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Book Description for Master and Sissy: Forced Femme Stories of Male Domination

It's not always women who feminize men; wives and girlfriends may have the power of pussy, feminine intuition and plenty of makeup tips, but it's Dominant Men who offer the reluctantly sissified male the real pleasure she craves -- in the form of hard cock and a heavy hand across her cute little ass! Now erotic BDSM author N.T. Morley and sissy porn magnate Kylie Cooper bring you seven sweet stories of forced feminization where men take the lead role, turning aspiring sluts into shameless whores with a little roughhousing and a few deep strokes of their mind-blowing manhood!

With seven stories and 34,000 words of explicit erotica, Master and Sissy will do things to you that you never thought possible. Don't blame your fantasy Master if you squirt in your panties! These men know the cardinal rule of sissy discipline: slutty behavior is always the sissy's fault!

"Master and Sissy" is an explicit erotic collection intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of sexual behavior, including male and female domination, male submission, forced feminization and sissification, cross-dressing, cuckolding, cheating, erotic humiliation, bisexuality, tease-and-denial, chastity, oral and anal sex, gangbangs, and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Gym Encounter by Shauna Dick

Amy and I were never monogamous; she insisted on "polyamory," which means she had other boyfriends. I mean, I could have had other girlfriends, too, but how? I lived -- live -- with Amy, and have since I lost my place for not paying rent. I haven't had a job since. Amy pretty much gives me free rent for being on tap for her 24/7 for sex if she wants it, for chores and for, um, yeah...some other stuff, you know, her little "sexual experiments," which I go along with because... well, 'cause of free rent, and 'cause of Amy. She's fucking hot. I always had these submissive fantasies, and Amy's always been hard-edged, plus being incredibly take-charge in bed.  So it wasn't that big a surprise when she started wanting to do all that stuff with her hand up my butt and her strap-on, and once she found about she could get me to wear panties and stuff, she started wanting to do it a lot more often. I mean, not many guys would let their girlfriends do the stuff to me that Amy gets to do. I figure anything I don't like, I better keep my mouth shut and try it. Amy's so good in bed that she usually brings me around, no matter how hard she wants to play.

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

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

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

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

Did Amy actually think I could just turn bisexual like that, just to please her?

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he spat on my face. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped, "Yes, Sir!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was fucking romantic.

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

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

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

Matt grinned.

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

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

And you know what? I didn't.

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

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

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

"What do you want, faggot?"

"Dick in my mouth, Master." 

And that's what I got.
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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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Practice Stop by Kendra Jarry

It wasn't until Jim pulled his truck off the highway and into the rest stop that I figured out just how he and Hank expected me to get that "cocksucking practice" they both said I needed. By then, it was much too late to mount an effective protest...but then, what good would it have done? There could be little question that Hank and Jim were my Masters. They knew how to make me do what they said. The only thing a protest would do was to earn me a spanking, a whipping, or worse. And besides, I was their regular cocksucker whether I liked it or not. If they wanted to share me with strangers, what could would it do for me to whine about it?

They already had me "dressed," of course, in my skimpiest fuck-me dress and high heels, not to mention stockings, panties and a bra, with my long hair teased out into a sensuous mop of hair that made my face look that much more fuckable. I didn't really need the bra yet, but I was quickly getting there, much to my dismay; my tits were swelling to almost the point where I would require a bra, after just a few months of those stupid "vitamins" that Hank had put me on. The push-up number they had me in forced my growing titties up and out so as to show off my cleavage -- and, yeah, that bra actually gave me some cleavage, believe it or not. 

As Jim nosed his pickup down the wide, empty lane that led to the isolated rest stop, I got scared again and squirmed just a little in Hank's embrace. His big, muscled arms were around me, holding me tight against his body. He didn't have to hold me or pin me or anything; with my arms tied up tightly behind my back, forearm-over-forearm, I was helpless. 

As we neared the rest stop, Hank slid one big, powerful hand up into my long blonde hair and forced my head back again. I whimpered softly as he shoved his mouth against mine and thrust his tongue into me. He pulled my hair rhythmically while he kissed me deep, forcing me to open wide and accept his tongue. His other hand, his right, roved all over my body, lingering most on my tits and my thighs. He slid his hand down into my tight little fuck-me dress and felt up my titties, pinching my nipples and making me squirm. I didn’t try to get away; what would have been the point? With my arms tied behind my back and Hank's big, powerful arms around me, I couldn’t do much but let him have his way with me. It was the same thing I'd been doing for six months now.

Hank's hand made its way up my thigh, just past the hem of my very short dress. Just an instant before his fingertips reached my bulging panties, Hank slid his hand over my hip and underneath me, groping and squeezing my ass. I yelped a little; he really dug his fingers in, and it hurt a little. Hank's hand tightened in my hair and he shoved his tongue deeper in my mouth, making me open for him and silencing my squeals. His fingers probed up beneath my thong-back pink panties and into my crack. I trembled in his arms as I felt his fingertips touching my butthole.

Jim pulled into a spot. "We're here, lovebirds. Time for Kendra's dicksucking lesson." He put his pickup in park and set the parking break.

I shivered a little and felt my face warming with embarrassment when I heard that name, "Kendra." I had gotten used to feeling their hands and their mouths all over me, to having their dicks in my mouth, their fingers inside me, their arms around me, their naked bodies up against mine and their hard, spanking blows on my ass whenever they disciplined me. But I still wasn't used to being called "Kendra" instead of "Ken."

"Out of the car, Kendra." Jim reached over and slapped my exposed thigh. He got out came around to the side of the truck. Hank's hand left my hair and dipped down into his jeans. He took something out of his pocket. I heard the rattle of a chain and knew what was coming. Hank had a leash in his hand, a small loop of leather attached to a bright silver chain with a snap hook on the end. It was only about a three-foot leash; it would help Hank keep very close control of me. He fastened the snap hook to the D-ring of my black leather dog collar. It was a heavy collar, buckled snugly enough that I always knew it was on me, but it was reasonably comfortable. In fact, it had gotten more comfortable for me than not wearing a collar.

Holding my leash, Hank got out of the car. He had to help me down; with my arms tied tightly behind my back, I wobbled a little. Hank's big hand steadied me, his fingers firm on my shoulder. I looked up at him in embarrassment, my eyes filling with tears.

"Is this what I think it is, Master?" I asked.

Hank grinned sadistically. With a hint of sarcasm in his voice, he said, "Jim! What exactly is this?"

"This is the most notorious glory hole in the state," growled Jim. "It's the perfect place for a sloppy-mouthed slut like Kendra to practice."

Hank clarified with pleasure: "Cocksucking skills," he said. "You're going to practice your cocksucking skills." He lifted his face to the night air, took a pleasantly deep breath and luxuriated in the warmth of the evening. "On a night like this, you can plan to get plenty."

"Please, Master, no," I whimpered meekly. My eyes darted from Hank to Jim, desperately seeking sympathy from either of them. I found none, but I pleaded with them just the same: "Please, Masters, can't I just practice on you?"

Hank, like I said, is the more physically intimate of the two. Since I've started to feminize so dramatically in the last few months, he doesn’t shy away at all from grabbing or slapping or spanking me. Maybe that's why he was the one whose hand always moved so fast I didn’t see it coming. Jim had already started toward me, fury on his face, by the time Hank had delivered three sharp, hard slaps across my face. I cried out in surprise and surrender and fear as my Master Hank grabbed my blonde hair and pulled it, quickly wrapping the leash around his hand and ramming his knee in my butt.

He forced my back into an arch, pushing me toward Jim. Master Jim had his belt buckle undone in moments. The supple leather belt hissed as it slid through his belt loops. He came at me, looping it over and raising his hand.

I tried to plead for mercy: "Please, Master, please, I'll be good!" The words spilled out in a desperate wail, jumbled and slurred from my growing fear and the hot sting of Hank's slap still ringing across my face.

Jim's hand moved like lightning; his sinuous belt slashed across my tits, the burn of the first stroke radiating through my body, even though my dress and my stiff push-up bra was between Jim's leather and the flesh of my tits. I cried out in pain just the same, but Jim wasn't satisfied. He reached out and grabbed the neckline of my dress, yanking it down and pulling my bra down with it. The bra was tight and it wasn't hard to yank it down to the point where it covered nothing.

My tits popped out free and full, seeming bigger than the last time I'd checked them an hour ago when I got dressed for our "evening out." Hank's knee rammed my shapely butt again, forcing my back into a deeper arch and my tits up like an offering. With my arms tied behind my back, I couldn’t do anything to protect myself; I could only whimper, watch and endure the pain.

It came quickly. Jim's hand was a blur. In the yellow lights of the rest stop parking lot, his belt looked like evil. I felt the first hot slash on the underside of my bare breast; right-handed, Jim struck my left tit first, then swung in a sort of figure-8 and gave my right breast the same hard treatment. He crossed over, losing no time, and gave me an upstroke, hitting my left breast harder than ever. I cried out in pain. Again, he strapped my right tit...then my left...then my right...then again and again, while I writhed in Hank's cruel and powerful grasp. Moments later, tears were streaming down my cheeks as Hank pushed me forward, down to my knees. I landed on the asphalt, feeling the rocks dig into the knees of my stockings; I felt a strangely intense wave of mourning as I realized that they would bag and maybe even rip. I knew it was only a sick kind of vanity that made me worry about such things, but I just couldn’t help myself.

As I'd gone down, I'd spread my legs, instinctively. With months of "compliance training," my legs opened naturally, as a reflex, whenever I was forcibly shoved to my knees. The hem of my short dress rode up, displaying the bulge in my panties. I looked down at the bulge in shame, not sure if I was more embarrassed by the relative smallness of the bulge or the fact that it didn't even represent the size of my cock; it was considerably bigger. The bulge in my panties was not an erection; it was the chastity tube that Hank had locked on my cock to make me feel more "feminine" and submissive. Guess what? It worked. Even if it hadn't made me feel more feminine, it put me at Hank and Jim's absolute mercy. With their constant teasing and the seemingly hourly blowjobs I had to give, I was forever in a mild state of sexual arousal, which translated to excruciating denial. If I wanted any kind of relief, even on a monthly basis, I had to kowtow to Jim and Hank, doing everything they said. If I ever wanted to jerk off again, at all, I had to act as submissive as possible, because Hank and Jim shared between them the only two keys to my chastity tube. Each of them wore one on a silver chain around his neck. Every now and then, when I was very, very good, one of my Masters would unlock my cock and allow me to jerk it while one or both of them watched. The last time had been more than three weeks ago, and my little cock felt humiliatingly and painfully stiff against the spiked interior of the tiny tube.

Hank saw me looking down at my cock; he wanted me to look up at Jim. He grabbed my hair and forced my head back. He kept me there, kneeling and spread, while Jim gave me five or six more strokes on my tits with his belt. Tears rolled down my cheeks.

Jim growled: "What did you say to me, Kendra? Did I hear you say something like 'No'?"

My apology tumbled out in a mess of humiliating surrender. I blurted:

"I'm sorry, Master. I must have gone crazy for a moment. I'm sorry, Master. Please, I don't know what came over me. You've got to believe me. I didn't mean to say 'no' to you. I'll never say it again, Master. I swear, Sir, I swear, Master. Daddy, please, Daddy, I'll never say it again, Daddy. Never. Please?"

My big eyes were wide and wet; I saw Jim grin savagely as he heard me surrendering even more deeply by using that hated, humiliating word: "Daddy." I had learned that when Jim or Hank was angry with me, I could sometimes earn some mercy by showing my deep submission. There was something so intensely degrading about calling another man "Daddy" that it made me feel even worse than a beating usually did. But Jim had been really laying into my tits.

Now, he stopped for a moment. He put his looped-over belt under my chin and stroked the underside of my delicate jaw while Hank pulled my hair and forced me to keep my head back and my face pointed toward Jim.

"What did you say, slave?" he asked me.

"I'm sorry, Daddy. What I meant to say is yes, Daddy, please take me in to the glory hole and make me suck cock, Daddy. I need practice, Daddy. I need to learn better how to suck my two Daddies' cocks. Please, Sir, Master...Daddy...please let me learn how to suck you better?"

Jim caressed my face with his belt. I inhaled the aromatic scent of the well-oiled leather. Hank's hand had loosened just enough in my hair that I could tip forward a bit and press my red lips against the belt. I kissed it. Jim paused, caressing my face with his looped-over belt. I kissed it again and started to lick it, caressing the leather with the tip of my tongue.

Jim let me abase myself on his belt for a few moments. As I did, I kept whimpering rhythmically, "Please, Daddy? Please, Daddy? Please, Daddy? Please whore me out to other men's cocks so I can learn how to suck like a real slut?" I kept begging softly between kisses and licks to Jim's belt. Jim allowed me to show my submission for just long enough that I'd started to get into the rhythm of it; my eyes fluttered closed and I lost myself in the task of making love to my Master's belt.

Then, without warning, Jim drew his hand back and gave me another two strokes, the belt slashing hard and hot across the undersides of my breasts. I cried out; Jim laughed; Hank tightened his hand in my hair and hauled me to my feet.

"Good girl," said Jim, caressing my face as Hank held me. "You'll learn how to please a cock. You'll get plenty of practice tonight."

He pulled up my bra and straightened my dress. Neither one covered much; the dress showed off most of the cleavage the tight little push-up bra gave me. It was borderline obscene. But I felt more comfortable being at least partially covered. As Hank held me, Jim also pulled down the front of my dress, so that my bulging panties were hidden again. Somehow, that made me breathe easier. 

Hank released me. He handed the leash over to Jim. "Daddy" took it, holding it loosely in his hand.

Hank brought up the rear as Jim led me on my leash toward the shabby brown building. We passed the sign that said "RESTROOMS."

#

The path to the restrooms led through a little copse of trees that were not well lit. The bulbs overhead had burned out or gone down for some other reason. High above, they ticked and purred as if they'd gone out recently. In the darkness by the trees, I saw men. My heart quickened as I realized there were at least a dozen of them, maybe more, lurking in the shadows of the trees. My eyes adjusted as Jim led me down the path, taking me closer to the men. I saw them more clearly the closer I got. I could see that some of them had their pants open and their cocks out, their hands jerking fervently as they watched us.

They had seen it all -- the whipping, my kneeling, my tits hanging out as my Masters disciplined me. My face turned from warm to hot in seconds, as humiliation flooded me. I had just been tit-whipped and forced to my knees in front of a dozen strangers.

When we were at the closest point on the path to the small group of men, Jim paused, holding the leash loosely. Behind me, Hank grabbed my hair and shoved his knee into my butt again, forcing me to arch my back. Hank reached around me and pulled my dress open again, showing off my tits. They spilled easily from the to-small push-up bra, my cleavage and even my nipples on humiliating display.

The men watched from the shadows, some of them masturbating methodically. I could see that many were older; few were good-looking. They were mostly white. One of them had an exceptionally large cock; he was working his hand in a way that made me think maybe he had a foreskin. I had never sucked an uncut cock, though I'd certainly watched it in porn. I couldn’t see it well, so I couldn’t be sure, but something about what I did see scared me almost more than the blank looks of interested appraisal that the strangers gave me from their perches in the shadows.

I heard distant moaning I saw writhing in the trees behind the men. My eyes adjusted. I suddenly saw that two men were fucking there, up against a tree. One man, a big, buffed guy with broad shoulders wearing a black leather jacket and with his pants open, was giving it from behind to a second man, a smaller, slender man with his pants and his shorts around his ankles. I could not see them well, but I saw enough to know that the smaller man was being fucked very hard, and the bigger man slapped his butt quite a lot as he stroked his big dick into the stranger's asshole.

The men ignored the two guys behind me. They seemed far more interested in me than in the fucking pair. The ones who had their cocks out looked particularly interested in me. Their hands worked more urgently as they watched Hank feeling my tits up and pinching my nipples, making me writhe. I tried hard to keep my thighs pressed together so my dress didn't ride up. I don't know why, but I didn't want these strangers to know what kind of a girl I was. I wanted them to think I was just a normal submissive slut, some kind of city-kink sex slave brought out by her two kinky Masters for a walk on the wild side. I didn't want them to know that I'd once been like them -- male, and a pervert.

Correction: I was never like them. These men were all older. They'd probably gotten plenty of pussy in their day. That was probably why they were more interested in me than in the guys behind them. I'd read all about how guys who have sex with other guys in public are usually straight. Most of them say they would just as soon have pussy, but this was so much easier. I guess maybe I never believed that...until now. I believed it when I saw the hungry way those shadowy phantoms looked at me, like they couldn't wait to get their hands on me and their dicks between my lips.

