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"If that isn’t working for you, don’t hesitate to be a little rough. He responds better when you’re rough."

Miss Vesper


Learning to Suck


Miss Vesper showed me the hood I was going to be wearing for the rest of the party. It was unlike any I had ever seen. The overall design was common enough, a gas mask piece done in latex instead of leather, with big bulging lenses for the eyes, but things got really bizarre when it came to the mouth. On the inside of the hood, there was a ring gag–nothing shocking there–but attached to the mouth it was like someone had taken the top of a Fleshlight and fused it onto the hood so that it jutted out a couple of inches. With both the Fleshlight top and the ring gag, that meant anyone could penetrate the wearer’s mouth however they wanted and enjoy the nice cushiony silicone while they were at it.
“That’s… that’s for me?” I asked in a miserable squeak.
Miss Vesper loomed over me, in head-to-toe shiny black latex that I had helped her put on earlier this evening. She’d made me first massage her naked body with baby powder to make it easier to put on the latex–while I was blindfolded, naturally–and then I assisted with the slow, diligent work of getting the bodysuit onto her. I had been naked the entire time myself, except for my 24/7 chastity, and just the feel of that buttery smooth latex was enough to make me throb in my cage. That throbbing had only got worse after the bodysuit was on Miss Vesper and she had me oil her down to make it nice and shiny, allowing me to touch her in ways she’d never permit otherwise.
She wasn’t the only one wearing latex tonight. She’d made me put on a bodysuit too, but compared to hers mine made me look gimpy and weak. Now she was going to complete the ensemble it seemed.
“Yes it is, slave,” she purred in my ear. “Did you really think I’d forget about your little fantasy?”
I swallowed hard. Months ago I had confessed to Miss Vesper my last held fantasy, the only true secret I still kept from her. Ever since I’d become her personal slave–think personal assistant meets fetish toy–she’d systematically broken through my walls, getting me to confess to deeper and deeper truths that I wouldn’t have dared to tell anyone else. Each time she reached a new one, it was exhilarating and terrifying. There was my claustrophobia and the leather body bag that followed, my perverse curiosity over dehumanization and the intense prisoner roleplay we did together, my fear–and wonder–about what a fully invasive chastity device would be like and the sounding plug that made me wonder no more. But there was one layer she had exposed that we hadn’t acted on yet, one that I wrote off as simply being a bridge too far, even for her:
I wanted to know what it was like to suck a cock.
And not just suck a cock, but to be made to suck a cock, to be humiliated and emasculated as a man bigger and stronger than me used my mouth to get himself off. I couldn’t say why this fantasy excited me so much, even though I’d tried time and again to interrogate my feelings on it. I wasn’t attracted to men as a whole, but I did recognize I was attracted to cocks. Some of them, anyway. But that attraction wasn’t the same way I was attracted to women’s bodies, where I could find them hot in any number of settings–cutesy, sultry, athletic, elegant, and on and on. The cocks I was drawn to had to seem powerful and domineering, and in my fantasies even the slightest whiff of kindness or consideration was a complete and utter turnoff. For me, it was all about the well-hung stud who didn’t give a damn about anyone else, a caricature for sure but one that let me imagine a faceless man with a girthy snake between his legs that demanded it be pleased.
I’d told all of this to Miss Vesper. She did her usual, digging into the elements of my fantasy that were more common than I thought, pressing me for more details, and giving me a taste of what I wanted, in that case with her most realistic-looking strap-on that she made me get down on my knees and worship. I had assumed things had ended there. I had assumed wrong.
“Tonight?” I asked. “Here? I… I can’t. I’m not ready.”
“This hood will do all the work for you,” she said. “All it needs from you is this hole.”
Miss Vesper put two latex-clad fingers in my mouth, pressing them back until I started to gag. She stroked them along my tongue with a curled smile.
“I wonder what lucky stud is going to get to feel this warm, wet tongue,” she mused, pumping her fingers slowly in and out of my mouth. Her dark eyes were locked with mine. “I’ve already eyed a few that I think will be interested. Not the ones who are gay or even bi either, I know who those are here, but the ones who will want to do it just to see the look in your eyes when their cum hits the back of your throat…”
She pressed her fingers deep into me again and when I began to gag this time, she let me choke for a few moments before pulling away. Then she set the hood down and reached for the crotch of my suffocating, skintight bodysuit; there was an easy access zipper there and she undid it just enough so she could pull my cock and balls out in their tight, black hard plastic chastity cage. I was shaved completely, my skin as smooth as my latex was, and the feel of Miss Vesper’s hand on me filled me with a frustratingly good thrum of pleasure.
