the romance novels or the totally perverted porn stories, this, like, innocent virgin whore with a perfect cherry just waiting to be popped by the rapacious harem keeper or pirate or whatever...

Oh, fuck! That feels so good! I would be moaning like crazy if my mouth and throat weren't full of Linc's cock. I'm totally hungry for it, just thrusting myself onto him so I choke myself, spit running everywhere.

But what really feels good is the guy's fingers inside me.

When I feel the guy rubbing his cock up against me, though, I think, holy shit, with how big it is, when he puts it in me, I might feel like I am a virgin after all.

Linc lets me up off his cock and I look over my shoulder to see Diondre's massive tool, because I just flat-out can't believe how big it feels rubbing against my thighs. But he's not going for my ass. He's rubbing the thick head against my balls.

When I look back, I realize Janet is totally naked. I mean, totally, except for those hot fucking red boots. She's not alone, either... most of the guys are surrounding her, so I can't even see what she's doing, really.  There’s not much question, though, what it is. Not from the slurping sounds and the strings of drool I see glistening to the ground between the guys' legs. Some of them have their shorts down to their knees and others have taken them all the way off. I see gorgeous black male butt and think to myself that if I wasn't busy with Linc, I would totally want to lick those guys' asses, like I did that time Janet and I partied with those guys from Grandville. OMG, I don't know what came over me then. I just suddenly wanted to worship at the altar of * black male ass, and my tongue went crazy.

I don't even think about how my wife is, like, sucking off other guys, and probably going to do more than that in a minute... or maybe not. Janet really loves to suck cock; she could do it for hours. There are like ten of them surrounding her; she could probably do all ten and love every minute of it.

But then Linc puts his and in my hair, pulls it, and slaps my face hard with his huge cock. I turn back to him and open wide so he can shove his dick back in my mouth.

I gulp it down my throat, while Diondre behind me keeps holding on to my wrists and reaches down to do something between my legs. It feels like he's parting my balls, holding them open... he's spitting on his dick, rubbing it up and down in the space between my balls and butthole... but it's really wet down there, like he rubbed all this lube or something. And when he starts to push up against me, it doesn't feel like I expect... not at all. I lunge forward in response to his first thrust; it's a little bit painful, which isn't to say I don't like it. I like it a lot... but the pain surprises me.

Now I’m leaning hard against the edge of the couch, with my face still in Linc's lap and his dick in my mouth. I'm so fucking horny I know I could cum any second, and I want to. But when I try to grind my hard little cock up against the edge of Linc's old, smelly, threadbare sofa, there's nothing there. I mean, nothing. It's not just that it's smaller... it's that my cock's gone.

I mean... that's how it seems, right? Not that it is gone, but... It was half-gone already, right? Am I right?

But then Diondre is pushing into me and I feel a bursting. I feel a wave of pain and then his cock pushes up into me. Something is wrong. He's entering me, but he's not in my butt. What happened here.

"How does this stuff work again?" grunts Diondre. "Her cunt is tight."

"It'll stay that way, too. She's got three weeks... maybe four. All she has to do is stop taking it, and her dick will grow back."

"Two hundred dollars says she doesn't stop. From the way this cunt's moaning..."

I am moaning. I’m howling like crazy, and not from the pain -- even though that is pretty intense. But the pleasure is totally overwhelming the pain, suppressing it, making me want more even though I can feel the agony of my hymen rupturing. Through the waves of pleasure in my body and mind, I start to realize that something is different... but how can this have happened. I mean, I know Linc said at the start that Dolly would feminize me, temporarily, until it took me "all the way," but that can't mean...

Oh, fuck... my eyes roll back in my head. Diondre’s cock is enormous. It hurts like hell, but I'm fucking myself back onto it like I like the pain. And in some ways I do. But what I really love is what goes along with it... pleasure, unbearable pleasure, indescribable, beautiful, more than I’ve ever experienced. More than I can take...  more than I can stand.