"They like what they see," Jim chuckled, running his supple belt over my tits. Hank tugged at my leash. He spun me around and bent me over. Jim caught hold of my hair and my shoulders and steadied me while Hank kicked my legs open, pointing my ass at the group of strangers. Hank's hand rose; then it fell. He spanked me so hard I squealed. He spanked me again. His booted feet kicked my high-heeled shoes. He forced my legs wider. Jim bent me over even further, making me push my ass up and out toward the strangers. I felt waves of fear. Suspended in face, I was forced to put my crotch on display even though I desperately wanted these men to think I was "real." Somehow, it was far more humiliating to be a feminized sissy slut forced to suck their cocks than it was to pretend I was a real woman. My face was hot with shame.

Jim seemed to read my mind. "They think you're a girl," he said. "From a distance, they don't even see that little bulge of yours. That's how small it is." What he said should have been humiliating, but it didn't feel that way. He said it soothingly, as if he was reassuring me that my humiliation was all proper. Even spreading my legs and bending me over, my Masters treated me like I was a real woman.

Somehow, that made me feel warm inside. I was scared, yes. But I felt the pressure and power of my Masters on either side of me, and I knew that I had no choice but to obey them. All of these men would get blowjobs, if it amused my Masters to give my mouth to them. I could do nothing but accept their decree; they had absolute authority over me. Struggling would only get me spanked or strapped again, maybe worse. It was only right that I do as they say. Hank and Jim were my Masters. They owned me.

Jim released me. Hank stood me up. He gave the leash back to Jim; Daddy walked me into the men's room. It wasn't far beyond that spot where the men waited in the shadows to see who was going in. At first, I didn't dare look over my shoulder to see if they were following us; Hank was behind me, and he would surely spank me if I showed anxiety like that. But just before Jim led me into the men's room, I discovered I could not resist a backward glance toward the shadowy copse of trees.

I saw Hank, grinning widely to see me struggling not to look -- and then looking anyway. My cruel Master knows me all too well.

And behind Hank, I saw the group of me, moving out of the shadows as if they were a flock of birds. They were coming for me.

I let out a whimper of fear, even as I felt my sad little pecker stirring painfully in its padlocked, spiked chastity tube.

#

The men's room stank like all rest stop bathrooms -- bleach, cleaning solution, mold and piss. Jim led me by the leash and Hank guided me from behind, one powerful hand on my shoulder and the other gripping my folded, rope-wrapped forearms. On the slippery tiled floor, I stumbled a little in my six-inch heels. Hank held me steady as he and Jim half-led, half-pushed me deeper into the men's room.

It was very poorly lit; clearly some bulbs had burned out and no one had bothered to replace them...or maybe someone had deliberately climbed up and unscrewed them. Regardless, it gave the whole place a spooky, creepy, kind of frightening vibe. It was a big place, with six or so urinals followed by two long rows of stalls, each with eight or ten toilets. Three guys were standing at the urinals, pissing. They looked over their shoulders at us and took obvious interest as Jim and Hank led me into the men's room. None of them tried to stop us, though one or two of them looked like they might want to pay me a visit once I got settled.

Jim already seemed to know where he was going. He selected a stall right in the middle of the row on the left. He led me in there. I hesitated instinctively, and felt Hank's hard body behind me, his hand slipping into my hair and pulling, forcing me to arch my back as he force-marched me into the men's room stall.

I was barely inside before I saw that the stall had one hole in each side. This, I had expected, I guess. These were the glory holes. But I guess I'd only expected one in each stall. Why were there two? Did this mean that Jim and Hank would expect me to "practice" on more than one cock at a time? As my mind struggled to grasp the humiliating implication of that, I felt Hank's heavy body bearing me all the way into the stall.

Before I knew it, Hank and Jim had crowded into the stall with me and forced me to my knees. Instinctively, I spread them again. My dress rode up and exposed the lump in my panties again. To my shock and dismay, I could feel the sharp pinching sensation that told me my cock was swelling again -- trying to get hard within the hard plastic padlocked tube. It could get no more than perhaps halfway hard before it encountered the right-angle turn that forced it to bend back painfully; at the same time, my swelling cock met the spikes that ensured that any erection was a painful and humiliating experience for me. I breathed slow and deep the way Hank had taught me to do, sometimes, when he had mercy and tried to get me to learn to endure my submission more gracefully. He had even gone so far as to give me one of those MP3 meditations he downloaded, specifically for girls like me, to help us learn to channel our arousal into other parts of our body that weren't locked down. I breathed deep and smelled the sharp musky smells of piss and men's bodies, lingering after hours, days, and weeks of the men's room being used without being cleaned properly. The scent of strange men's piss and sweat was enough to force me to relax, experiencing the instinctive sense of submission I had developed in my six months as a helpless slave to Jim and Hank. The smell was familiar, degrading, humiliating, embarrassing, sensual, sexual, relaxing. It helped me feel more like myself, whatever that meant. Far closer and stronger were the twin scents of my two Masters, both of whose body odor was far more familiar to me than the piss-smells of strangers. I drew deep breaths and closed my eyes, trying to let myself sink into the olfactory triggers that months of sexual slavery had built in my body and mind. I could feel it. I could feel myself surrendering. I could feel my arousal coursing through me, building as I accepted my fate and the task that my Masters had assigned me. My sexual excitement was now undeniable; I could feel it everywhere in my feminized body. It no longer settled automatically in my crotch; I no longer felt my dick stiffening. Instead, I felt an exciting and sensual hardness in my nipples as they stiffened. I felt a tingling sensation my swelling breasts, still so new unfamiliar to me. My breasts felt irresistibly hungry for the male touch and for masculine attention. I felt the heat in my face that reified my humiliated reaction as my Masters forced me to kneel before the glory hole.

The glory hole was crude, just an open cavity in the cheap partition; someone had wrapped duct tape over the sides, I guess so the guys didn't get splinters when they stuck their dicks through. The duct tape made it look even trashier and filthier; the tape wasn't exactly new. It was filthy. When I leaned forward to it, I found that it smelled of bodies and musk and sex. I whimpered in fear as the imposing scent settled into my lungs. But the more I inhaled of the strange masculine odor, the more familiar it seemed, and the more relaxed I became. I tried to accept what I was about to do at my Masters' command. I would not resist. I would do what they told me to do, because Jim and Hank were my Masters. I did need the "practice." My Masters were correct and wise to understand how sloppy and lazy a cocksucker I really was. I needed to learn how to suck dick properly. They were right to make me learn, even if I protested.

It just bubbled out of me in a whispery, whimpery moan: "Thank you, Masters."

I did not look up. I saw little through the glory hole; it was far too dark in the bathroom to see more than shadows. The stall was empty, but I could hear footsteps on the tiled floor. It wouldn't be empty for long. Neither, probably, would the one behind me.

Far above me, I heard Hank chuckling.

"Thank you?" growled Jim. "Very nice, Kendra. But how does a slut slave say 'thank you'? Only one way."

I knew what Jim meant, and he was very right.

I moaned softly, "Yes, Master. Thank you, Master. Of course, Master."

I obeyed him. I moved automatically, like I'd been born to do it. I moved like it was programmed into my genes. I turned and leaned forward, pressing my mouth to the crotch of his jeans. With my arms bound behind me, I couldn’t unfasten his belt...or could I? I tongued my way over the bulge in his jeans. It was a very large bulge; Jim was getting hard. I made love to his cock through the rough denim. I pressed my lips to the outline of his organ as it stiffened. I tongued my way up under his fly and tried to grab his zipper in my teeth. I got it, and I started to pull the zipper down. It wasn't very easy. I got about one inch, and decided I should just do things the easy way. I rubbed my face all over his bulge, kissing and licking until his cock was fully hard through his pants. I heard Hank's belt buckle jingling. I heard his zipper. I turned my head and saw Jim get his pants open. He reached in, nudged down his briefs and pulled out his cock.

It was huge, but I knew that already. Jim's is big, too. If I'd ever wondered, back at the beginning, why I'd always had so little luck with the ladies, it only took a little intimate time with my new Masters' cocks to understand how completely inadequate my little thing would always be. Even giving up my attempt to be heterosexual and letting myself turn queer wouldn't have saved me; gay guys like big dicks even more than women do. A few nights with Hank and Jim and I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that I could never compete in bed. Every time I saw either of them naked, I was reminded of that. Which was most of the time; neither one of them is particularly shy about walking around the house half-clothed, and even when they do have pants on, I'm often getting forced to my knees and having my face shoved into one of their crotches.

Of the two of them, Hank's got a cock that's a little thicker and very slightly shorter; as I understand it, he's just over nine inches long and at least six or seven inches around. His balls are big, too, but not for the same reason mine are so big; mine are swollen from weeks, even months, of denial, whereas Hank shoots his load down my throat or all over my face multiple times every day. I think Hank's balls are so huge because it takes lots of balls to produce so much sperm. I swear, sometimes I feel like he shoots a gallon down into me every day. I feel full to the point of being pregnant, sometimes, by the time Hank tires out.

Jim's dick is narrower and noticeably longer; he's closer to ten inches, but not quite as wide. That makes him a little bit easier to get down my throat. But the thing about Jim's dick is that he's got this prominent head -- big, full, and swollen. That gives me this funny little tickle at the back of my throat when I suck him, and it's hard to get down into my throat at first, for that reason alone. But once I get the head down in me, it's not hard at all to keep swallowing him. On the nights when my Masters use me one after the other, it's easier if I swallow Jim for a while, first, then move on to Hank. By the time I get Hank in my throat, I'm nice and open for him and it goes down nice and easy.

I took Hank's dick in my mouth, wrapping my lips around the shaft and looking up at him. Hank always likes me to make eye contact when I'm sucking him; sometimes if I don't, he pulls his dick out of my mouth and slaps me across the face with it and sometimes even spanks me. He tells me that it's very important for men to see a girl on her knees looking up at him as she sucks his cock. It shows her submission, he says. It shows that she understands the proper order of things.

Well, I understood that, all right. I could feel sexual excitement flowing through me as my wet lips bobbed up and down on Hank's cock. I could feel his hardness gliding against my tongue; it aroused me to feel it dominating my softness. I pushed myself onto him and gagged a little. I didn't try to deep throat. I wasn't trying to show off or please him until he came; I just wanted to thank him for bringing me here. I knew it was expected. I knew that if I didn't "thank" Hank and Jim for properly dominating me, I could never expect to be given mercy later.

So I thanked him, all right. I worshipped Hank's cock, pushing it down into me till I gagged a little and drooled all over his shaft and down his balls. Like I said, Hank's balls are huge and firm; he likes to have them licked and worshipped a little. I came up for air and licked my way down Master's shaft, running my tongue all over his full scrotum. I suckled his balls gently into my mouth and caressed them with my lips and my tongue, trying hard to look up at Hank's handsome face the whole time that I did. But it wasn't very easy; it was dark in the men's room, and all I could see was a shadow of Hank's face and the occasional flash of reflected light in his eyes. It didn't matter. I knew he was watching me and taking pleasure in my submission.

Jim had gotten his cock out. I felt it rubbing up against the back of my head. I obediently turned and kissed it, rubbing his cock over my face, kissing the shaft down to the balls. Then I licked back up his cock and took it in my mouth, working my drooling mouth up and down on him. Eye contact is far less important to Jim than Hank; sometimes I think Jim regards me as nothing more than a fuckhole he unloads his cum into three or four times a day. He doesn't even watch me when I worship him. There's no real intimacy to the way Jim fucks my face. It's more like the way Hank used to use me before I started to really feminize. But this time, Jim did look down at me. He made eye contact. The light on his face was a little better than on Hank's. I could see him looking at me with a cruel kind of satisfaction. I knew I'd done the right thing by saying "thank you" by sucking their cocks.

I heard footsteps in front of me, past the glory hole. I heard the adjacent stall door closing. I felt my heart racing as the sound of a zipper whispered through the still, cool air in the men's room. I let Jim's cock slip, still wet, from my mouth. I turned my head and faced the glory hole, feeling fear swirl in my stomach. I was about to suck a stranger's cock.

It came toward me smoothly and easily, pushing right through the hole. I was already open and ready for it. I took the man's cock in my mouth; I didn't even look at it first. It was only after he was inside me that I realized just how big it was. Not as big as Hank's or Jim's, of course, but plenty big enough to choke me right off as the stranger thrust his cock urgently into my mouth and forced his cockhead unexpectedly against my throat. I recoiled only slightly, as a reflex; feeling a wave of guilt for reacting like that, I thrust myself onto the stranger's dick and began to gag myself eagerly on it. The stranger had plenty of length to deep-throat; what's more, he was deliciously on the narrow side. I took a deep breath and pushed firmly onto his cock. He was just big enough to make me gag and choke for a half-dozen strokes, just the way Hank had taught me to like it. I could feel my own little dick trying to stiffen in response. Meeting the resistance of my chastity tube and the biting pain of the spikes, my cock learned its lesson quickly; the pain drove me deeper into awareness of my own feminine body. I could feel the heat of arousal flowing back into my pelvis, my butt, my belly, my tits and my throat. An urgent sense of sexual desperation overtook me. I forced myself hungrily .onto the stranger's cock, choking and gagging but forcing it down just the same, never slowing or stopping. Before I knew it, my lips were pressed tight against the glory hole, close to the base of the stranger's cock. I could feel the tickle of pubic hair against my nose and my lips. I started to bob eagerly up and down, fucking his dick down my throat. I surrendered to the sensation of being completely filled; what's more, I felt a strange sense of humiliating anonymity in not making eye contact. Unlike the hundreds of times I'd sucked Hank's cock since he started making me look him in the eye as I did it, this man was nothing but a cock to me. Just like I was nothing but a hot, wet mouth to him. With one important difference. Whoever he was, he'd almost certainly seen me brought in here, bound and collared, led on a leash. He knew I was a woman. He knew he was getting a blowjob not from another man, but from a female.

I felt a rush of pleasure as I realized that.

Suddenly, I became aware of Hank's hand in my hair. I had become so lost in the task of sucking the stranger's cock that I'd been completely unaware of the world around me. Hank pulled me off of the stranger's cock and twisted me around, pointing me at the other glory hole. I realized that another cock had pushed its way through. Hank guided me onto it; I started to suck it. This man was smaller than the first; his cock slid easily into my throat, and I pumped myself onto it. Hank pulled my hair again, guiding me back to the first cock, which hung there, impatiently thrusting against the hole. I took it into my mouth, sucking it down for half a dozen strokes all the way to the base, into my throat. Then I moved to the other cock and worshipped it for a time.

I could feel the desperation that came from having too many cocks to suck. With my arms bound like this, how could I service everyone?

Hank and the answer. His hand came out of his jeans pocket holding his pocketknife. He clicked it open and leaned down over me, seizing the ropes that bound my arms. He sawed through them quickly; my arms came free and I reached one hand up to each glory hole. My right hand wrapped around the first man, the bigger one I was now sucking, steadying the base as I rhythmically swallowed the shaft almost down to the point where my painted fingernails brushed the man's pubic hair. With my other hand, I jerked the other guy off, my fingers slipping easily up and down his length. I started to move back and forth between the two, sometimes using both hands on whichever cock I wasn't sucking. In between, Hank would grab me and just shove his cock into my face; when he did that, I would keep jacking the other men off. Two or three times, Jim tipped my head back and forced me to open wide to receive his cock down my throat, thrusting into me roughly. I sometimes felt a slight sense of panic when he did this, choking and gagging on his cock as he throat-fucked me roughly. I felt helpless, suspended in space. I couldn’t stop him or Hank from doing whatever they wanted to me. When that happened, I would feel my little cock stirring again, and I'd have to breathe my way through the arousal to prevent an erection. The sexual excitement would course its way into the rest of my body. I grew more and more comfortable with the sense of myself as a woman, my cock nothing more than a nagging reminder of where I'd begun -- before Master and Master had taken and trained me and turned me into the pretty little thing I should always have wanted to be, in order to please real men.

Thoughts like this surged through my head as my pleasure mounted. I moved from one dick to the other, sensing the growing insistent in both men's thrusting. When I could tell they were both about to cum, I looked up at Hank, kissing his balls and lapping at his cock with my tongue. I moaned at him softly, "Master, may I jack them off on my face?"