“Put the hood on,” she told me.
It was an order but it was also a check-in. This is how things worked as a personal slave to a professional dominatrix–I could defy her, I knew that, but I also knew there’d be some price to pay later for not giving her what she wanted. A win-win for her and also a way to incentivize me to follow my fantasy. Miss Vesper continued to stroke my cock through its chastity and I picked up the hood with a deep breath.
It’s now or never, I told myself. If I backed out now, after she’d moved all these pieces into place, I’d probably never get this close again. I pulled the hood over my head.
Being latex, it was hard work and when Miss Vesper saw me giving it an earnest try she stopped teasing me to help. After minutes of tugging and adjusting, the ring gag was between my teeth and the hood was suctioned up against my skull. Through the bug-eyed lenses I could see the Fleshlight attachment sticking out like a snout and thanks to the tight fit, my hearing was heavily muffled. In a way that was better–less to hear, less to react to, less to get in my head about.
Miss Vesper grabbed the Fleshlight and directed my face towards her, peering inside to get a read on how I was doing. My heart, which was already racing, was pounding loudly in my ears. We were really going to do this. My Mistress stood up and clipped a simple chain leash to my collar. She pulled me to my feet and ushered me back out to the chaos of the party, going slowly so that I could get my bearings with the hood on.
At a fetish party, you see all kinds of things: People in elaborate outfits, people completely naked, collars, chains, whips, masks, harnesses, and things that there aren’t even names for. Some partygoers keep it simple, trying not to stand out in their basic black attire, but others use the events as a way to display their creativity, designing eye-popping costumes that make Burning Man look like a Mormon church. When my Mistress led me back to the party, a sea of heads turned my way, gawking at what I was wearing. I’d never experienced this before–when it came to doms with female subs, the subs would often be dressed to impress–and to be ogled–but it was the reverse for male subs like me. We were like accessories for our dommes, like a handbag or a pair of earrings, interesting but never the center of attention.
Not anymore. Now I had dozens of eyes on me, with people saying things I couldn’t hear and giving my Mistress approving nods for her kinky good work. She took me over to a little cluster of leather couches in the corner and sat down, with me kneeling next to her. She opened her actual handbag–which I was carrying–and took out a sign she’d prepared earlier without me knowing. “Free Blowjobs,” it read in stark red Sharpie, the “j” dotted with a heart.
Then she reached over to my hood’s bug-eyed lenses and turned them in their sockets. All of a sudden, I could only see basic shapes and diffused lights, like I had cataracts or dilated pupils. She patted my head.
“The best part is that your eyes are still completely visible,” she said.
I waited on my knees, my mind racing almost as fast as my heart. This was going to happen and I wasn’t even going to be able to see it! That made it easier and also more humiliating and the thought of being watched while not being able to watch back as a man–a mystery man I had never met before–put his cock in my held-open mouth. I strained in my chastity cage, anxiously waiting for what would happen.
A female voice spoke to my Mistress. I didn’t recognize her.
“Free blowjobs! Well, that’s a very generous offer,” the woman said. “Kind of makes me wish I had a cock. Do you mind if I use my fingers instead?”
“Be my guest,” said Miss Vesper.
The newly-arrived woman filled my blurred vision. All I could tell was that she was dressed in red with shoulder-length hair. She tilted my head up to look at her.
“What kind of glass is that?” she asked.
“It’s like the magic blindfold,” said my Mistress. “Ever see one of those?” The woman didn’t say anything, but she must’ve shaken her head because Mistress Vesper continued: “It’s one-way, so that you can see the eyes from the outside, but if you’re wearing them then everything is very, very blurry.”
“Neat,” said the woman. She touched the Fleshlight, feeling its molded silicone pink pussy lips. “She’s very dry. I might need to get her a little wet…”
I saw her vague silhouette perch over me and caught the slightest hint of something dropping from her mouth to the faux pussy, a wad of spit that she spread around with her fingers. She let another dollop of spit drop and began to work her fingers into the Fleshlight, wriggling and scissoring as she reached towards my mouth.
“She’s very tight,” the woman said.