I feel Dion's huge hand tight in my hair, his fingers caressing my throat as I put my new higher voice to good use, screaming in orgasm. Diondre angles his body up, sweating on me as he takes his time thrusting slowly... and after he's in me as deep as he'll go, I feel him shoving his thumb in my ass. Then he pulls me up, lifting me and turning me around, and I'm down on my knees sucking his cock, tasting new juices. I reach down and touch something... it isn’t right. It almost feels like I really do have a pussy... but that's impossible, right?

Linc guides his cock to my new hole and presses up into it, fucking me from behind.

When I turn around and climb onto his lap, I slide down onto Linc and Diondre enters my ass from behind. I experience my first double penetration.

Beyond Diondre’s huge, naked muscled body, I see my wife pinned between two of our dealer's friends. She's getting git in both holes just like I am. She reaches out and holds my hand a few minutes later, when both of us cum.

This is impossible, isn't it?

I cry out louder than ever in pleasure and pain as I feel his cock slamming all the way into my virgin pussy. And yes, I’m sure it’s really my pussy... because I can feel Diondre’s huge thumb pushing its way up my ass. His dick pumps into my cunt hard and deep, pushing against some spot in me that feels like it’s never been touched before... because it hasn’t. My eyes roll back into my head and I howl at the top of my lungs.

And then I cum. I cum like a girl. I cum like a real girl.

Linc comes over to me, his cock glistening from Janet. I’m getting fucked hard in my brand-new cunt, and I still can’t believe it. Orgasmic pleasure echoes through my body, and my mouth is just hanging open, and I’m fuckin’ drooling. 

Linc shoves his shiny cock into my mouth, and I open wide and take it down my throat like a good little bitch. Janet has taught me how to deep-throat, so I guess I know what I’m doing. It feels good to have Linc’s crotch slamming into my face, to have his big black cock fucking my throat.

Linc explains, like it was the most natural thing in the world:

“Diondre wanted to find out if this shit was real,” he says. “I guess he’s got a bitch up in your hood with a husband who’s being a pain.” Linc laughs as he pounds me, fucking my face with his giant cock while Dondre continues using me. “But don’t pretend you ain’t likin’ this, Diondre.”

“Fuck!” grunts Diondre. “This is the tight fuckin’ pussy I've had in years! This is tighter than some sissy ass!”

“That sissy’s ass is damn tight,” said Linc. Go ahead, try it!”

“When I’m done,” Diondre grunts. “I’m gonna pop my load in this bitch! What’s her name again?”

“Chauntrelle,” Linc tells Diondre.

“Fuck! She is so fuckin’ tight!”

“Not for long, Chauntrelle,” Linc tells me, caressing my face and pulling my hair. “You’ll get fucked out real soon, Chauntrelle... but that’s the great thing about Dolly. It tightens bitches like you right up. That pussy’s gonna stay fresh. And it’s gonna make me a whole lot of money. Diondre already paid me a thousand for it. I wanted to pop you myself, but... for that kind of money, I figure I can let Diondre have that first taste. I’ll just OD you later, get you so high you grown another cherry. Then, I’ll go... pop!... virgin pussy, Chauntrelle... best thing in the world. Your clients are gonna pay top dollar for it. Why do you think I’ve been giving you and your lady such a low price all of these months?”

I cum again, howling in pleasure, choking on Linc’s cock. Everything he says is so smart and tough and good and right and proper. He’s going to pimp me out. He’s going to sell me on the street. He’s going to pass me around like a fuckhole, and  keep me high on Dolly so I get all fuckin’ tight between tricks, and they have to pay more...”

Janet moans in yet another orgasm, making wet slurping sounds as she chokes down one of Linc’s friends big hard black cocks.

As I build toward my next climax. Diondre throws back his head and gasps. Then he screams:

“Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah, oh shit, this sissy fuckbitch is tight!”

Then I feel his cum flooding my pussy, just as Linc pulls his cock out of my mouth and jacks off on me, spraying his giant load on my face and my tits.

Diondre just keeps fucking, pumping stream after stream into my sweet, tight pussy. I tighten my muscles, feeling every inch of every thrust as he finishes off in my now-gooey hole.

I’m dripping cum from both ends. Linc’s jizz is all over my face. The smell makes me drunk. I coast on the high of the Dolly.

After Diondre pulls back, Linc grins and reaches down my body, shoving his fingers up into my pussy to feel the thick goo that Diondre’s left there.