I don't know why I did this; I guess I thought it might be a little safer. You know, safer than gulping strangers' cum down my throat. Or maybe I thought I would please my Master by showing myself to be a total cum-loving slut and begging to have it all over my face. I did please my Master; as for it being safer, well, I would eat plenty of cum before the night was over.

But for now, Hank gave me permission. He said, "Yes, bitch. Jack them off all over your face, and on your tits, too. I want it all over you."

I said, "Yes, Master," and moved back and forth between the two cocks, alternately sucking and stroking. Just a few seconds later, I felt the first hot blast of stranger's cum. I don't know who came first. I just know that I leaned back and looked up at Hank, staring into the partial darkness and hoping his handsome face was showing a smile at how submissive and slutty I looked with strangers' dicks pumping strangers' cum all over my face.

Both of them came a whole lot. Hot streams sprayed out onto me, coating my face and my tits. I was half-hanging out of my dress by that point, with my tits having partially escaped the push-up bra. Slime ran down my face, off my chin and onto my tits, soaking my dress. It dribbled down over torso and over my thighs and onto my stockings.

Needless to say, there was no good-bye kiss. The instant the men had ejaculated on me, their cocks disappeared back through the glory hole. Suddenly hungry for more, I took Hank's cock in my mouth. I sucked him as I twisted my body so I could wrap both my hands around Jim's cock and stroke him. I alternated between my two Masters' cocks for a time; I don't know how long. I lost all sense of time. I just know that it wasn't too long before I heard more footsteps on either side of me; someone had entered the stalls again.

New dicks pushed through the glory holes. Again, I didn't look before I sucked or jacked. I wrapped my cum-and-spit-wet hands around them; I took them into my mouth. I licked down and suckled on stranger's balls as they pushed them through the gaping hole. I smelled the lingering musk and filth of untold numbers of men that remained on the duct tape. I pleasured two cocks at once, and occasionally three, when one of my Masters would grab me and shove his cock in my mouth again. Once, I even jacked off two cocks while Jim tipped me back and face-fucked me, right down my throat, as Jim pushed my tits together and slid his cock roughly between them, tit-fucking me. Four at once. I felt a rush of insatiable hunger. Four cocks at once! Why not try five? I longed for it, wanting more as my Masters released me and I went back to obediently worshipping strangers' cocks on either side of me. I alternately swallowed and stroked, moving from one cock to the other. This time, one man came a few minutes before the other. I jacked him off all over my face, this time getting several hot streams on my tongue. I lapped it up, experiencing a savory pleasure as I realized that his cum tasted slightly different than either Jim's or Hank's. Did all men's cum taste different? Suddenly I wanted to know. I wanted to taste every man in the world.

After I jacked off the next man on my face and tits, I poured all my attention into the man who remained. I swallowed him all the way down, then came back up to suck him with eager suction, closing my grasp around his shaft and pumping my lips on the top part. He came quickly, a surging and spurting torrent in my mouth. I opened wide and gulped it down. I heard satisfied murmurs from far above me. Jim and Hank high-fived.

"Good little bitch," growled Jim.

"You're doing real good, sissy. You'll learn to suck cock yet."

"Yes, Master" was all I had time to moan before I took another cock in my mouth. The one whose cum I had just swallowed was quickly replaced. I began to stroke it, my mouth moving back and forth between cocks on either side of me and sometimes worshipping Jim's or Hank's in between. Time seemed to blur together; it wasn't long before I took another load down my throat, only seconds before I jacked off yet another man all over my face and my tits.

There were two more. I took them on like a good little slut, looking up at Hank from under my cum-caked eyelids. My eyes had begun to acclimate to the darkness, and I could see Hank's savage grin. He approved of what I'd become. He liked to see me on my knees, covered in cum and sucking off strangers.

Despite myself, I felt a soft wave of pride.

Another two cocks...another wet series of hot, slimy spurts, on my face, down my throat, in my mouth, on my tongue, all over my tits, in my hair. Then another, another, another...I lost track of how many men I sucked off or jacked off on my face and my tits. Every now and then, I'd look up through the growing burden of slimy jism that covered my face and caked my hair. I would search the blurry faces of my two Masters, expecting them to decide that my lesson was concluded. Maybe they'd just get bored. But they didn't. They didn't tell me to stop. I kept sucking; more men arrived. I drifted into a timeless void, where nothing existed except my feminized, cum-covered body, my hungry mouth, my obedient hands and cock. Lots and lots and lots of cock.

It was very late into the night when I found myself with just two cocks left to pleasure. I knelt there sucking Jim's dick, my arms around him, my hands holding his muscular butt and encouraging him to slam his cock down my throat with increasingly energetic thrusts. My throat felt so open; yes, it was sore, but I felt so submissive and hungry and accessible that I wanted my Master to keep on fucking my face as if it were a tight, wet, hot, dripping pussy. He obliged me, grabbing my cum-crusted hair. Hank, behind me, grabbed it, too, guiding my head. He pumped me up and down on Jim's dick, waiting his own turn. When it came time for Jim to cum, I wanted him deep my body, but Jim did not grant me that kindness. Instead, he pulled his cock out of my mouth and guided my hand around it. I jacked hi off onto his face, looking up at him as he pumped spurt after spurt over me. My eyes stung with the droplets of cum that ran down into them. Cum drizzled over me, running onto the tiled floor.

It was Hank's turn. I wiped my eyes so that I could look up at my Master and give him the eye contact he demanded. I licked my fingers clean, tasting the cum of a dozen or more strangers. The taste made me quiver deep inside. I had eaten so much cum my belly seemed to swell with it. Still, I wanted more. I wanted my Master's cum. 

I looked up at Hank as I took his dick in my mouth. I gave him the eager, urgent style of stroke, quickly pumping, with my hand around his base and my lips tight around his upper shaft, my tongue working the underside of his head. That kind of sucking is just about guaranteed to make a man cum if he's willing to let you finish him off. Hank was. Even better, Hank didn't want to spray his load across my face the way Jim had. He looked down into my eyes as he let me complete him with shallow, sucking slurps.

When his cum blasted out, I was there to catch every drop. It hit the back of my throat and the back of my tongue. I swirled it around as I sucked. I tasted it eagerly, smelling the mix of body and strangers' cum and Jim's cum that augmented the taste of Hank's. I felt the smoothness of Hank's jism working its way down my throat and felt a warmth inside me as my stomach swelled.

There were no more men arriving for blowjobs. I guess it had gotten too late in the night. Jim and Hank helped me up. My dress was ruined; it was soaked through with strangers' cum. My two Masters didn't even bother to pull it up to cover my tits. Instead, Hank and Jim just zipped up their own pants and led me out of the stall. Jim held the leash in front of me while Hank's big hands circled my wrists behind me. They maintained absolute control over me. I suspect that Hank pinned my wrists so that I couldn’t do anything at all to try to hide my disgraceful state as we walked down the path past whoever was there.

There were men there, all right, still cruising for sex by the copse of trees. I don't know if it was a later crowd or what, but they seemed less interested in me as a sexual thing. They just looked at me and laughed. I knew I must present quite a sight, covered in cum with my clothes and hair soaked and my makeup ruined. I was surprised to discover that I felt a warm glow of pride as I thought about that. Part of me even hoped I'd shocked them.

In the car, I cuddled up into Hanks arms and felt the warmth of his dominant embrace. He showed no compunctions about holding me even though I was covered in cum. I drifted off into a soft sort of relaxation, succumbing to an almost trancelike state of submission. I wondered where I would spend the night...in Hank's bed? Jim's? Would my Masters let me take a shower first? Or would they shove me into the cage in the playroom and forget all about their little cum-covered whore for a few hours?

Whatever they did was the right thing. I knew my two Masters did what they needed to do. I could only accept it...and thank them.

I fell asleep before we got home -- in Hank's arms. To my surprise, I awakened as he carried me in the front door. I snuggled deeper into his arms and whispered softly, sleepily, "Thank you."

I would thank them many more times before my training was complete. My cum-drenched night at the rest stop glory hole was just the beginning.
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That Kind of Girl by Corey Sawyer

I had already draped myself sensuously across the motel bed by the time I heard Hank's footsteps in the hall outside.

At least, I'd done it as sensuously possible -- it wasn't easy with this cheap polyester bedcover, the garish furnishings, and the smell of stale cigarette smoke that permeated everything in the cheap motel room. Even the musky, spicy, flirty and impossibly girly perfume I'd doused myself in for Hank couldn't drown out the stink of the cheap motel room. If I'd been a different girl -- a different kind of girl, I guess -- maybe Hank would have romanced me in a high-class hotel room, and I would have been smelling lilacs and roses instead. But I'm not that kind of girl; I would never be that kind of girl.

No, I'm the kind of girl who gets instructions by mobile chat like, "Get a room at the Sleep Tight Lodge on West Airport Boulevard and text me the room number. Wear something sexy, bitch. Tonight, you're getting the living shit fucked out of you."

And I'm the kind of girl who does what she's told, if it's something nasty like that. Even when it's from a guy like Hank -- a guy I don't know, a guy who comes across as slightly deranged and a little bit dangerous, who wants nothing more than to get his hands on a girl like me and hurt her and fuck her and slap her around till she cries and have her thank him for degrading her by giving him the best blowjob of his life. And then a guy like Hank likes to say, "Shut the fuck up, bitch," and leave me with cum on my face and running down my tits.

I'm the kind of girl who does what she's told, especially if it's from a guy like Hank. He's the kind of guy I want...I need...I seem to go looking for. I know I shouldn't; I know I'm a bad girl for doing it. He knows it, too. He knows I don't want to say "Yes, Master," when he tells me to dress up and meet him, knowing I'm going to face hours of hard degradation with no backing out. He knows I don't want to say "Yes, Master"...but he knows that I will.

And I had done just as he asked. I'd worn something sexy, all right -- a sexy pink babydoll nighty that tied loosely in front of my tits and was practically see-through. My tits were pretty new; I was seriously proud of them. Every week I got more and more of them; I wanted to show them off to my Master. I hoped they would please him, and maybe if my new titties pleased him enough, he might want to abuse them a little. Just a little, though...not a lot. If he abused them too much, I might cry, and then I'd beg him to stop.

When I heard Hank's footsteps outside the motel room door, I pressed my thighs together, feeling the tension deep in my panties that told me I was getting too excited already. If I let myself get anywhere near as excited as last time, I'd never control myself. And then, I might let my Master do anything to me. Of course, that was his right. But if I let myself get worked up the way I was feeling I might, then I might not even resist when Hank did something hard and nasty to me. Maybe way, way harder and nastier than he'd ever done before. Maybe nastier than I wanted. Maybe nastier than I could handle.

Hank didn't have to knock. I'd propped the door open on the deadbolt. He just pushed it open, and there I was, stretched out for him with my pretty titties on display and my thighs pressed tight together and my platinum-blonde hair spread across the bed and draping over the side.

I saw his big, dark form in the doorway and wriggled my body back and forth in a kind of invitation.

Then I heard more footsteps. I felt a rushing sense of panic...as I realized my Master wasn't alone.

Hank came in and held the door open as two, three, four...five big black men crowded in. My eyes, I think, widened progressively with each one that showed up. By the fourth, my jaw dropped, my lips feeling sticky and soft from the heavy coating of lipstick I'd layered on there.

I got up from my "sensuously draped" position. Disbelief raged through me. I couldn’t comprehend what was happening. I knelt on the bed, my knees instinctively apart in an automatic posture of submission that Hank, and many other men, had taught me over the years. I felt suddenly shy. I felt my face getting hot. I crossed my arms over my little B-cup titties, hiding them from the six men who now stood in the motel room, crowded in and looking me over with animal lust on their faces. 

Correction...I was hiding my titties from five men. I didn't mind if Master saw them. Hank owned me; he owned my tits as much as he owned any part of me. I was proud and happy to show off my tits to my Master. After all, he'd given them to me. It was Hank's counterfeit prescription that had gotten me the pills that had started to feminize me. It was his order that had forced me to open my mouth and stick out my tongue to receive the Communion I feared, even while I protested, whined, refused and let tears run down my cheeks. And it was Hank's soft, supple belt that had whipped me across the back of my thighs to punish me for crying when he made me take my medicine.

I and cried like the dickens the first time -- months ago, now. The second, the third, the fourth time, the fifth...even the sixth, I'd cried, too, and Hank had whipped me for crying and forced me to swallow the pills. It was only as my titties came in and I started to feel more deeply submissive that I'd realized Master was right to feminize me. He'd heard all my confessions, and given me absolution...by forcing me to accept feminization.

So I could serve him...and serve other men. I had served so many over the years, but never the way I'd served Hank. How could I? The random men I'd met on the internet couldn't torment and hurt me and punish and degrade me the way that Master Hank could. They could only slap me around, spank me, whip me, put clamps on my flat, gross, shaved little male titties.

Only Hank was brutal enough to force me to feminize myself.

And only Hank was brutal enough to share me with a group of his "friends." Who were they, really? Old prison buddies? Gang members? Guys he'd met in a bar? Guys he'd recruited from the internet?

I didn't know...I'd probably never know. What I did know is that Master planned to give me to them. The fear raged through me, pulsing harder till it verged on panic.

And then I felt a curious calm settling over me. Of course Master was going to have me gangbanged. Why shouldn't I? How better to feminize a reluctant little sissy bitch like me? How better to teach me that I live to serve cock...not just Master Hank's cock, but all cock.

Still, I trembled with fear as the men looked at me. I felt my hard titties heaving as I breathed quickly and heavily in fear. I felt my nips stiffening against my palms. I wanted to pinch them. I wanted to twist them.

Most of all, I wanted to reach down and tuck my little cock back in between my legs. But I had instinctively spread my legs, placing myself on display. And now, my little cock popped free and stood there, short but very hard, my arousal obvious to every one of the five men Master had brought in to ravish me.

I realized that Master had a camera in his hand. It was just a little camcorder -- but I know what he's going to do with it. Master has documented phases of my training before...important phases. 

That's how I knew how important it was that I do everything my Master ordered me to do tonight. And I mean everything. 

Master turned on the camera and pointed it at me, putting his eye to the viewfinder. The light went on; he was now videotaping me.

"Boys, this is Kylie," he said. "She's been under my tutoring." The guys chuckled cruelly; they seemed to know what that meant. "I said tonight she'd get the living shit fucked out of her. What do you say boys, think you can oblige?"

There was a murmur of affirmation.

"What about you Kylie?" asked Master. "You gonna be a good girl? You gonna be a good little sissy fuckslut for my friends? Or you gonna get all shy and make us tie you down face-down and ass-up to get this week's dose of your 'medicine'?"

I felt my face getting hotter. "Medicine" was a bit of a double-entendre. Hank referred not only to the pills he made me take every week when he met me in cheap and sleazy motels -- a new one every time. He referred to the cum that he made me eat or shot up my ass. Hank cums more than any man I've ever known... more than I could ever even dream of cumming, even before I started taking Hank's "medicine." He feeds me three or four cumshots on average, every time we meet, pumping them up both ends of me or spraying them across my face -- and, in recent weeks, across my titties.

He blasts more cum in one load than I would probably put out in a year. That just goes to show how much more of a man than me he is...which is why he insisted on feminizing me like this. When Master allows it, my little cock puts out nothing more than a drizzle. 

Now that I'm on both forms of "medicine, sexuality is about my whole body. It's not just about my little cock, the way it was when I would furtively jerk it to interracial gangbang porno, back when I never thought I'd have the guts to become a real sissy. Correction...I still don't have the guts to do it. That's why Master has to force me.

And I love him for it.

That's why Master has to make me take my medicine -- both kinds of it -- and to let myself change, into something new. I'm not a real girl, I guess...not yet. Maybe I never will be. But at least I'm something that gives pleasure to real men's cocks, something that isn't defined by the sad little nub that throbs between my shaved legs, begging for attention.

Now that Hank has changed me, all of me begs for attention.

That's why he'd brought along five guys to skullfuck and assfuck me, right here, while Master captured it on camera.

I looked at the camera and took down my hands, showing my new titties to the world. I felt a chill as Master's camera worked over them, zooming in on my titties, ignoring my face for a moment. Then he raised the camera a little and pointed the camera right at my face.

"What was that, Kylie? What did you say? Are you gonna make us slap you around and tie you down for your gangfuck?"

My voice was small and girly as I answered.