“It’s her first time, so you’ll have to be patient with her,” said my Mistress. “But if you want, there’s some lube in my bag that she’s holding.”
The woman reached down and opened my Mistress’s handbag. She searched inside. Having found the bottle of lube that was stashed away there, she popped it open and squirted it onto the Fleshlight, working it in with her fingers. Some of it ran down the tight pocket of silicone and into my mouth and it was then that I found out it was scented and flavored, tasting like mango. The woman was able to slide her fingers deeper into the Fleshlight then until they came through the silicone and entered my mouth. She stroked my tongue with them and pushed her leg up against my cock and balls. I moaned.
“She liiiiiikes it,” said the woman with a laugh, continuing to work her fingers like she was fingering a real pussy. “Look at how she’s got her brows all upturned. Don’t worry, your Mistress will find a nice fat cock to feed you soon.”
I couldn’t help it–I started to hump the woman’s leg in time with her curled, stroking fingers, getting so hard that my chastity pulled on my balls. It hurt, but I was too excited to mind.
“She’s not misbehaving, is she?” asked Mistress Vesper.
“Oh, it’s okay,” said the woman. “She’s just in heat. Although…”
“Hmm?”
The woman pulled her fingers out of my mouth and wiped them on my latex-covered head. “I was just thinking that it might be a while before she gets a real cock to suck on. I might have something to keep her satisfied in the meantime though. A pacifier, of sorts.”
Mistress Vesper chuckled. “Yes, I think pacifying-her sounds like a lovely idea.”
“Great! I’ll be riiiiight back,” said the woman. She hurried off into the crowd, off to get who knew what from who knew where. My Mistress leaned in close.
“Everything okay in there? Swallowing and breathing all that is okay?” she asked.
I nodded. It’s funny how those little questions can make such a difference. Of course, I was horny as hell too and it’s even funnier what you’ll endure when you’ve got blue balls the size of grapefruits. Mistress Vesper sat back on the leather couch until the woman returned. I couldn’t see what she was holding other than it was pink and squat, but that was enough to tell me where it was going and it was no surprise when my Mistress stood up and ordered me over the arm of the couch. I draped myself over it, all sound and sight still muffled by the hood. Soon I felt the easy access zipper of my bodysuit being opened all the way up, exposing my ass. Lube followed and then the steady push of the plug the woman had brought back, my Mistress reminding me to breathe deeply to open myself up.
It wasn’t the biggest plug I’ve ever had to take and it sure wasn’t the smallest and the adrenaline of being dressed as I was made it easier to get inside me than it would’ve been otherwise. It filled my ass and stretched my hole, and when my zipper was closed again to pull the latex tight across my backside, I could feel it buried deep inside with every breath. I was pushed down onto my knees again, caged, plugged, and ready to have my mouth taken.
Someone else came over after a few more minutes of the woman playing with my mask. Someone tall and built and most definitely male. From what I could see, he was dressed in a black tee and black pants and he stepped over to me without saying anything to my Mistress or the woman, seeming to study me in silence. He gripped my head, turning it left and right, and then sunk his thumb into the Fleshlight attachment testingly.
“Free? Really?” he asked Mistress Vesper. His voice was deep.
“That’s what the sign says,” remarked my Mistress. “I’ll even throw in a little fluffing to go with it.”
The man huffed a laugh. “How can I say no to that?” His hands went down to pants, unbuttoning them and pulling down his underwear so that he could heft out his cock and balls. It was just a flesh-toned blur to me but even so it seemed sizable and heavy enough to me. Mistress Vesper took her handbag from me.
“Your customer’s waiting,” she told me. “Get him hard so he can fuck your face.”
Aside from my own, it was the first cock I’d ever touched. It was warm and soft and what surprised me the most was how I could feel it pulsing in my hand. I started to stroke, the way I would’ve liked to have been stroked, something that had become more and more of a distant memory as my permanent chastity sentence stretched out over the months.
“Don’t forget the balls,” the woman said with glee in her voice. “Men love to have their balls played with it.”
“She’s right,” agreed Mistress Vesper.
With my other hand, I wrapped my fingers around the man’s balls. They were big and also warm and–unlike mine–unshorn, the hairs tickling my palm. I pulled down on his sack and ran the ring of my fingers up his shaft, feeling him pulse to life bit by bit. It wasn’t lost on me that I wasn’t just getting this man hard, I was getting him hard to fuck me, my face, and that all my work would me with a mouthful of him on my tongue.