Then he shoves three fingers up my tight ass. I cry out as he stretches me.

He shoves his softening dick in my mouth while he fingers my ass painfully.

He growls: “Get me hard, again, Chauntrelle. I’m gonna break in your ass.”

I obey Linc, sucking his cock eagerly. It’s what I want. It’s what I always wanted. What I’ve needed. I just didn’t know it... till Dolly came along.

“I’m gonna break in your ass,” Linc repeats. “And then you and me, Chauntrelle, we’re gonna go to bed I’m gonna spend a lot of long hours training you just how to get fucked by a man who’s paying you. I can tell you’ll learn fast, Chauntrelle. I’ll have you pimped out by tomorrow...”

“Yes, Master,” I whimper as I rub his balls all over my face.

It’s what I want. It’s what I’ve always wanted.

It’s what I need.

#

So that’s how it happens. That's how I became what I am... you know, a girl.

Linc took full ownership of us that very night. He collared us. Janiqua and me were completely into it. We’re no longer “husband” and “wife.” I mean, I know girls get married nowadays, but... we’re just not interested. Dick’s our religion. Dick and long, fat lines of yummy pink Dolly.

We’re sister bitches. We sleep in a small single bed in the back room, together, except when Linc parties and wants us there, sucking his dick in his king in the master bedroom. Even when we sleep alone, we cuddle and kiss, finger and fuck each other, all night long. We don’t need much sleep. Dolly makes everything so hot we don’t want to sleep.

Janiqua and I do whatever Linc tells us to do. We’re his slaves. That’s how we like it.

We turn tricks how, when and with whomever Linc sells us to.

And we love every minute of it... because Linc keeps that sweet Dolly flowing up our noses.

Janiqua walks the street, because she’s just another hot, bitched-up slut whore. I like the thought of her out there, shaking her ass on the ho stroll, getting picked up and fucked in the back seats of old cars by guys paying her $50 a pop. It makes my pussy wet. I like it even better because she’s my wife... or she used to be. That’s kind of, you know, humiliating. In a super-hot way. In the old days, I would have jacked my sad little pecker about a hot fantasy like that. Now that I've been changed by Dolly, I just fuck myself hard with my fingers and rub my sweet clit as I think about Janiqua spreading her legs for stranger after stranger for $50. That’s what she’s worth. That’s what we’re both worth. That’s why Linc spotted our potential and turned us into something he can use.

Me, though, I’ve got something special to offer. Because my pussy is new -- a “Doll Pussy” is what Linc likes to call it -- I grow a cherry if Linc hooks me up with enough D. It’s right there in my escort ad, on the website, Love Dates, where most of the hookers in town find their clients... if they’re not the kind of whores who walk the street.

When Linc gets a client who wants to pop cherry, he charges something like two thousand dollars. Dolly has changed me so much that I don’t look a thing like I used to. I’m smaller. I’m slimmer, except for my tits. I’m younger, or at least I look younger. I could pass for eighteen, easily. So when Linc’s got a client who wants to believe the backstory about me being some blonde runaway from Kansas or whatever, I’m very convincing. I get my hair done up in pigtails and all that, and sometimes I wear, like a baby doll or, like a schoolgirl outfit, or whatever.

By now, I’ve done it a hundred times. I’ve “lost my virginity” so many times I think I should get a medal. But I always play-act it oh-so-convincingly. I pretend it’s my first time, and it’s hot. It’s so fucking hot I don’t even mind the pain as my cherry breaks yet again. I love it, actually, and I always cum so fucking hard for the perverts who want me to call them “Master” while they break my cunt in.

But the best part of those “Cherry Calls,” as Linc likes to call them, is what he has to do to get me to regrow that hymen each time.

It’s a whole lot of Dolly... and that’s what I like. I want line after line after line after line, till I feel my tits swelling, my hot pussy sealing itself up again, begging for cock but resisting it when a man tries to break me in.

That’s what I want. I want all that Dolly, line after line after line after line, making me into the girl I should always have been.

I drool for it. I’m always drooling for Dolly... and drooling for cock once I’m loaded up on that pink powder.

Janiqua and I have never been happier.
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