"No, Master," I whimpered, crawling for the edge of the bed. "I won't make you and your friends tie me down, Master. I'll be good and do what you want." Then, more breathlessly, I added: "I'll do everything you want."

I got down off the bed, breathing in deep to smell the rising scent of maleness in the cheap little room. It no longer smelled like cigarettes. The scent made my little cock harden even more.

I started to crawl across the floor, feeling the plastic scrape of the cheap carpet through my stockings. I crawled slowly, savoring the mounting feeling of fear and arousal that mingled inside me.

"I'll do everything they want me to do, Master. I'll suck their cocks. I'll let them feel up my titties. I'll let them bend me over and--uhhhhh...."

I reached the first man and, without a word of introduction, I reached for his belt buckle. I unfastened it as I spoke, then unzipped his pants and reached in for his cock.

"...I'll let them bend me over and shove their big dicks up my ass, Master. I'll let them fuck my hot little titties, Master...my new little titties...the titties you gave me, Master...."

I took the first man's cock in my mouth and started sucking. Master gave a chuckle of pride and zoomed the camera in close on my face as I started to suck. I turned my bright eyes up toward the stranger, watching his cruel sneer as he leaned back and let me service his cock.

The other men were coming around me, reaching down to grab at my body. They groped my ass, my thighs, my tits. They even put their fingers up in my crack, with nothing more than a quick hawk-and-spit for lube.

Hank settled in above the shoulder of one of the three guys I was sucking -- well, I sucked one at a time, trading off while working the others with my hands. I saw the black eye of Hank's camera, and Hank's cruel grin. Yes, Hank was my Master...but tonight he was teaching me an important lesson. All men were my Master. I don't just serve Hank's cock...I serve all cock. These men were my Masters tonight. 

They took me with gusto, grabbing and slapping and pulling my hair. Cocks were out all around me; I felt drunk on the smell and the taste of them. I wanted more.

The cute little pink babydoll nightie didn't last long; it was a shredded mess on the floor before the first guy to fuck me even had his cock working up and down in my spit-lubed crack. By the time I cried out with the pain of first entry, my panties were gone, too. All that remained were my stockings, my sexy high heels...and my tits.

As the first huge cock stretched its way up deep in my asshole as I choked on another dick, I felt hands all over my new titties, pinching my nipples, twisting and slapping them.

I was so proud of my new titties. I hoped my Masters liked them.
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License and Registration by Kylie Cooper

When the red lights went on in the rear view mirror, Elsa remained calm, as always. She told Alex: "Just relax darling. It's probably just that tail light." 

Then she added, with a softly amused tone: "Didn't I tell you to fix that tail light, Lexi?"

In the old days, Alex would have responded to his wife's mild rebuke with a sharp comment of his own. But Elsa had beaten that tendency out of him. More accurately, she'd strapped, spanked, whipped, caned and fucked that tendency out of Alex. She'd also trained him not to react negatively when she called him by the feminine "pet name" she'd assigned him. And why should he? Alex had long since admitted that he was very much his wife's pet. He was more "Lexi," now, than he was "Alex" -- and tonight his lipstick, stockings, high heels and tight dress showed it.

That was what worried him, after all. Would the cop give him a hassle just because he was "dressed"? It wouldn't have worried him as much if he'd been able to proudly hand over a driver's license with a female name..."Alexandra," or something, probably, although he was quite used to "Lexi" and was maybe even starting to like it a little. But his license still had his real name, and Alex wasn't sure how the cop would react to that.

Alex was so lost in his worries that he didn't answer Elsa. His wife was mildly perturbed; she said: "Didn't I, Lexi?" Elsa reached out and patted Alex's thigh to get his attention, her fingers warningly close to the hem of his short skirt. Elsa's touch was relatively gentle, but it didn't take a rocket scientist to know that those sharpened fingernails weren't far from Alex's swollen blue balls; if he didn't pay attention to her properly, Elsa might decide it was time to get his attention in a more drastic way. Alex's eyes watered from the very thought of Elsa grabbing his nuts and twisting, the way she did when he pissed her off at home.

Alex mewled quickly: "Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress. This one is sorry for being nervous, Mistress."

But, with his fear mounting, Alex couldn't resist asking: "You don't think he'll hassle me because I'm dressed, do you?"

Elsa gave a withering laugh. "Darling, this is California. Dressing like a whore isn't a crime here." She gave her husband a teasingly disapproving look. "Especially for a sissy like you. If they hassle you, just pull up your skirt and show them why I had to sissify you. Once they get a load of Mister Tiny..."

Alex's face reddened under its heavy coating of makeup. He relished the teasing from his wife, because it took him to a safer place where she was in charge. And Elsa didn't seem worried -- at all. If she wasn't worried, why should he be?

Elsa's strong, confident presence of mind was so different than the insecure wife he'd once known. Their "arrangement" had been good for her; at least, she saw it that way. Alex did too, ultimately, but his butt still hurt a little from that deep, hard, brutal fucking Elsa had given him two nights ago. The backs of his thighs stung from the strapping he'd gotten last night when he'd failed to lick her ass deep enough. And he knew that tonight he could look forward to something intense, even humiliating, whatever it was.

It was Saturday night, and the two were on their way to the Kinky Kream Party, after all. It was a quarterly private play party that Elsa had grown rather fond of and always insisted they go to. In fact, the couple's attendance at Kinky Kream was so regular and so memorable that Alex could mark off his "progress" in slavery by remembering each quarterly Ball. Since he'd first surrendered to Elsa a year ago, there had been four Kinky Kreams. Their first was the first time Elsa "dressed" Alex for a party. That had been the first time he'd been dressed in public; Elsa had tied him to a table and strap-on fucked him while a semi-circle of men stood around them, openly jacking off. Nine months ago, Elsa had dressed him more expertly, resulting in a girlier look, so that when she made eye contact with one of those wanking men and invited him to join in, the guy didn't hesitate to come in and stick his dick in Alex's face even though he was probably straight. By the time of the Kinky Kream six months ago, he was hairless from head to toe, with long, bleach-blonde hair that he tied back for work but wore out and flowing at home -- or in pigtails if he'd been a "bad little girl" in his wife's estimation. He looked pretty enough with blonde hair, it seemed, for there to be half a dozen takers when Elsa started offering his puckered sissy mouth for blowjobs. He only got to four of them, because Elsa insisted that he learn to deep-throat each one; the last two wandered away from the choking, heaving sissy, too impatient for Alex to learn his lessons. Three months ago, he'd actually made it through six blowjobs in the span it took Elsa to properly fuck his tight ass.

Tonight, what would she do to him? What humiliation would he suffer in front of other people, hundreds of them, in one of the "pain stations" lining the play space where Kinky Kream was held? Would he suck more dick at Elsa's command? Would tonight be the night she allowed a guy to fuck her husband's ass, now that she'd trained it for over a year with her strap-on? Or would his wife take that next step and finally spread her own legs for a stranger? And if so, would she let Alex watch?

Alex tried not to think about that; it made his little dick stiffen uncomfortably in his panties. He trembled as he watched the dark shadow of the cop approaching in the sedan's rearview mirror. He just sat there, stock still, his hands at ten o'clock and two o'clock on the steering wheel. He tried to remain calm, but it wasn't easy. He looked at his hands and wondered if he should take his black lace gloves off. He looked at his long, impeccably-manicured fake fingernails, painted a shiny red that was hard to miss even in the dark of the car; in an officer's flashlight, they would be obvious. So would his red-painted sissy mouth, and his painted eyes with their lashes heavy with mascara, and his teased-out bleach-blonde "fuck me" hair, and the plunging lace top that showed off his smooth-shaved titties with their pierced nipples, and the black leather dog collar around his throat, and his super-short skirt and the lace-top fishnet stockings underneath, and maybe even his six-inch heels, if the officer ordered him out of the car...

The dark shadow of the police officer arrived at Alex's window. The sissy's eyes were assaulted by the scalding shine of a flashlight, right in his eyes. Blinded, Alex tried to block the light with his hand and realized that could be taken as a gesture of aggression. He put his lace-gloved, red-nailed hands back on the steering wheel and blinked helplessly into the light. His face was right at crotch level; the officer was wearing very tight pants. He could see the outline of the guy's junk underneath them. Alex couldn’t see the face, but from his hands he looked like an African-American officer -- and he was huge. Alex felt powerfully intimidated already -- even more intimidated than he usually was by his wife.

The officer's voice was dark and commanding, forceful.

"Evening, Ma'am. I need your license and registration."

Elsa already had the registration out of the glove compartment, and Alex's driver's license out of her own purse. Elsa never let Alex carry his license when she was dressed; Elsa wanted to be in control of everything. All Alex kept in his little pink silk clutch purse was a strip of condoms, some tit clamps, a vibrator, a ball gag, and a little flask of vodka -- everything a sissy needed to enjoy a play party. 

Alex gave the cop his license, registration and proof of insurance. The cop looked at it while Alex fretted. Alex desperately wished 

When the cop finally spoke, his voice was stern, maybe even a little harsh. He asked: "Alexander David Hooper, is that you?"

Alex gulped. "Yes, Sir," he said. Then, his mind swirling, he blurted defensively: "My friends call me Lexi."

He heard Elsa laughing softly at his awkward use of his own feminine nickname. The name still made him blush a little -- but then, everything about Alex's feminization made him blush. He also figured he should have said "Yes, Officer" or something, instead of "Yes, Sir," which made him sound like he was kissing ass. But then, Elsa had trained him to kiss ass -- with all her boyfriends and any males they happened along in their kinky adventures. "Sir" was how Elsa insisted he always address "real men."

"You certainly do look different than your picture," said the officer suspiciously. 

Alex couldn't tell if the guy was amused and having some fun teasing him...or if he was actually suspicious. 

He got his answer a moment later when the cop asked roughly:

"Can you explain that, Lexi?"

Alex gulped. "I've gone through some changes, officer."

"What kind of changes, Lexi? Tell me about them."

Alex's head seemed to spin. He wanted to get angry, but he was too afraid of offending the officer. He was calmed by Elsa's confident sarcasm.

"They're just...changes, officer," said Alex. "I've gone...I guess you'd...I guess you'd say it's a...um...it's a gender thing, officer."

Calling him "officer" instead of "Sir" didn't come easily to the well-trained Alex, so it only hurt his feelings more when Elsa hissed at him: "Call him Sir, Lexi. He's a real man, can't you tell?"

Alex shot his Mistress a sour look. He could tell, all right, that this cop was a real man. Just how "real" the officer was seemed to be there on shameless display in the tight, light-colored uniform pants; those things were so tight that Alex could see the outline of the officer's massive dong. The pants had that sexy stripe running down the side, which Alex had always thought made motorcycle officers look handsome. The dark stripe seemed to accentuate how long and strong the officer's legs were, and how high and heavy his black leather boots were. The knee-high boots were exquisitely polished, so much so they gleamed when they caught the beam of his flashlight as the cop studied Alex's license.

"A gender thing, huh?" he asked. "I can see some gender things, all right. Like those." The blinding beam of his flashlight flickered over Alex's tits. "They might be concealed weapons, except you're not concealing them very well. Which I appreciate."

Alex's face was bright red. He crossed his arms nervously, trying to hide his tits. His humiliation was made worse when he heard Elsa laughing softly. She whispered to Alex: "I like him. He's cute. Did you check out that package?"

Alex shot Elsa a nervous glance. 

"How could I miss it?" he whispered nervously. His observation was true enough; the cop's package was huge, and was practically in Alex's face. Those tight pants hid very little. It wouldn't have been so embarrassing if Alex hadn't been able to see those shiny, fucking hot Daddy boots, which to his own humiliation made his mouth water a little.

As if reading his mind, Elsa whispered, "Is he wearing sexy boots?"

"Yes, Mistress," Alex said testily. He looked at his wife and saw a pleasant, almost self-satisfied look on her face. Alex realized just how much wife and Mistress loved to see how embarrassed the cop's questions made Alex. She loved nothing more than to see her sissy husband exposed for the insecure little slut he was. That emotionally sadistic side to Elsa was what lay beneath the whole process of feminizing Alex into "Lexi." Combined with Alex's desperate need for approval and his inescapable love for and dependence on the commanding Elsa, her sadism made Alex's transformation possible. The humiliation he was feeling, he had come to understand, was central to the sexual charge that Elsa got from having total control.

Alex tried to accept it and roll with it. He knew he hadn't done anything wrong, and the cop was probably just fucking with him. He should relax.

The cop said, "What was that, Sir?"

Alex blushed to be called "Sir" by the officer, even though being called "Ma'am" would have been just as embarrassing.

Alex said meekly, "My wife was asking if you're wearing sexy boots, Sir," said Alex. "I--I told her yes."

The cop shined his blinding light in Alex's face again.

"Is that right?" the cop asked. "Sir, step out of the car."

Holy shit. Alex gulped and whimpered, "Sir, why do I need to step out of the car?"

The cop's voice was hard and demanding. "Sir, step out of the car. Now."

"B-but-why, Sir?" asked Alex. "I haven't done anything wrong."

"I'll be the judge of that, Sir. Now step out of the car."

Elsa whispered: "Darling, do what he says. Are you crazy?" Elsa's tone was not nervous; on the contrary, she seemed just as confident as ever, almost easy-going. There was a whisper of laughter to her voice even before she added: "Do what the real man says, sissy. Dumb sluts like you should always do what the real man says, Lexi, haven't I taught you that yet?"

Alex whispered: "Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress." More loudly, to the cop, he said, "Yes, Sir, of course, Sir. Here I come, Sir."

He moved slowly, very slowly. He kept his hands up where the cop could see them. As Alex got out, he realized his cock had hardened uncomfortably under his short skirt. His panties were so tight his little dick tented them, bending back awkwardly on itself as it reached half-mast. Had it been the fear? The sharp words from Elsa? The cop's enormous "package"? His big, shiny boots?

Alex hesitated, realizing how tight his short skirt was; his hard-on would poke out, as plain as day!

The cop thought Alex was stalling. He barked: "Sir, get out of the car!" This time, the officer's voice was harsher, darker, more demanding. Alex trembled and fumbled with the door handle. Before Alex could get out, he heard the cop's sharp command repeated, with added emphasis:

"Sir, get out of the car or I'll get you out. If I need to call for backup..."

Alex stammered, "N-no, no, Sir. I'm sorry." He got out of the car. He'd forgotten Elsa had chosen his six-inch stiletto heels for tonight, and Alex wasn't used to walking in them. At best, he could perch precariously and get whipped, if he was tied down to something. Forgetting he had the high heels on his feet, Alex stumbled and fell, landing on his knees on the roadside with his face in the officer's crotch.

The officer caught both of Alex's wrists.

"Sir, are you drunk?"

"N-no, Sir," said Alex. "No, officer. No, Sir." He realized that fear made him slur his words; he was acting crazy. The officer lifted Alex up, bodily, using one and thrust down between Alex's butt-cheeks and the other on his wrist. The guy was enormous -- huge and powerful. Alex felt like a rag doll in his gloved hands. The guy spun Alex around and shoved him over the hood of the car. The officer's huge boots kicked at Alex's feet, forcing his legs wide apart. Then the cop wrapped his gloved hands around Alex's wrists and forced his arms up behind him. The guy pinned Alex's slender wrists in the small of his back and held them with one hand, seemingly without much effort. He was handling Alex as easily as someone might handle a rag doll.

Alex's skirt had been halfway yanked up when the guy's big, gloved hand had grabbed his butt and hoisted him over the edge of the car hood. It had ridden up further when the cop kicked his legs wide apart. Alex's tight dress was now well above his bulging panties; he could feel his hard-on pressing through the silky material and rubbing against the warm metal hood of the car.

The cop held Alex pinned against the car. Alex heard the sound of a snap, of leather-on-leather, and then of chain links and the ratcheting of handcuffs. It might have been an unfamiliar sound at one time, since Elsa preferred to use wrist cuffs -- that way she could keep Alex bound for much longer. But Kinky Kream was very much on Alex's mind, and many players there -- male ones, usually -- kept handcuffs on their belt. They weren't much good for heavy-duty play, since you couldn’t struggle for long without hurting yourself. But they made a seriously great conversation piece; having cuffs on your belt was a great way to pick up girls at a play party. Even Elsa, who claimed to be a lesbian now, had allowed herself to be cuffed at a party, just to see what it felt like. Come to think of it, that was how she had met Charlie.