“If that isn’t working for you, don’t hesitate to be a little rough,” my Mistress advised the man. “She responds better when you’re rough.”
“Good to know,” the man said. He grabbed my head and tilted it back, staring at me through the bug-eyed lenses. “Play with my taint.”
“She can’t really see you with the lenses,” the woman said, happy to share what she’d just learned with the newcomer.
“Also good to know.” The man gave my head a light smack. “What did I just say? My taint, bitch.”
I reached a nervous past his balls, to the warm, damp skin between his legs and pressed, feeling the sweat and hair there while I continued to stroke the man. He was pretty hard now and I could feel his veins under my fingers and see the full, blurred length of his cock. He was big, bigger than me, and as I pressed on his taint, he groaned in pleasure.
“Almost ready to fuck that pussy-mouth of yours,” he told me. My heartbeat thumped in my ears. I nodded and the man laughed at my eagerness. “Look at you, you fucking whore.” He smacked my head again, not hard enough to hurt but certainly enough to be a shock. “You gonna take my cock? You gonna say thank you when I’m done fucking you?”
I nodded again, even more eagerly, straining in my cage and wanting more.
“Hands behind your back,” the man said. I complied at once, tucking my hands into the small of my back, my chest pushed out. He crouched down, peering into my lenses again. “The bitch really can’t see?”
“Only fuzzy shapes,” said Mistress Vesper. “Don’t believe me? Try it out.”
He did. He smacked me on the cheek and I didn’t see it coming at all. “Ready for my cock?” he asked.
I nodded and got another smack in the face for it.
“Keep nodding if you want it, bitch. I’m not going to face fuck an ungrateful slut.”
I kept on nodding and he kept on smacking me, changing which cheek he hit but keeping the blows cupped and quick so that they were loud and jarring. When he’d had enough, he stood back up, blurry cock bobbing in my face. He grabbed his cock with one hand and the Fleshlight with the other, pushing himself into the lubed up pussy attachment with a satisfied groan. I could feel my range of motion shrink as he pushed in deeper and then, just like that, he was in my mouth. The mango taste of the lube was still there, somewhere, but much more present was the smell of him: musk and cologne and male sweat, all of it flooding my senses and rising up the back of my throat to fill my nostrils with his scent. He pushed as far as he could into me, until his balls were up against the Fleshlight, and in like that I could feel him almost at the back of my throat; it wasn’t enough to make me gag but it was close.
I got another smack on the face. “You have a tongue, right? Use it.”
I swirled my tongue around the man’s cock, his smell becoming a very strong taste, and he began to pump. His verbal abuse gave way to an interest in his own pleasure and as the tight silicone gripped him and my tongue teased the underside of his shaft, he sped up his pumping, keeping a tight grip on the sides of my head so he could ride my mouth in comfort. It was really happening. I was sucking a cock–and this big, alpha male guy was enjoying it.
Enjoying it maybe a little too much, maybe. He wa thrusting hard against the Flashlight now and each time it felt like he was smacking me again, only straight from the front with his entire body weight. The ring gag rattled against my teeth and his cock threatened to trigger my gag reflex. My instinct was to put my hands up and get him to ease off, and this is what I did before I could think better of it. It was a mistake.
The man angrily pulled out of my mouth and the Fleshlight gag, and with his cock waggling about, he yelled: “Are you denying me, slut?”
I lowered my head, but that was the wrong thing to do too. The man forced my head up to look at him, even though all I could see was a blurry silhouette. He let a long, rolling sigh of frustration.
“It seems like you need to put her in her place,* suggested Mistress Vesper, giving the man permission to keep going with his beratement. She scooted over on the couch. “Maybe a spanking would serve as proper motivation.”
Though I couldn't see it, I could hear the grin in the man's voice: “Let's hope so.” He sat down on the couch and grabbed me by the scruff of the neck, pulling me over to him so that I was thrown over his thighs. With not a hint of hesitation, he grabbed my ass through the latex. “This will teach you to keep your hands to yourself.”