The cop pulled Alex's wrists up in the small of his back and closed the cuffs around them. Alex sprawled helplessly, legs spread and ass in the air. He was bent over the hood of the sedan as the cop took one glove off and started to pat Alex down.

Wasn't he supposed to read him his rights or something?

Alex had no rights. He was being searched with no warning.

Even more disturbingly, the cop seemed to be taking his time -- and finding pleasure in alternating hard grabs and gentle caresses up the backs of Alex's thighs.

Alex's cock stiffened further, pressing against the warm metal of the sedan's hood.

The cop took his time patting Alex down, conducting a very thorough search. let the pat-down continue well past the point of prudence. He started feeling Alex up. The cop's strong hand worked under Alex's skirt and wrapped around Alex's boner, at first through his panties. Alex squirmed and whimpered, and the cop rammed his knee into Alex's butt, barking "Hold still!" Then the cop yanked down the skimpy slip of satin that was all Elsa let Alex wear for underwear. The cop's bare hand wrapped around Alex's shaft. The cop squeezed. Alex whimpered. The cop jacked Alex off for a few strokes, then dug his fingernails in. Alex whined. The cop released Alex's cock, but a moment later his hand was back, groping his denial-swollen balls. Alex squirmed as the cop squeezed and twisted his nuts, which only got Alex another knee in the ass as the cop snapped: "Hold still, Lexi! Hold still, or I'll--" The cop didn't finish the threat; he didn't have to. Alex struggled to remain still, even when the cop started slapping and smacking Alex's balls. He pinched the stretched flesh of Alex's scrotum, yanked on his aching, blue balls, and drew back his hand to deliver a firm, hard slap against the tortured orbs. As he did, the cop used his other hand to alternately hold Alex still by his wrists, and to yank down Alex's panties even further. Soon the slip of thin satin was stretched between Alex's knees. With Alex's skirt pulled up, there was nothing between the cop's scratchy uniform -- or his hands -- and Alex's smooth-shaved thighs, butt, and balls. Even Alex's asshole was exposed, the sissy realized as he felt the wafting chill of the night air.

The cop drew his hand back again and gave Alex another firm blow on his swollen nuts -- this time, not with his open hand, but his fist. It was a light punch, certainly no stronger than the least of the punishments Elsa inflicted on Alex's testicles regularly. But it wasn't expected, and Alex squealed.

"Sir," he whined. "Please, Sir, you're hurting me!" Humiliating tears had formed in Alex's eyes. He squirmed against the cop's big body, feeling his embarrassing erection rub against the cooling warmth of the sedan's hood.

The cop's heavy hand came down again -- this time on Alex's smooth sissy butt, three times in rapid succession. Alex squeaked with each blow; this pig wasn't pulling any punches!

"I'm hurting you, eh?" asked the cop. "Maybe I'll help you learn your lesson. Maybe you'll think twice about mouthing off to a real man next time, Lexi? Huh? Will you? Will you, Lexi?" The cop spanked him again, half a dozen times quickly, bringing a sudden heat to his cheeks.

Alex gasped and whined with every hard blow the cop gave him. He couldn't even remember how he'd mouthed off, really, but he blurted an apology.

"I'm sorry, Sir. I'm sorry I mouthed off. My mouth doesn't know what it's doing sometimes."

"Oh, it knows," growled the cop, spanking Alex harder. "It knows what it's doing. It knows what it wants to do, too. I saw you looking at me, Lexi. I saw those pretty blue eyes of yours get big when you checked out my crotch. I bet your mouth's watering, isn't it, Lexi?"

Alex's tongue did feel thick, maybe from fear or maybe from something else. The cop certainly didn't need a degree in criminal justice to know that Alex was aroused; he'd just felt up the sissy's fully-erect cock. Alex could feel his nipples poking through the top of his dress; his boobies were practically popping out of the tortured garment.

Alex said, "Yes, Sir. I'm sorry, Sir. I forget that some real men don't want slutty sissies looking at them." He added more nervously, "I'm sorry, Sir, I'll keep my eyes away from your...crotch from now on, Sir."

The cop's hand whistled down and connected with Alex's bare butt in the hardest blow of all.

"Come off it, slut. You don't wanna look. I know what you wanna do to it. Don't you? The only question is, which hole do you want it in?"

The cop ran his slid a finger up Alex's crack. He started to feel up the sissy's asshole.

"Any hidden contraband?" the police officer growled. His hand arced quickly back and forth in another hard spank. Alex squealed. "I asked you a question!" barked the cop as he probed Alex's crack with his finger. "Do you have anything up your butt, Lexi?"

Alex realized the cop had somehow slipped on a rubber glove. He whined, "No, Sir. I don't have anything up my butt, Sir!"

"Oh, yeah? Now you do!" As he spoke, the cop shoved his middle finger up into Alex, probing and thrusting. Alex let out a soft wail, grinding his cock against the hood of the car. "And a tight little asshole it is. What a good little sissy pussy. You let men stick it in your sissy cunt, Lexi?"

Alex's head spun. With the use of that humiliating phrase, he realized what was really happening. When Elsa had feminized Alex, she'd deliberately changed the names of his body parts. She had trained him to no longer think of his asshole as his asshole. It was his "sissy cunt" or "sissy pussy." Just like his cock was his "clit" or his "clitty" or his "sissy clit" or his "sissy stick." His asshole was no longer meant to be an asshole; it was there to stick dicks in, both silicone strap-ons and flesh-and-blood cocks. Every time Alex heard it referred to as such, his femininity was seemingly reinforced.

Hearing the mean cop use that degrading term for his rear hole, Alex felt a rush of recognition. He knew the man's voice. He had been spanked by him before. He knew that touch. He'd been at Kinky Kream...

The cop spanked him again. "I asked you a question, slut! Do you let real men stick their cocks up in that sissy cunt?"

Alex gasped: "Yes, Sir, I do, Sir. Or...I would, for you. If you wanted, Sir. If it please you, Sir, I can let you, Sir -- oh, oh fuck!"

The cop had responded to Alex's plea by shoving a second finger up into the sissy's tight anus. Alex squealed and squirmed against the cop, rocking his hips so his hard little dick rubbed the hood of the sedan.

"Nice and wet, too," said the cop. Alex's butt had been lubricated before the party by the insertion of three lubricating suppositories, pushed up deep into him by Elsa's gloved fingers. "You've got a tight little sissy cunt, Lexi."

Alex mewled obediently, "Yes, Sir. It's a hot, tight, wet, snug little sissy cunt." Alex used his very softest, girliest, most feminine voice, with a husky sex-kitten tone added on. He said, "It's really tight, Sir...and nice to fuck. Would you like to, Sir? Would you like to fuck it?"

"Don't be a pervert," the cop growled. His hand came out of Alex's ass; he snapped off the glove and spanked the sissy. He hit Alex's smooth butt so hard that Alex attempted to close his legs, but the cop had anticipated that; his big boots kicked Alex's stiletto heels right back apart again.

Alex heard Elsa's voice. She had gotten out of the car and had her hands up in a gesture of calm surrender. Alex saw that she'd undone two more buttons on her already tight red silk blouse.

"Maybe I can help, officer. If there's some problem with searching my sissy, maybe I can make it go in more...smoothly."

"The only problem is that your cunt husband just tried to bribe me with sex."

"Oh, she's not my husband," said Elsa. "She's my sissy." She smiled disarmingly, arching her back. Her tits stretched through the silk blouse. "That was very naughty of you, Alex. Why did you try and bribe the officer?"

He whined: "This one apologizes, Mistress. This one is sorry it misbehaved. It thought it was being a good girl."

"But it's not a good girl. Good girls don't bribe policemen, Sir, do they?" Elsa had started around the front of the car. "I'm sure it was just a misunderstanding, Sir. You see, Alex just recently decided she was bisexual. She's in that beginning phase...she's very, very horny for cock. And I mean, Sir, well..." Elsa laughed flirtatiously as she closed on the cop. The policeman didn't turn her away or instruct her to get back in the car.

Elsa crouched down, spreading her knees wide and crouching down on her heels. Alex couldn’t see her, but he knew she wasn't kneeling, because Elsa doesn't kneel. But she certainly did crouch, and she did it with gusto. And she did it with skill.

Something else she did with skill was unfasten the cop's big, heavy belt buckle. Alex felt it rattling against his smooth-shaved butt as Elsa unbuttoned and unzipped the policeman's fly. She reached in and took his cock out. A moment later, Alex heard a soft, wet, slurping sound as his wife started sucking the policeman's cock.

Alex twisted his head awkwardly so he could look over his shoulder and see his wife going down on the cop. She was outlined against the shimmering moonlight rippling off a nearby field, so he saw every detail as if in relief. Alex could see how enormous the cop's dick was; even in shadow, he could tell it was huge. Nonetheless, Elsa deep-throated it, opening wide and gagging it down with a little effort -- but not too much. For a self-described "born-again lesbian" who'd been married to a man with four inches most of her adult life, Elsa could sure swallow cock! She choked it down again and again, bobbing her pretty face on the cop's enormous prong. The cop murmured softly in pleasure, watching her do it. Elsa made eye contact, just like she'd taught Alex he should do, whenever possible, when he sucked a guy's cock. 

Alex could see spittle dripping from his wife's chin when she came up for air from the cop's big dick. She gasped and panted from the effort of swallowing cock. She rubbed her face all over the policeman's cock, looking up at him and moaning softly, seductively.

"It's not bribery, see," she said. "My bitch was just trying to help you complete your cavity search. I hear criminals are very crafty. Sometimes they hide things waaaaayyyyyy up deep in their holes. She knows you'll never find it all if you just use your hand. They're quite big, but..." Elsa kissed the man's balls, rubbing his cock with her spit-covered fingers. "Alex knows you've got to use something bigger. Procedure, right?"

"Procedure," grunted the cop.

"So, I guess I'd like to help," Elsa said, guiding the cop's huge dick down to Alex's crack and pulling his thong out of the way. "I can help you search my sissy, and then...if you don't find anything naughty up in her tight little sissy cunt, maybe you'll let us go, Sir?"

"We'll see, Ma'am. Help me finish the search first. Then we'll talk."

"Yes, Sir." Alex's heart raced to hear his wife saying "Sir." She never said that. She wasn't submissive to any man. Not normally. But this was a very special case.

Alex's cock throbbed against the car's warm hood. He shuddered all over as his wife rubbed the cop's giant cockhead up and down in his crack. Alex felt the pressure of it up against his hole. Elsa moaned sympathetically as she positioned the giant member at Alex's snug little entry.

She said, "I know, baby. It's so big. But he's got to search you inside, baby. Deep. You don't have anything naughty in there, do you?"

Alex groaned and squealed as the cop thrust forward, his cockhead breaching Alex's entrance. The policeman continued the thrust, guided by Elsa's hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. He p8umped up in Alex, filling the sissy's ass so thoroughly that Alex squealed and whimpered like a real girl. Then his eyes rolled back in his head as the cop began to fuck him.

The cop pulled out and Elsa leaned in, still crouched down with her face in his crotch. She didn't suck him; maybe that would be too submissive. But she'd gotten a handkerchief or something from somewhere to wipe her mouth. Now, she wiped the jism and lube off of the cop's big dick as it softened. She gave her sissy husband's butt one last cursory wipe, too, dabbing smeared lube and dripping cum off his ass-cheeks and out of his crack.

Elsa put the policeman's cock away, zipped him up, and buckled his belt for him. 

"Thank you, officer," Elsa said.

Alex heard the jangle of keys, felt the warm metal of the cop's keychain against his wrists. The cop unlocked his handcuffs. Alex's hands came free.

"Have a pleasant evening," said the cop. He melted away into the darkness. Bent over the hood, Alex could hear the cop's boots crunching on the roadside gravel.

The cop's engine roared, and he shot away into the night.

#

Elsa took the car keys and shepherded Alex into the passenger's seat. "See, darling? That's why you don't keep things in your butt." She gave Alex a soft kiss on the side of his face and added in a whisper: "Even your pride."

Alex said, "Yes, Mistress." 

Before Elsa pulled back onto the freeway, she looked quizzically at Alex and said. "Darling, what day is it?"

"Saturday, Mistress," said Alex.

"No, the date, baby. Tell me the date."

"It's the fourteenth."

Elsa smiled like the cat who ate the canary.

"Silly me! I am such an airhead sometimes! Kinky Kream's not till the twenty-first! I'm a week early! All this fuss, and there's no party tonight! I guess we'll just go home and snuggle..."

Alex felt warm all over. His wife didn't need to pretend that she'd "mixed up the dates." It had all been an elaborate plan to teach Alex a little something about discipline and not mouthing off to "real men."

Alex had learned his lesson...just like he learned all the lessons Elsa taught him. She was a very good teacher. The big, buffed and well-hung cop with the sexy boots and commanding voice was a good teacher, too. His giant cock had certainly taught Alex a thing or two about submission. He'd have to thank the guy at the next Kinky Kream.

Elsa turned on the radio and found a dance music station. Alex recognized the song; it was one he liked. He swayed gently back and forth in his seat, sensuously undulating in time with the pulsing music. He sang along a little.

Elsa pulled the sedan back onto the highway and headed for home.
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Charity Call by Riley Dillard

Jamie has just started scrubbing the bathroom sink when the cell phone rings. It's not a regular ring; it's the screeching sound of viola and drone guitar in a darkly erotic rhythm. He recognizes it instantly, even though it's distant.

The sound of the ringtone is distant because the phone is plugged into its cradle in the charging station near the front door, just as it always is when Jamie's at home; he's religious about always putting his phone in the charger when he comes in the front door. But the ringer is turned all the way up, so he hears it all the way on the other side of the house. Even so, he quickly washes his hands before he races to the living room to pluck his phone from its charger; he can be a bit anal retentive. He even dries them, too. He's one of those Type-A personalities who thinks it simply wouldn't do to get cleaning powder or water on his phone -- something he puts close to his mouth, and something that, if it shorted out, could do physical damage to his priceless face.

As he races to the entryway, Jamie relishes with bittersweet excitement of the grating sound of the Velvet Underground's "Venus in Furs." The familiar ringtone makes his heart quicken beneath his slutty little babydoll nightie, a filmy, see-through garment of white mesh and lace.

The ringtone tells him before he even picks up his phone that it's Charity calling. He feels his cock shifting painfully in its tight clear plastic prison. He's wearing a chastity tube, locked there by his wife before she went out on her "date." He's already thought about her too much tonight -- about where she is and what she might be doing with her new "friend." He's had three or four different "incidents" where thoughts about what might be happening on his wife's "date" made him almost get an erection. Each time, he felt the spikes digging into his flesh and he's had to breathe through the building pain and think about something unsexy to lose his erection.

It's going to be hard not to get a painful erection now, if Charity's date is going well and she wants to tell him about it. And most of Charity's dates "go well." Charity doesn't exactly have the highest standards. It's not that she'll fuck anyone, but she's very good at vetting her dates so she only goes out with guys she's likely to find fuckable on every level.

Jamie wonders if maybe his wife will have something saucy or flirty to tell him about the date she's on tonight. It's with some guy named Luther that she met on KinkyBoard. Beyond that, Jamie knows nothing. Charity might want to tell him how well her date is going. Or she might have an order to give him, like "don't forget to clean the toilet with a toothbrush" or "make sure you dust behind the whip rack."

Or, if Charity's date has turned out to be boring, she might tell her husband to stop his cleaning and do something nasty while he's on the phone with her, just to amuse her. She might tell him to go to the bathtub and get in without getting undressed first, then put his shoulders on the ground and his crotch in the air and piss all over his face without taking his makeup off or getting undressed first, then send her a picture of it. That's what she did on her first date with Matt or Mike or whatever his name was, about two months ago. She even shared it with Mike or Mark or whatever. It turned out to be a great icebreaker and by the end, the date wasn't so boring at all. Charity came home from that date with a smile on her face.

It hadn't been easy to piss on his face with the clear plastic chastity tube; it's made to allow urination, so he can wear it for days, weeks, or months at a time. But Charity didn’t' care about that. She didn't even make him do it as punishment; she was just bored. She didn't care if the chastity tube made it more difficult. Wearing that locked tube and pissing on his own face if it amuses her -- or doing anything that amuses her -- is part of Jamie's life, and that's that.