His hand landed on my ass hot and hard, enough to make me grunt through my gag. He delivered the spanking slowly, giving me enough time between spanks to take deep breaths and look with fuzzed vision at my Mistress, who seemed to be watching my expression through the lenses. Tears welled in my eyes as my cock pushed up against its chastity and against the man’s leg. My grunts became cries that were loud enough for all three of my onlookers to hear and it earned me a chorus of mocking laughter. The man delivered a dozen or so blows in all–each one making the plug in my ass ride my hole and grind my prostate–before he was depositing me on my knees again; I could feel the tears rolling down on my face, fully visible–and amusing–to him through my hood. He shoved his cock back in the fake pussy and into my mouth and I licked the head like my life depended on it.
I kept my hands behind my back this time, interlacing my fingers so I wouldn’t give in to instincts, and he went back to holding my head in his strong iron grip. It wasn’t long before he was thumping against my face again. I fought through my reflexes, wide-eyed in my mask and panting, and I could feel his big balls smacking up against the Fleshlight, thinking how if there were no attachment and he was fucking my mouth directly, they’d be smacking up against me.
Something about his rhythm changing gave away that he was close. I held my tongue stiffly at the bottom of my tongue, not lashing and licking anymore, but letting the curled-up tip of it act like another ridgey little nub on the living sex toy that was my face. He gave a final hard push and shoved my face towards him as he came, splattering himself inside my mouth. I’ll never forget that feeling–it’s like putting your mouth on a hose, but instead of too much water coming out it was hot, thick cum so fresh it didn’t even taste bitter or acrid yet. That came a few moments later, after I’d choked on the little that went down the wrong pipe and after he squeezed the last of his load into me before pulling out with all the tenderness of stripping off a condom.
With my mask, I had no choice but to swallow him after I’d managed to stop coughing. That somehow was the most humiliating part of all of this, that my mouth had been used and filled and even as I gagged and coughed with tears running down my face for everyone to see but me, I didn’t even have the option to spit him out thanks to my perverse, twisted gag. I supposed I could’ve tried to spit his load back up the Fleshlight pussy, but I did the split second calculation before I started to swallow him that if my gag were to leak cum, Mistress Vesper would almost certainly use the opportunity to make me clean it up anyway.
I was as rock hard as my chastity would allow the entire time. Mistress Vesper chatted with the man as he fixed himself up, holding my chain leash to make a show of her ownership of me.
“Thoughts? Feedback?” she asked the man. “Am I ready to put her on the street yet to make me some money?”
“‘She’ needs to be broken in more, I’d say,” replied the man with the light, airy tone of someone who just blew their load. “But you were right about the spanking. That really did the trick”
“It always does,” said my Mistress, patting me on the head while I cleaned my mouth of the last of the man.
“Though I was supposed to hear a ‘thank you’,” he said.
Muffled through the pussy gag, I said: “Thank you.”
There was another chorus of laughter. The man then stepped back into the party, joined by the woman too who had glommed onto him for some conversation I couldn’t hear. Mistress Vesper adjusted my lenses and allowed me to see again.
“You’re going to suck two more cocks before you get to rest,” she informed me. “Suck sluts can’t take a break after every load they take, they’d never get anything done.”
As it had been before, Mistress Vesper let her words linger to give me the chance to speak up and end things. But her putting a number on it–two more–and the idea of being used by one man after another kept me going. I nodded and she adjusted her sign, positioning it and me to face the crowd of people laughing and drinking and dancing. She turned my lenses to blur my vision.
I couldn’t say anything about the other two cocks I took other than they belonged to big man in dark clothing with deep voices. Whether they were the men my Mistress had identified or new even to her, I have no idea, but I got another helping of verbal humiliation from both of them, along with some smacks and shoves and strong grips that made me feel like I was on my knees in some cheap whorehouse, sucking cock for twenty bucks a pop.
We went to a private play area after the third load I’d taken. In there, where the bassy music could still be felt, my Mistress helped take off my mask and allowed me to wash my face and rinse my mouth, watching me in the mirror while she lounged on the room’s padded bondage bench. When I’d finished, I went to kneel in front of her and Mistress Vesper instead guided me so that I was kneeling to the side of her leg, my chin resting on her thigh. She stroked my hair and the back of my head.
“Three cocks in one night, pretty much in a row,” she said, sounding impressed. “Maybe in the past life you were a sorority slut or something.”
I laughed, but was still too dazed to think straight.
Mistress Vesper’s tone softened: “How are you doing? Are you okay?”