Charity holds the only key to the chastity tube. It's currently on a chain around her neck, if she hasn't slipped it off and put it in her purse. Jamie doesn't get to decide if and when the thing finally comes off so he can rub out a much-needed load. All he gets to do is beg and cry and whine and do things for his wife -- humiliating things, dirty things, things that get her wet. But isn't that what she's off doing for him, dating weird strangers and sucking their cocks and usually fucking them?

Jamie spends most of his life with his heart soaring every time he hears Charity's voice, because it means maybe he'll have a chance to please her. He feels that way now. Mostly, though, Jamie's just glad his wife is calling to update him. She's out for the evening with someone new -- someone shoe name he doesn't even know. He always worries about her a little; she can be slightly reckless, in his opinion. Of course, that's why he likes her so much. She's so much more reckless than he could ever be.

It's almost ten o'clock, and he's been hoping to hear from her letting him know she's okay. It's their protocol whenever she has a first date. He also hopes she'll drop a hint as to whether she's going to get lucky. He wants to know when he should expect her home...so he can be ready and hungry for her. His wife is so hot he doesn't wonder for a moment whether she could "get lucky" if she wanted to; any guy she dates would want to fuck her. But she can be slightly picky, sometimes...probably less picky than he would be, but still. What's more, sometimes she likes to make guys wait for sex with her. A blowjob on a first date, sure, no problem -- most of the time. But actually go a bed with a guy the first time? Her average is only about 30%. It was ten guys last month, and she only fucked three of them the first time. Most of the others just got BJs the first time they took her out, and one of them didn't call back. He didn't know what he was missing.

Of course, Charity would never make her dates wait as long for sex as she does Jamie. That is currently somewhere past "several months" and grinding toward "many," the point where his balls feel swollen and they almost constantly throb with need. If she ends up going all the way with this new guy on their first date, it will be the exception...but far from unheard of.

Jamie takes a deep breath to look his phone, drinking in the sexy image of his wife as the ringer blares. It's a gorgeous shot of her, his favorite picture in the world. Her red lips are pursed and messy with ruined lipstick, her mischievous green eyes flashing. Her blond hair is even messier than her lips, and a little bit wet, hanging in her face. In the picture, she has no visible clothes, and she's bare to the tits or, at least, deep into her cleavage, since the picture doesn't show her nips. 

To any of his Jamie's friends who have seen it -- and he's shown it to most of them -- it seemed like a hot, slightly provocative picture of a very beautiful wife. They assume it was taken at the beach, maybe when she was wearing a strapless bikini top. Or maybe he took it at a nude beach, or when she was getting out of the shower. Many husbands have done the same, and many have shared their pics with their friends, as a way of bragging about how hot their wives are. They tell him he's a lucky guy, and he is. But with Charity, there's a little bit more to it than his just being lucky, just like there's more to the picture. The pic was taken with another guy's cell phone, right after he and his two roommates finished giving Charity an enthusiastic seeing-to. Her hair wasn't wet from the beach or the shower; it was wet with their cum. Her lipstick is ruined in the picture because she had just been sucking their cocks. Her hair was messy because she likes it when they pull her hair and even slap her face. Charity is a serious vixen in bed. She likes it rough.

Jamie's cock aches in the chastity tube as he looks at the picture.

He answers his phone: "Yes, Mistress?"

To his shock, it's a male voice that answers. A deep male voice, powerful and resonant, with an unmistakably soulful character.

"Hello, friend. How is your night going?"

Jamie is shocked. He says stiffly, "Who is this?"

On the other end of the phone, the guy doesn't answer. He just laughs.

Jamie's mind rages with possibilities; did his wife drop her phone? Did some asshole stranger pick it up? Perhaps he shouldn't be so rude; after all, this new phone he bought Charity is extremely expensive. If she did drop it somewhere, he wants the guy who found it to be in good spirits and kindly disposed toward him. Jamie gets ready to offer the guy a $20 reward or something -- is that enough?

"Is this Jamie?" the stranger asks.

On the other end of the phone, Jamie can hear the sound of pulsing techno music. There are other sounds, far more distant. There are slurping sounds, suckling sounds, thumping, like someone is pounding a wall. They seem to echo, like the sound of bad techno music playing loud into Jamie's ear. 

Jamie has the dishwasher running in the nearby kitchen, and it kinda drowns out the sound from the phone. It's hard to hear. Jamie grabs his hands-free headset from the place on the entryway charging station where his headset is always placed whenever he returns home. Jamie is good about that.

Jamie plugs it the headset and pops the buds in his ears.

He repeats, stiffly, "I'm sorry, Sir, maybe you didn't hear me. I'm going to ask you again. Who is this?"

"Maybe you didn't hear me," says the stranger, sounding angry. "I asked if this is Jamie."

Jamie's heart races. He gets a little dizzy. HE sits down in the nearest kitchen chair, his knees slightly spread for stability. He can feel the stretchy material of his garters pulling at the lacey tops of his stockings.

He says, "This is Jamie, yes. Who are you? This is my wife's phone. Where's Charity?"

The deep and powerful voice is clearly not at all interested in the niceties.

The man on the phone says, "I'm asking the questions. Is this Jamie Lambert, who's married to Charity Lambert?"

"Who is this?" snaps the husband. "Yes, that's right. Who is this?" snaps the husband urgently. "Where's charity? Is she all right?"

There's a languid chuckle as the stranger takes pleasure in Jamie's distress. 

The stranger says, "Oh, she's more than all right, buddy. In fact, she's having a hell of a time right now. Here, she can't really talk right now, but I bet she's got something she wants you to hear..."

The sound warbles and quiets, then gets louder, the sound of the techno music gets louder. It's really bad music -- cheap, cheesy synthesizer garbage that sounds like it was produced by programming a computer to make tones at random over a hard-driving beat. Underneath it, he hears a female voice, howling, "Oh yeah, oh yeah, Daddy, yes, Daddy, fuck me oh yes, Daddy!" It's not his wife's voice -- not even close. But when the moaning sounds and the techno music diminish in volume, Jamie hears something else.

It's a wet, slurpy sucking sound. It sounds wet, like someone is thrusting something into a very wet hole, and slurping all over it. There are making noises, as if someone's me eating very messily. When the smacking sounds are matched by a faint, soft moan, and a series of disgusting "yummy" sounds, "mmm-mmmmmm, mmmmm---" Jamie recognizes the timber of the voice. Even with all the static and music and alien moaning, he recognizes the texture of his wife's sexual moans -- and the sound the messy eater always makes when she's sucking on a cock. 

Jamie knows it all too well. His cock starts to stiffen, so help him, very much against his will. 

Then he hears his wife gasping, between gulps. It sounds like she's doing more than just sucking; the gulping sounds have a telltale choking and gagging and slurping and drooling quality to them.

Is Charity swallowing dick? Is she opening wide and deep throating, the way she always trains Jamie to do -- whether he feels like it or not -- when she straps on her harness and makes him suck her cock?

Jamie's eyes widen as he sits there, feeling empty and helpless. He listens to the sound of his wife sucking cock as his dick stiffens quickly in his soft silky lace panties. 

His heart races faster. He feels his swollen balls sucking up into his body, throbbing and swollen and blue.

He hears Charity's voice: "I'm sorry, baby. I couldn’t resist." It's what she always says when she teases him about having fucked someone else. She acts like she didn't mean to do it, but her craving for cock overwhelmed her. Jamie knows that she damn well isn't sorry -- and that she didn't even try to resist. In fact, Charity goes out of her way to place herself in the path of temptation she has no intention of resisting. But the game they play is that Charity's always reluctant...maybe as reluctant as Jamie is when Charity orders him to bend over and spread his cheeks for her huge strap-on cock.

That's why Charity's voice sounds so sad and so little, so girlish. What's more, she gulps out the words between loud, voluminous slurps on whatever she's sucking...cock, Jamie assumes from extensive experience. It also sounds like she's slurring her words, talking with her tongue out. Maybe it's just that silly piercing she insisted on getting recently, the one through her tongue. Or maybe she's just really drunk. 

As Charity says again and again, "I'm sorry, baby, I couldn't stop myself, couldn't stop myself," Jamie realizes just how much his wife is enjoying himself, as he realizes why her words are so hard to understand. She's not just slurring; she's slurping. Yes, she is drunk, and that's why she's slurring -- but she's also licking and slurping on what Jamie knows has to be a cock.

Jamie whimpers and moans. He rubs his hand over the hard plastic bulge in his panties. He swats his balls, hoping the pain will make his cock stop stiffening in its snug cage. But that only makes him hotter. He feels his nipples hardening against his silky babydoll nightie. His skin feels hot, but he's got goosebumps. He's dizzy with sudden and powerful arousal.

Charity keeps saying: "I'm sorry, baby, I--gulp gulp gulp--I just couldn’t stop myself. Luther and I had a few drinks, and, well--slurp slurp slurp--he was just so fucking aggressive, and you know how I like that! He said if I wanted to be a real slut he knew this place where--gulp gulp gulp--a girl like me could get all the cock she wanted, no strings attached...what could I say, baby? You know how horny I've been...it's been almost two weeks since I had a 'date'..."

She says the word "date" with the same tone of obvious sarcasm she always has when she says it. For Charity, the noun, "date," means "A good fuck from a man other than my husband, hopefully a man with a very big dick." The verb, "to date," means "fuck a guy I just met," or "probably fuck, but maybe just give him a blowjob if he's ugly." Jamie's face reddens. Has it really been two weeks?

The slurping sound returns, and Charity stops talking.

Jamie hears the male voice again. This time, he's chuckling.

Jamie demands, "Is that your name? Luther?"

"Why?" growled the stranger. "You gonna come down here and kick my ass? Go right ahead, bitch, and I'll tell you where we are. We're at Hush Yo' Mouth Video at 816 Tenth Street. Come down and take a swing at me, if you want."

Jamie trembles. He knows the place. He's even been there, back in the days when he was still hiding his perversions from his wife. Hush Yo' Mouth was in a very bad neighborhood. It's got a reputation in town as the sleaziest porn shop ever. It's actually said to be dangerous to go there. He's heard stories about guys getting mugged there. Queers coming onto you. Women getting their butts pinched...getting felt up...getting come-ons from strangers and offers of employment from pimps...and worse.

"Should I expect you, sissy? You gonna come down here and kick my ass?" The menace in Luther's voice is obvious, and it sends a tremor of fear through Jamie's lingerie-clad body.

Jamie's voice reverts to its girliest tone, a breathy whine as his sudden fear makes him answer as submissively as possible. 

He whimpers, "N-n-no, I didn't mean that, Sir, I--I'm sorry, of course, she can--Mistress can do whatever she wants. Sir." Jamie's head spins and his cock makes firmer contact with the spikes in his chastity tube. He wants to curse himself for calling Luther "Sir," but it just slipped out. Not once but twice. 

"Good," said Luther. "Because I think you'd like it here...probably a little too much. You'd end up doing what your wife's doing. You'd probably like it as much as she does. But that'd be a tall order...damn! Your baby is really going to town! Here, bitch, have a listen..."

Luther puts the phone back down to where Charity's making slurping and gulping sounds. They're positively obscene. It's obvious what she's doing. She's stretched her throat wide with a big black cock and she's pumping herself onto it. Charity's always loved to deep-throat; Jamie knows she used to do it with some of her boyfriends in college. Charity was proud of being able to deep-throat almost any guy, no matter how big. The fact that Jamie isn't big enough for deep-throating to really be a challenge had always been a little disappointing to Charity, and Jamie knew it. But his wife had pretended not to mind all that much. 

Now that things have changed between them, Jamie accepts the truth. He's sometimes seen pictures of the guys that she met online, through her "no-strings-attached" personal ad on KinkyBoard. Practically every guy who respond includes a dick pick...probably because Charity's ad says "Don't bother if not 7"+ and thick." Seven inches was nearly twice her husband's length, and he was anything but thick.

Jamie moans louder as he spends several agonizing, humiliated minutes listening to the gulping and choking sounds, interspersed with the sounds of slurping and lapping and slapping. Jamie's not sure if it's Luther who's slapping her -- maybe spanking her butt? But some of the slapping noises sound kinda wet...and Jamie realizes with a hot flash of humiliated ecstasy what Charity is doing. She's probably slapping herself in the face with the stranger's cock between strokes of her lips all the way down to the base. She's told him about how she likes to do that when she's sucking a really big cock. She's told her husband how it makes her feel all submissive. She's never even bothered to try the ritual with Jamie. What the small package he has at hand, why would she bother?

Every gulp and gag and choke and slap and slurp makes Jamie's cock try to stiffen; the tube and the spikes painfully prevent it from doing so. Jamie's eyes fill with tears from the pain in his tortured, chastity-bound cock. Nonetheless, Jamie keeps rubbing the front of his chastity tube, pathetically mimicking masturbation as if he could actually pleasure his own cock through the cage. That only makes the pain increase as his cock fights the impenetrable prison, and sometimes he reaches down deeper into his panties to grab his shaved, denial-swollen balls and pull them down hard, hoping the pain will help him to lose his erection. Sometimes it helps for a little while, but his boner always returns...

While Jamie mocks masturbation with his right hand, his left travels up to his nipples, pinching and twisting them through his sexy babydoll nightie. He rocks back and forth in his chair.

The sound of Charity's gulping gets fainter; the music is louder for a moment. There's the sound of sex -- an unmistakable rhythm of slapping and the wet, slushy sounds of penetration. It's mingled this time not just with female moans, but with spanking. Someone says, "You fucked my boss, huh? See how you like it in the ass, Katrina!" 

Jamie realizes he's hearing a porn movie. But it sounds like the movie is being played through a crappy, cheap speaker, even before it reaches the phone. Jamie suddenly realizes where his wife is...she's in a porn booth somewhere. He hears more dialogue, "Yeah, you like that bitch, don't you?" crackling from the shitty porn-booth speaker into the phone, echoing off the walls of the tiny, probably cum-stinking "jack shack" somewhere on the wrong side of town.

The male voice returns:

"So, that's where your wife is, buddy. She's having a hell of a time. Ten cocks so far, and she don't look like she's gonna stop! We've been here for an hour and I still got a hundred bucks' worth of quarters. You know they have an ATM right in the lobby at Hush Yo' Mouth Video? I had her get out an extra hundred for some whiskey from the liquor store across the street....I figured with all that sucking she'll get thirsty. But she's been getting plenty to drink. What your wife's been drinking is nice and and creamy... she seems to like it. I've got the bottle all to myself." The man takes an audible gulp. 

Jamie's hands are in motion as his body rocks back and forth. He slaps his balls and pinches his nipples. He whines in despair. Then he grabs the phone and works his phone over his chest, rubbing the sensuously slick surface of the touchscreen against his smooth little titties. He feels how smooth his chest is from the shave job Charity gave it earlier. Now his other hand clutches his balls through his panties. He squeezes, trying to get his cock to shrink, to stop filing the chastity tube with its agonizing, torturous attempt at a hard-on. But it's no good; Jamie is too fucking turned on. He can't stop himself from getting a painful erection -- or as much of one as the chastity tube will allow. His cock can only stiffen to about one-third its erect length, a little over an inch, before it encounters a curve that prevents it from getting any harder or longer. By that point, the spikes are dug well into the cockhead, and Jamie's in agony.

"Here," Luther said. "Let me show you just how much she's enjoying herself! Now, don't get all hot and bothered," he laughed. "Your wife told me all about that chastity tube she makes you wear, so if you get a boner, she says it'll hurt like hell. But I want you to see how good she's getting it!" The stranger shouts: "Charity, your bitch husband have email on his phone?"

Charity doesn't answer; all the husband can hear is the sucking sounds, eager more eagerly than ever. She's groaning and gulping. She's really going to town.

"Hey, Charity! Cocksucker! Slut!" laughs the stranger. Jamie hears distant slapping, flesh-on-flesh, like the stranger is spanking Charity to get her attention. The stranger shouts, "I asked you a question!"

But he doesn't get Charity's attention, because she's distracted as hell, apparently. Distantly, Jamie hears Charity moaning, "Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, shoot it all over my face...all over my tits...."

Jamie's cock throbs agonizingly in the chastity tube. He yanks his skimpy lace panties to the side and desperately pulls at his balls, trying to make himself go soft. 

"Damn!" said Luther. "You believe that shit, Jamie? Some guy just blew his load on your wife's face and tits! And that ain't even the first one. That's number -- what is it, four? Five?"

Jamie hears Charity laughing. "I don't know, Daddy. I haven't kept count."

"Looks like five...not including mine. I started her off, of course. Your lady's got cum all over her face, bitch...she's really a mess. Man, she really got a load this time! Your woman is covered in it! If I was quicker on the draw I could have caught that for you. In mid-spurt. That guy really needed a blowjob, that's for sure! Fuck, he came everywhere! Lick it up, girl...don't let one drop get on these boots or I'll spank you even harder next time!"

Jamie hears Charity moaning, "Yes, Daddy. I'm licking it up!"

"Your bitch husband got email on his phone?"

"I think so..." she says. Then Charity's voice is gone, and there's more sounds of sucking. 

"Shit," said Luther. "Next customer's already going at her! There must be a line down the hallway! Guess word gets around when a girl like your wife is sucking dick in this glory hole. Most of the time it's just faggots and sissies like you. This place ain't exactly in the best neighborhood. Ah! Here it is. I found you, bitch. Right here in her address book under 'My Sissy Faggot Husband.'"

Luther laughs, but Jamie feels his face reddening. Is that really how Charity tagged him in her smartphone's address book? He wouldn’t put it past her. His wife really loves to play hard with the humiliation stuff. She's really taken a liking to his darkest fantasies...so much so that Jamie's not sure he's really living his fantasies any more. Charity has taken him much further than he ever thought he'd go in this whole feminized-sissy-cuckold-cheating thing. Sure, it started with his fantasy...but it's long since progressed to a "game" driven by Charity's fresh ideas, and she's got plenty of them. What's more, when Jamie whines or bitches or tries to tell her he doesn't want to take it as far as she does, he gets a spanking, a whipping, or worse. Charity's really started slipping into the kind of sissy submission that he thought only existed in stories. He used to jerk off about it, but now it's real. He's so submissive to her Charity, now, that he thinks maybe he's lost all capacity to be a man at all...let alone a real man. He can't even pretend to be one anymore. Maybe he never could. With all the things Charity's been doing to him lately, he feels more like a girl than a guy.

Luther says, "Here you go, sissy. Here's a nice batch of photos. Some mementos of your wife doing what she loves best. Where the fuck's the SEND button?" Jamie hears more slurping sounds. Luther laughs. "Guess she's too busy to answer. Shove a dick in her face and she forgets she even has a bitch husband who wants to see her suck cock. Ah! Here we go...SEND. Feast your eyes, sissy," Luther adds with a laugh. "I know you'll like 'em."

Jamie hears the chime of his email client announcing the message's arrival. This sound isn't some S/M classic from the '60s; it's just the regular smartphone ringtone. But when he opens the message (return address Charity's), the photos attached hit Jamie even harder than the sound of screeching viola and done guitar. 

A dozen pictures are attached to the email. Jamie thumbs through them, moaning softly in painful arousal and growing humiliation.

All the photos are over-lit, washed out, because her smartphone has an automatic onboard flash. But there's no mistaking what's in the pictures. 

Charity is naked, stark naked, except for a black leather collar and high-heeled shoes. She's down on her knees in a dirty little porn booth just big enough for one person, but with two now crammed inside -- he can see Luther's big boots and his legs and his hand in one of the pictures, when he's grabbing Charity's long blonde hair.

There's graffiti on the walls of the booth, and one of the walls has a little TV screen showing porno. Under the screen, there's a gaping hole in the wall. Its edges rimmed in old, dirty silver duct tape. Through the hole is thrust a big black dick...unbelievably big! Jamie thinks it looks like it's got to be at least twelve inches or so.

The cock is in Charity's mouth in all but two of the photos. The only two where she's not are the ones where Luther has grabbed her hair and forced her head back so the photo could capture the beautiful ruin of Charity's face, with spit, tears and cum running in rivers down her chin and cheeks, her hair messed up and her makeup smeared everywhere. In the other ten photos, the dick is in Charity's mouth.

There's already cum all over Charity's face and tits, soaking her hair. It's obvious that Luther wasn't kidding when he'd said that was the fifth cock Charity had sucked tonight...not including Luther's.

Jamie's jaw drops as he looks at the obscene photos of his wife. His mouth opens so wide in shock that he feels the tightness of the lipstick he's wearing. (It's Charity's lipstick, a color called "Twelve-Alarm Red," sold on a stripper website Charity likes to buy from. It's the same shade that Charity's wearing in the pictures. It's so red that the color shows up even in the washed-out, over-flashed pictures. It's a shade of red so bright that it practically advertises "Free Blowjobs!" that's why Jamie likes it. That's why Jamie got painfully hard when he saw his wife putting it on for her date. That's why Jamie decided to wear it himself -- so he would look like almost as much of a slut as his wife. 

Jamie licks his slutty, puffy, lipstick-caked lips and feels his eyes filling with tears of humiliation. A few tears spill out and run down his rouged cheeks, heavy with mascara. That's also Charity's: "Morticia Black," and it makes the tears run thick and black down his rouged cheeks.

The email client chimes again. There's a new batch of photos -- another dozen or so -- and they're even more obscene than the first ones. They show Charity sucking another cock, but not just sucking cock. Jamie can see now that the booth has more than one glory hole. There are three glory holes, one in each wall. Charity's working all three of them -- one with her mouth and the others with her hands. This batch of photos has more variety. It gives Jamie a lot more detail as to just what she's doing. Charity seems to be moving from one glory hole to the other, one cock to the other, trying to give each cock an equal share of attention from her mouth and her hands. All three cocks are very big; two of them are a deep chocolate-brown and the other is a light mocha color. Jamie moans as he put the phone close to his face so he can look at the details of his beautiful wife's messy mouth and hands going crazy on dick after dick after dick. One of the photos even features a cumshot -- a shimmering arc of liquid pumping from mocha-brown cock onto Charity's face! The photo immediately after it shows a fresh cock shoved through the hole -- and Charity's lips poised at the head, ready to suck! She isn't wasting any time between dicks! In the last photo Luther has sent in this batch, Charity is about to take the new cock in her mouth.

These photos show a wider angle than the other ones, so Jamie can also see Luther, a little bit. Luther's jean-clad legs are parted around Charity's naked body, straddling her. It's a very dominant pose, and Jamie shivers to see his wife being dominated like this. But it's made all the more dominant because Luther has his zipper down and his cock out; it's visible in several of the photos, towering over Charity and casting a flash-shadow onto her naked, cum-covered body.

Luther is hung like a monster. Jamie can't believe how big it was. It's a dark brown, gorgeous and massive -- thick as well as long. It isn't a surprise to Jamie that Luther is black. Charity tends to prefer that, now. There was a time when she didn't find black men attractive -- or so she said. But when she learned about her husband's sexual obsessions, she'd been gulled into trying it. Guided, at first, by Jamie's attractions, she'd cuckolded him with black men because that's what aroused her sissy most. Before long, though, Charity had developed her taste. She found she liked black men a lot, big black men in particular. There was just something attractive about them to her. 

Also driven by her husband's perverted desires, Charity had risked bareback sex with a stranger, early in their cuckolding relationship. She'd found it so much to her taste that she'd lost her aversion to risk altogether. Now she always let her dates fuck her bareback. She loved it that way. She didn't even think about condoms.

All of this -- Charity cuckolding him by meeting black men for bareback -- is what Jamie used to fantasize about back when it had been just a fantasy. But once Charity took full control, Jamie had panicked. He realized how humiliating and frightening it was to be cuckolded like this, and he worried for his wife's safety.

By then, though, it was too late -- much too late. Charity was the one who was addicted now. She didn't even let Jamie complain or whine about how much she "dated," how many guys she fucked, or what she let them do to her and how. The slightest complaint from Jamie would get him strapped to the Punishment Bench in their second bedroom, aka "The Dungeon." The hours he'd spent there, howling into a ball gag as his wife worked him over with her whip and cane and strap-on, had taught Jamie to keep his sissy mouth shut, except when Charity wanted to sit on his face, or wanted her strap-on sucked, or came home from a date dripping fresh seed, spread her legs and ordered him between them for a long, luscious middle-of-the-night licking.

This is the furthest Charity's ever gone, though. What she's doing tonight -- sucking cock at a glory hole, under the dominant hand of a stranger -- pushes it further than ever before. And that's why Jamie's cock throbs so painfully in his chastity tube. That's why he pinches his nipples and twists them so hard. That's why the black tears run down his pink cheeks and the luscious catharsis ripples through his body. He wants to tell her he loves her for doing this...even as he wants to tell her he hates her. 

Jamie's smartphone chimes; there's another email from Luther...and another and another. More photos come, in batches of between three and twelve. This sadistic Luther bastard is really getting off on rubbing Jamie's face in his wife's sluttiness! But it's Charity who's really getting her face rubbed in something...cock and cum. And there's plenty of both of them. Jamie sees picture after picture where hot loads are blasted onto his wife's face. Soon she looks like she's been bathed in it; her pretty, ruined face is dripping the pearlescent liquid. It runs in strings off her chin and her tits. Her blonde hair is soaked through and matted with it. It even runs down her smooth, flat stomach and courses over her pussy.

Desperately trying to cease the pain in his spike-imprisoned cock, Jamie pulls at his balls and slaps them with his open hand. He thumbs through the photos, unable to control himself as the sucking and gulping sounds continue for minute after minute.

Jamie finally can't control himself. He's got to get some relief.

Still wearing his headset and carrying his smartphone, Jamie springs down the hallway -- no easy feat in his slutty, marabou-toed strap pumps with their six-inch heels. In the bedroom, he opens his lingerie drawer and pulls out the biggest cock he has -- a twelve-inch monster, anatomically accurate and detailed with veins and ripples and a realistic, sculpted head. The soft silicone flesh is chocolate-brown, of course, like all the cocks Charity lets him fuck. Jamie knows the cock is too big for him; he knows he shouldn't be so ambitious right out of the gate. But his cock is in agony in its padlocked prison; it's driving him crazy; he has to do something.

He sprawls on the bed and shoves the giant brown cock in his mouth. It's a model that Charity's made him suck numerous times; it's got a flared base beneath its sculpted balls, so that it can be used in a harness. Jamie has gotten very good at opening wide to take it in his mouth, which is a surprising feat. When Charity first started strapping on cocks, they were much smaller than this one. As she trained her husband, she built up their size, until she could make him suck and fuck this one, which she likes to call "Charity's Monster." The first time his wife had strapped on this dick and shoved it in his face, Jamie had barely been able to get the head to fit through the wide "O" of his red-painted lips. Now, his wife had trained it so well that he can get it all the way in. Less than one-third of the cock fills his mouth, though, and he feels the hard press of the thick head at his throat. Jamie hears his wife's gulping and slurping sounds on the other side of the phone; he looks at the pictures of her taking dick. He rolls over onto his elbows and knees, leaning forward as he plants the base of the dick on the bed. 

Jamie straightens his throat and thrusts forward onto the cock, opening wide. He struggles to swallow as the giant silicone dick violates his throat. He chokes and gags, but he finally gets it down until his red lips wrap around the base of the shaft, close to the realistic balls. He holds the base of the cock with one hand and runs the painted red fingernails of his other hand over the bulge that the dick makes as he deep-throats it. Jamie pumps his face onto it, feeling what's left of his gag reflex struggle to reassert itself. It can't; Jamie's will to suck cock dominates it.

The gulping, slurping and sucking sounds Jamie makes are lost in the avalanche of similar sounds in his headset, from Charity -- on real cock. Jamie feels wicked as he awkwardly changes his smartphone over to the camera setting - almost losing his grip on it with his spit-slippery hands. He manages to get a couple of pictures of him deep-throating the giant cock. Maybe his Mistress will be pleased when he shows them to her when she gets home. 

But then the email client chimes again, and Jamie switches to that -- to find more images of Charity, more covered in cum than ever, rubbing big hard black dicks between her tits and taking fresh loads on her face. How many cocks has Charity serviced already? Jamie doesn't know; he's not sure he wants to know. 

But he does want to know how a big black cock feels...and not just in his throat.

When Jamie comes up for air from sucking dick, he hawks and spits all over the head of the big black dildo. He feels an aching throb in his pained cock. He feels an inexorable hunger inside him; he can't say no.

He knows he has to do it. No time for lube.

He spits again on the head of his cock. Jamie sits up and adjusts his body. He finds a good, firm spot on the mattress and holds the giant chocolate-brown dildo there, its base flat against the bed. Jamie crouches over it, holding the base of the shaft and guiding the spit-lubed head toward his crack. With his other hand, pulls the thin string of his thong-panties out of the way to expose his asshole. He spreads his cheeks. He sits down on the head.

Jamie cries out. He shoves harder, pressing his body onto the giant black cock. His eyes roll back and he lets out a desperate sob, his feminine body rocking back and forth as he thrusts himself down against the dick, feeling his asshole resist the intrusion. Then it all gives way, and his butthole opens wide for the enormous head of the silicone member. Once the head is in, the rest of Jamie's asshole opens up easily for the spit-slickened dick -- all twelve inches of it. Jamie starts fucking himself down onto the cock, howling at the top of his lungs as he fills up his butthole rhythmically.

On the other end of the phone, he hears Luther laughing. "Damn! Guess you're havin' some fun of your own! Listen to this, slut! What the hell is your sick sissy fuck of a husband doing?"

Jamie can't stop moaning, but he listens as Charity's slurping sounds get closer -- and then they stop, as Charity takes a turn to listen. Jamie moans loud for her, relishing the exquisite pain in his butthole as he rams his body down onto the dildo, impaling himself again and again. He can feel the big dick slamming against this prostate. He violates himself with thrust after thrust of his slim, feminized body, howling and moaning and whimpering in pleasure. 

"What're you doing, baby? Are you fucking that big fat black dick I fuck your butt with sometimes?"

Jamie whimpers, "Yes, Mistress!"

"That's a good sissy! Good little sissy bitch!" But then Charity's voice becomes stern. "But you didn't ask permission first, did you?"

Jamie feels a cold stab of fear, but he couldn't stop if he wanted. All he can do is wail, "No, Mistress!" as he feels a building pressure inside him, deep inside, where the head of the dildo rubs up against his inner parts, feeling like it's rubbing against his swollen balls and stimulating his half-soft dick from the inside. His eyes roll back and he cries out, "I'm going to cum, Mistress! I'm going to cum!"

Then he does. A deep, powerful, receptive and feminine-feeling orgasm ripples through him, spasms of pleasures radiating outward from his deeply-fucked butthole to his stiff nipples, and his cock-loosened throat. He screams at the top of his lungs as an interior orgasm blasts through his body and soul.

His dick remains soft, though, trapped in its padlocked prison. All that comes out of the tip is a thin drizzle of semen, wetting his panties thoroughly. Calling it a "squirt" would be giving it too much credit. But it does make his panties feel deliciously wet.

And the spasms of pleasures have lessened Jamie's agonizing need. He feels the sense of relief flowing through his body as he sprawls on the bed, the giant dick still embedded in his ass.

He could hear Charity slurping on the other end of the phone. She'd gone back to sucking dick. Jamie listened intently, still moaning himself, working his butt up and down on the giant dark-brown silicone shaft as he listens to his wife sucking dick at a glory hole.

Correction! Sucking and jacking dick at three glory holes.

Listening to it makes Jamie keep rocking his hips, the dick still inside him. Even after his "release," he feels an aching need to have it there. He loves the feeling of his butthole stretched around the huge cock. His own moans fade as he listens to the obscene noises of his wife making a glory-hole whore of herself.

After a few minutes of slurping, Charity takes a break from sucking. She's panting, like she's exhausted from so much sucking.

She says: "You're a very good sissy for fucking your ass. But a very bad sissy for not asking permission first. We'll talk about it when I get home." Jamie moans in terror; he knows what "we'll talk about it" means. It means the Punishment Bench; it might mean the whip, or the strap, or the cane, or maybe even the cattle prod.

Or it might mean this very strap-on, shoved up his ass. But Charity always makes sure to fuck Jamie much harder than Jamie fucks harder. Jamie knows if his wife decides to punish him with this very cock, she'll be sure not to make it too easy for him. Charity has powerful hip and thigh and abdominal muscles. With a dick this size strapped to her body, she can pound Jamie's ass like a blacksmith! She might make the fuck he just gave himself seem like a good-night kiss...

Jamie says, "Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress. I got so turned on. I just had to cum..."

Charity's already sucking again, making audible gagging sounds. Between slurps, she says, "I know, baby. But I'll have to punish you. Maybe you need a trip to where I am right now. Don't you think that would make the punishment fit the crime?"