I nodded. “I think so. It’s just… it feels like what just happened to someone else,” I said, not fully sure where I was going with my thought. “To whoever was wearing that mask.”
“Masks are powerful,” said Mistress Vesper. She continued to idly stroke my hair. “They can take away our senses and hide our identity, but they can also change who we are while we wear them.”
“Like you don’t have to be yourself for a while,” I said.
“Exactly.”
I’d worn plenty of masks before and had plenty of times to feel like another person, but never in a way so intimate with total strangers. That was the part that I was still wrapping my head around–these men had no idea who I was without the hood on. They only knew me as an open mouth behind a “Free Blowjobs!” sign.
“I’m going to let you cum,” my Mistress said. She unzipped the neckline of her latex catsuit, revealing that she had my chastity key around her neck. “But you’re going to have to do it to this…”
She took her phone out of her handbag and set it up on the bondage table, swiping over to a video. It was of the first man who fucked my face and it was of him taunting and taking me. Mistress Vesper set the video on repeat and made me stand, unlocking my very, very tight chastity cage before sending me back to my knees.
“No looking away or closing your eyes,” she told me. “You’re going to cum to the sight of you sucking that man off.”
I pumped myself as I watched him smack me and yell at me and hold onto me like a thing as he thrust away, his cock big and wet and pretty. It’s always taken me forever to cum, but not tonight–I blew my load in less than two minutes, all over the side of the bondage table before my Mistress could even think to put anything down to catch it. She laughed at how quickly I came and then made me lick it up before properly spraying and wiping down the table, the video continuing to play at full volume to broadcast the man’s remarks and my grunts which had been much louder than I’d thought. When I was done cleaning up my mess, Mistress Vesper held up the hood with its Fleshlight front. She unsnapped the silicone pussy from the hood so that it just had the ring gag and the lenses attached to it now.
“Let’s see how you do without your training wheels,” offered Mistress Vesper. “But first, I think you missed a few spots in here…”
She held the Fleshlight out to me and had me lick the molded silicone lips while she mused about my fate.
“Yes, you’re definitely ready for raw dick. It’s going to test your gag reflex, that’s for sure, you need to start building up that, ahem, muscle if I’m going to make any money off you. And don’t think I’m joking either–I’m not going to put you on the street, obviously, but at a party, like this? Once I get you past even needing that ring gag, I’m going to be able to loan you out to guys, doms, transdoms… anyone with a cock, really. They’ll pay in cash or favors to use your mouth and have you thank them for the privilege of being used. How’s that sound?”
“Good, Mistress, it sounds good,” I said in between licks. It wasn’t clear to me what was real or fantasy in her words, but it excited me nevertheless.
“I know it does, slut. That’s enough licking. Let’s put your hood back on and get you some more cock to eat.”
It was going to be a long night.
THE END
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Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.
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This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.
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https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist
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All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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Marvin needs to change. As a not-so-manly man, he’s tired of being emasculated all the time, driving him to seek out Dr. Victoria Lang, a therapist for men with confidence issues. But as Marvin’s therapy with Dr. Lang unfolds, he’ll find her way of dealing with Marvin’s “problem” isn’t to solve it, but to accept it–by making Marvin embrace the beta male he’s always been. The deeper they go, the more Dr. Lang will push Marvin, until he’s faced with an unthinkable, humiliating task that will prove his place at the bottom of the masculinity hierarchy…
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For more kinky sexual exploration...
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Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Friendship is about give and take. When best friends Kady and Jacob receive a long-awaited package of supposed “magic beans” they bought online, they’ll discover it isn’t what it seems when they ingest them and experience a body-changing gender swap between their legs. Not only that, this swap also sends Kady’s libido through the roof, giving Jacob the chance to finally act on his secret crush for her. To do so though, he’ll have to let Kady be in charge–and will have to learn just how insatiable she can be with the right “equipment”...
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For fellatio fun with eager futas...

[image: First Time at the Futa Suck Station]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

You can't suck just one. Deep in the city lies the Peacock Club, a nightlife hotspot exclusively for futanaris—beautiful women packing serious bulges. No men are allowed... at least not in the front of the club. At the back of the Peacock are secret "Suck Stations", where men can get on their knees and get to pleasing. When alpha jock Robert's curiosity gets the better of him, he'll go to the gloryholes to see what all the futa fuss is about. But he's in for a night that will change his life forever...
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M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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