Jamie's whole body goes taut in sudden fear and arousal. His back arches and he shoves himself onto the dick even harder, till his tight butthole and his smooth-shaved butt are right around the anatomically-accurate balls.

Jamie moans: "I--I don't know, Mistress. If it...please you, Mistress?"

Charity's next words aren't to her slave, but to Luther.

She says, "No more pictures, Daddy. Please hang up."

The slurping and gagging and sucking sounds begin again; Charity's back to doing what she does best.

Luther has taken the phone back; he's laughing.

"You hear that, bitch? Sounds like you're gonna make a trip here some night soon. Something tells me you'll suck almost as much dick as your wife is. Don't worry, when I'm done with her tonight, I'll make sure she comes back to you nice and slimy for one of those tongue-baths you give her. She told me all about those. For now...nighty-night!"

There's a click. Luther has disconnected.

Jamie stays there on the bed for a very long time, moaning. He rocks his hips up and down, pumping himself on the cock that earned him his punishment. He holds up his smartphone and pages again and again through the pictures of Charity sucking and jacking off all those dicks. He doesn’t stop fucking his butt. He just keeps stroking himself onto the big chocolate-brown dick, feeling unable to stop. It's almost like the motion is involuntary. It's as if some inner reflex has taken over for Jamie's conscious mind. All he can do, now, is fuck.

So that's what he does. Jamie sprawls there, legs spread. 

Jamie's soft little cock drizzles. The juice leaks out of his chastity tube onto his lacy panties. The crotch becomes wetter and wetter with every stroke onto the giant silicone cock. Jamie looks at the pictures of Charity over and over, knowing he won't sleep tonight any more than she will. As he impales himself rhythmically on the giant silicone cock, Jamie twists his nipples painfully. He spanks his thighs and slaps his face and tugs painfully at his balls. He feels his asshole relaxing more and more to accommodate the big silicone dick...and in response, he fucks himself onto it harder. He looks at the pictures of his wife sucking and jerking off strangers, and thinks about having to do it himself. He feels sure that his wife will make good on her threat. He moans in humiliated pleasure, loving and hating every minute of his self-imposed torment.


"Rosita's Fluffer" first appeared in Working Wives. Deception Press, 2013. Copyright © 2013 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Rosita's Fluffer by Derek McDaniel

I don't feel bad for Toni -- not one bit. He's down on his knees at the door to the bedroom, with a line of guys stretching down the hall and into the living room. The bedroom smells like sex, because Rosita is getting fucked on the bed, and I'm capturing it all on camera. The sound of fucking and slapping is all over. The scent of male sweat, female pussy, cum, lube, balls, and cologne is overwhelming; it chokes me, but I kinda like it. 

It's a pretty big bedroom, but no bedroom is big enough when you've got five guys on a bed giving it hard to one woman -- three of them in her at once, and two leaning in to get handjobs -- and a line of twenty or thirty more going all the way down the hall. And her husband, Toni, cute little Toni, shaved smooth and girled up and wearing nothing but a garter belt and stockings and a G-string and high heels, down on his knees fluffing at the front of the line.

Rosita's covered in cum. The bed is wet with it. She's spread out on the sodden sheets, slimy from head to toe. It almost looks like this is supposed to be a Bukkake scene or something. But this isn't Bukkake -- at least, it's not supposed to be. It's just that Rosita is Catholic, you see. She doesn't believe in birth control, so she makes all the guys pull out before they shoot their loads. Oh, don't get me wrong...sometimes, she swallows. Sometimes she takes their cumshots in her ass. But mostly she jacks them off on her face and her tits and her stomach...and into her hair, and all over her arms and her hands, licking up as she goes, but not very effectively.

Whenever she does it -- whenever jacks a guy off or takes cum in her hole or on her face or whenever she laps it off her own hands or her own tits -- I'm there, zooming in close and filming it, while her husband makes slurping sounds in the doorway, preparing the next guy to take the expended man's place, either inside Rosita or shoving his cock in her face or her hand. 

Let me tell you, Rosita's aversion to birth control has been absolute gold in the porn market, because there's nothing her online customers love more than a sissified cuckold whose wife won't go on the pill but doesn't believe in using condoms when she fucks. 

And Rosita loves to fuck. Even if she always gets facials or tits shots or belly shots, she really loves those big hard cocks up her pussy. Even better, she loves it so much that sometimes she fucks like a crazed beast, and things get away from her. Her costar can't pull out in time -- or, sometimes, she even gets so turned on that she won't let him. She's wrapped her legs around his back and held him in, begging for cum in her pussy, even though she's not protected. The times she's done that, I got it all on camera. Subscriptions went through the roof.

Right now, Toni is kneeling in the doorway, the knees of his stockings bagged. He's slurping down a nameless black man's cock something fierce. I watch the strings of spit running out of Toni's mouth and down his chin, drizzling all over the guy's expensive sneakers. Pissed off, the guy pushes Toni down and makes him lick his own spit off the stranger's athletic shoes. It's pointless; the guy is sure as hell going to have some drooly feet one way or another he fucks that hot mess of a cumslave on the bed. 

But what does it matter? The point is made. He's enforced his dominion over Toni, the sissy husband, the feminized cuckold, who seems to like it. His little dick is swelling hard in his panties. That's what happens when you brutalize a sissy. His little clitty gets hard.

Of course, it isn't easy to tell if Toni is really that turned on by being forced to lick a stranger's feet just before the guy fucks his wife. I mean, after all those days of chastity, Toni's dick gets hard at the drop of a hat whenever Rosita lets him out of lockup. Padlock a chastity tube on a horny slut sissy's dick for six days, and on the seventh, when you take it off he'll pop a boner faster than you can say "lick my boots, sissy!" 

That's not the only reason Rosita keeps her hubby locked up...but it's one of the most important ones. When I show up at their house to shoot another scene and Rosita unlocks Toni's little thing and lets it out so the bitch can "perform," it's ready for action faster than ever.

And I get it all on camera. I take a moment away from Rosita's cumslave gangfuck on the bed, and zoom my camera in on Toni's little dick as he laps his own spit off the guy's speakers. Toni's panties are thong-back, and I can see his smooth-shaved little ass working back and forth in growing arousal as he licks feet with the taste of hard cock still in his mouth. The guy above him puts one sneaker atop Toni's long, messy blonde hair and holds him down there while the guy jacks his big black cock, keeping it hard. From my vantage point, I get lots of great footage of Toni's huge, swollen blue balls hanging out of his G-string, his little dick so rock-hard that it's popped out the barely-there lace garment.

His hand slides up and down his spit-covered thigh, right at the edge of his stockings. I can tell the little sissy wants to reach down and jack his tiny cock. He's moments from actually doing it...but he knows what will happen if I catch him doing it. I know if that happens, I'm going to have to hoist Toni up on the bed and give him a really hard seeing-to right then and there, even if it distracts from getting important footage of Rosita getting groupfucked. I mean, I've got to enforce sissy discipline. That's how it works. Otherwise, sissies go wild.

Believe me, I know. I'm well acquainted with how critical it is to keep a sissy under your thumb. Long before hot little baby-loving, birth-control-hating Rosita spawned this idea to start a pregnancy risk cuckoldry site, I was her lover. Hell, I was the first guy to really fuck the shit out of her -- she'd never been seriously fucked until I gave it to her bareback while Toni knelt and watched. He was "Tony," then, or sometimes "Anthony," before I decided he ought to be feminized. That first time I fucked Tony's wife, he was wearing panties and he didn't want to fluff me. But oh, I know how this works. I grabbed his hair and slapped his face with my dick and rammed it into his mouth. He fluffed me, all right. I plowed his face good. And then I climbed onto Rosita and gave her the fucking she'd been dreaming of.

After that, Tony got real submissive...and real feminine. He never said "no" to a fluff job again. Rosita and I saw a lot of each other in those months. She and I used fuck for hours and hours, sometimes letting Tony watch -- other times, locking him up in the cage I insisted they buy for his training. Rosita was pretty much into anything I told her to do...I guess you could say she was real submissive, even more submissive than her silly, argumentative husband. Sometimes I had to slap Tony around to get him to comply with my training demands, but the worst I ever had to do to Rosita was take her over my knee and spank the shit out of her. When I found out how much she loved that, it was smooth sailing forever after.

In those days, Tony was not the exotic creature our customers have come to love. He was just a silly little cuckold husband who shaved his body and wore panties while he watched me fuck his wife. He was nothing more than an excruciatingly sad and typical male specimen -- maybe skinnier than most, a little younger, with delicate bone structure and the kind of longish hair that just begged to get bleached blonde so it could be grabbed when I fucked his face or slapped him around. I mean, I'd already laid a long string of married women starting long before Rosita, so I was familiar with Tony's "type." I figured was basically the submissive cuckold husband who didn't have the balls to let his wife really take control...or who'd been unlucky enough to marry a woman who didn't want to take control. And I was right, partially. But as I discovered, it was just that Rosita didn't know how to take control.

That's where I came in. I taught her. I gave it to her good and hard, dominating her in the bedroom and out. I have less than no interest in cock...I mean, other guy's cocks...except as an object of abuse. Tony's little number was the perfect target for that abuse. I tortured it hard myself, along with his balls, and I locked his little thing up. I taught Rosita to do the same. I taught her to feel the same contempt for her husband's little dick that I did. I taught her to strap on a big fat cock and buttfuck the little sissy hubby with the same cruelty that I did.

It's not like it was hard. It turned out Rosita really did have the instinct to dominate Tony...she just hadn't learned how to do it and feel okay about it. I taught her how, and I showed her how. And then somewhere in the middle of all that, Rosita got tired of working an office job. She preferred to spend her time with me -- as much of it as possible. Then, pretty quick, she got tired of getting by on Tony's pathetic salary. 

That's when I talked her into starting a porn site. But making it an all-bareback, all-black, pregnancy-risk fetishism site? That was all Rosita. That shit was her idea.

And it's been a gold mine.

Toni's finished fluffing the foot freak. He's lapped up all the spit from the guy's sneakers and given his hard black dick a few more wet misses and worshipped his balls a little. As the sneaker-wearing guy approaches the bed, one guy getting a jack job from Rosita grunts and squirts his load all over Rosita's face. 

Rosita looks up at him, says, "Thank you, Papi." Then, more eagerly, "Thank you, Sir."

I smirk. The "Papi" crap is kinda racist, but then...that's the market, right? And that dominant-submissive stuff is priceless to the customers. Every time my hot little Latina piece of ass calls a black guy "Sir" or "Master," I can use the clip a dozen times in promo materials, and subscriptions shoot up. She's a good little girl, my Rosita. She knows how to earn.

I mean, she knows how we sell the site, right? Rosita is a hot and spicy Latina slutwife with a weak white skinny feminized sissy husband. Rosita loves to spread her legs for any black guy who comes around...or, I guess, any black guy we can hire, but the customers don't think of it that way. Rosita doesn't believe in condoms and she isn't on the pill...and we have lots of interview footage to emphasize that fact. We're the only ones out there doing it for real. I think Rosita is crazy for taking the risk, but we plot her cycle very carefully, so that it's pretty unlikely she's gonna have an unwanted kid. If she does? Well, that's the price of doing business. But I don't think it'll happen.

When it's time to knock my baby-loving slut slave up, I'm going to do it myself. I'm going to make Toni watch as I pin Rosita down and give it to her good and shoot my baby batter so deep inside her that she can't help but end up swelling with child. And then we'll get some really hot footage, the hot pregnant wife being fucked in front of her husband, ripe and full with another man's child. And when the baby comes? That's going to be one of the most beloved babies ever. Rosita and I are going to raise him or her with all the love we've got. And even better, the little tyke will already have a guaranteed nanny.

I've got to tell you, I was skeptical about this site idea at first; I thought there would be a backlash. But no, it's been resoundingly popular. That's because Rosita really sells it. I have her do all these interview segments in which she talks about the sanctity of life and God's plan for her uterus. To be frank, I think it's a little wacky. But I gotta say, there's something fuckin' hot about a Catholic girl so obsessed with God and with making babies that she gets seriously wet knowing that God controls her cycle, her fertility, her impregnation. She loves to tell the audience she finds it deeply erotic to know that God is in charge...her ultimate top, in some ways. She gets hot and wet knowing that if God wills it, maybe her lover won't be able to pull out on a day when she's really fertile.

That always makes my dick good and hard. It's not like the audience knows this shit, but it's a deeply intimate moment between us when she says those sort of things on camera. Because I'm the only one who fucks her on days when she's really fertile.

And so I'm going to be the one to impregnate her...when the time comes. Call it God or call it Me, I'm her Master and I'm going to spread her wide and knock her up. And cute little Toni right there is going to fluff me on the Sacred Day when I decide to finally make it happen.

The guy fucking Rosita's pussy on the bed barely manages to pull out before he blows his load all over her thigh and the outside of her pussy. She rubs her hand all over it and licks the cum off her fingers. The guy she's riding cums in her ass, and Rosita moans in pleasure. At almost the same time, the guys in her hands and the one crouched above her getting a BJ all seem to cum at once. Cum blasts all over Rosita's pretty face and her tits. 

I get some tight shots of the cum leaking out of her ass and dribbling all over the outside of her pussy. Then there's a wholesale rearrangement of male "talent" as Toni desperately tries to send enough guys through the fluffing station. That poor little sissy bitch is really messed up, his makeup ruined, his hair soaked with pre-cum and spittle. He's got five guys shoving dicks in her face, trying to get fluffed in time to be next to mount Rosita. 

As the director, it's my job to break things up. "Hold on! Hold on!" I say. "Give the little cunt a break!"

The guys know which side their bread is buttered on. They listen to me. They back away. I reach out and grab Toni's leash, which has been hanging down between his smooth little tits. I lead Toni over to the bed.

Rosita is glazed with cum. Her eyes are wild. She never looks happier -- or hornier.

I train the camera on Toni as I force him up onto the bed and shove his face between Rosita's legs.

"Lick her clean," I order. "Then we'll start again."

Rosita looks up at me happily as Toni begins to obediently lap the cum from pussy and thighs. Toni licks eagerly as I lean down and train the camera on Rosita's pretty face, letting our viewers look deep into Rosita's eyes.

"Thank you, Papi," she purrs.

I wink at her, and then pan the camera down her naked, cum-covered body to her little sissy husband. He's licking desperately at her cummy pussy, lapping the cum from her vulva. Some of it is dripping out from inside her; fuck, did I miss an internal cumshot? That shit is gold; I wish I'd gotten it on camera. No matter...there'll be plenty more before the end of the day. There are still a lot of guys in the hallway. Toni's going to fuck every last damned one of them, right before they fuck his wife.

"That's a good little bitch," I tell Toni.

"Thank you, Master," he whimpers, his face still pushed up into his wife's cummy pussy.

I come in close and get some really sweet shots of Rosita's cum-glazed thighs and little sissy Toni, lapping between them. Pretty soon Toni's makeup is even more ruined than ever, lipstick smeared all over his husband's puss and thighs. Cum runs down his chin and dribbles onto his tits. I plant the camera in just the right place so that I can lean in and kiss Rosita deeply, not even caring that I taste cock and cum. Her sweet little tongue is so hot and so wet that it makes me forget I'm going where other men have just gone.

Hell, I don't even really mind. I didn't at the beginning, and I don't mind it now. I like making money, and I like fucking Rosita's brains out. But I like one thing best of all, and that's pimping Rosita while her sissy cunt husband's forced to watch.

So I guess it's all about Toni, isn't it? The narcissistic little sissy whore would probably get a little boner if he knew that. But he's already got one, his tiny cock hanging rock-hard between his legs from the swollen mass of his long-denied blue balls. I can see it bouncing pathetically as Toni undulates, working his hips up and down as while he licks up the cum.

I kiss Rosita one last time, deeply, then come around the back of the bed to get a nice tight shot of Toni's hard little sissy dick, hanging out of his panties.

Then I snap my fingers and shout:

"All right! Come on, next five guys. Now! Move it! Move it! Toni, back off! Get back to fluffing!"

They don't answer, but they all obey me like I’m a drill sergeant.

Only Toni murmurs, "Yes, Master," as he slides off the bed and crawls, cummy, over to the doorway.

Five more guys mount the bed, and Rosita moans as they start pushing into her. In the doorway, Toni goes back to fluffing, taking the first hard black cock into his mouth.

Grinning, I train the camera on Rosita and make sure to catch every moment of her pleasure.
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