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An Unexpected Encounter

by Scarlett Thomas Wolfe

The dust from the alley swirled around her feet as she walked home in the mellow late afternoon sunlight. Her jacket rested on her shoulders. His smell lingered on her skin. Had it only been this morning that he walked into her life and fell into her bed?

Her nipples were tender, swollen lumps pressing against the silky fabric of her blouse. She had not bothered to put on her bra as she slipped away from him. Her panties were wadded up in a ball in his jacket pocket. She'd left them there for him to find later. She knew he would hold them to his nose, hoping the scent would help him relive the things they had done.

Her skirt swirled around her knees. The fabric tried to cling to her otherwise bare ass but unlike her newest lover it was unable to find a good grip.

Their meeting had been ordinary enough. She’d been sitting at her usual table in the café, looking over her notes for the day. He watched her from across the room. Her head was tilted just enough to make her mane of thick brunette hair cascade from her shoulder and obscure her face.

As he continued to stare, she looked up from her work to sip her tea. He didn't have a chance to look away; she caught him openly watching her. She smiled, first to herself, then to the stranger. She had been so good lately, only meeting with her regular clients. She really shouldn't encourage this flirtation. She was a very well known Domme in this city and although she enjoyed her fame it came with a great deal of secrecy.  A few people in the know were aware of the truth. To the rest of the city she was just a woman of a certain stature in the important circles. Her house was in the heart of the city's old square. She enjoyed money, status and prestige all because of the men that paid for the privilege of serving her.

She hadn’t been with a non-client in ages. The way his eyes traced her body told her that without much effort she could turn him into a smitten suitor. She blessed him with her most genuine smile and wiggled her finger to invite him to her table.

He looked around to make sure that he was the one the gesture was meant for. She could tell that he felt that she was out of his league, and he would normally be correct. But in her world she made the rules and there was something about his wrongness that made her want him more. She could have any man she wanted and often proved that point to those who doubted her. A man this eager would be so easy to take and tease until she heard him beg.

He looked at her with a hunger that was not easy to disguise. Not that he tried very hard. As he walked across the room she noticed that his height was just different enough from hers that sex would not be awkward. She spoke to him in her native French and he replied in the worst American-accented French she had ever heard. She quickly switched to English to spare them both the torture of his attempts to speak her native tongue.

Their small talk revealed that he was here as part of a team from a company that hoped to bring the famous local cheeses and wines to America. She questioned this as she knew that Americans were already able to get the local products in their larger cities. He explained that his company intended to bring products directly from the growers to the consumers.

The details bored her but his excitement about the project enticed her. She was bold enough to inquire what hotel he was staying at and offered to walk him back to his hotel. On the premise to get some of his literature to read later.

The desk clerk raised the corner of his eyebrow as they walked past the hotel's front desk, but nothing more. The concierge knew that she was often the guest of some of their more famous visitors. He also knew that if anyone ever asked, she had never been in their hotel before.

The suite was spacious and tastefully luxurious. The minute that room service left after delivering a tray of coffee and tea she leaned over to touch his knee. She exposed as much of her full breasts as possible considering she was still wearing her bra and silk blouse.

“My darling, we both know that I did not ask to be invited to your room for this literature on your little project. We also both know that is not why you agreed to bring me here. My time is limited, let us not pretend this is something other than what it is.”

She stood up and moved closer, stepping between his legs and nudging his knees apart. She leaned forward and softly asked, “Shall I undress myself or do you want the honors?”

His fingers trembled as he slid his hands under her skirt and up her legs to her panties. She moved closer, and he caught her scent. He found it hard to believe that he would be so aroused by just a smell.  But he was. His cock strained against his zipper. He could feel the stickiness of precum on his underwear. He was usually very sure of himself, his self-confidence born of years in power positions. Star athlete in high school and college. Great job offers pouring in even before he graduated with his MBA. And then, after ten years working for someone else, joining forces with his best friend to start this great new company. Now the sexiest woman he had ever met stood here, willing to fuck him.

His mind was swimming. He felt in over his head. He knew how to get women off. The women he'd been with before would betray their best friends just to be with him for even one night.  But this woman had him questioning his ability to satisfy her.

She cleared her throat, waking him from his fog. “Perhaps you would prefer to use your teeth to remove my panties, mon chéri?”

She raised her skirt, sliding it slowly up her legs, exposing the top of her hose and the garter belt holding them in place. The garter belt was shiny black satin lace, hand made in a small village in Lyon. Her panties were a very delicate lace of the palest beige that matched her skin tone almost perfectly. She placed her hands on the back of his head and pushed him against her lace covered mound.

His moan vibrated against her. She smiled to herself, knowing that she had made the right choice. She placed her hands over his and guided his fingers to her panties so that he could remove them.  She adroitly stepped out of them and moved back, leaving him where he sat. She slowly removed her blouse, exposing her bra and the full breasts it tried to contain.

He tried to keep himself in check but he wanted to pick her up and dump her on the bed and ram his cock into her. He had to get control of himself and the situation.

She reached behind her back and released the clasp of her bra. She lowered her bra from her shoulders, freeing her breasts. Her pink nipples were already firming up. Her skirt slipped easily from her hips. She stepped out of it, leaving it where it lay on the floor. She turned and walked to the suite's bedroom, confident that he would follow.

His mind was spinning. He couldn't get his head around the fact that not only was there a beautiful French woman in his room but she just performed a short strip tease for him and he had done nothing but sit and stare at her body. He finally gained enough composure to get up from the sofa and follow her to the bedroom.

She sat on the end of the bed, waiting on his arrival. Her legs were crossed. Once he was closer she pointed to a spot in front of her and uncrossed her legs, but didn't open them. She tugged his shirt from his waistband. She allowed him to take over with the buttons as she unzipped his slacks and reached inside to release his erect cock, already glistening with precum.  He moaned involuntarily. He couldn't see her smirk as he fought to remove his shirt.

She held his cock in her hand until he'd gotten his shirt off, when she knew that he could see her. She bent forward and kissed just the tip of his cock. No passion, just the softest touch of two perfect lips placed tenderly against the head.

She released his cock and pointed to the floor at her feet.

“S'agenouiller.”

He didn't understand the word but he knew what she meant. He obediently dropped to his knees. She reached down and grabbed both of his nipples. She pinched and twisted them. Electric pain shot through him. Although he had never had a woman do that before, his cock twitched, giving them both a telltale sign.

She spread her legs, placed both hands on the back of his head, and guided his mouth to her pussy. Her one word instruction needed no translation.

“Manger.”

She raised herself to meet his mouth.

He parted her lips with his tongue and found her clit. He ran his tongue up and down along the length of her lips, paying extra attention to her nub. She pushed the back of his head harder against herself and started to masturbate against his mouth. He was experienced at cunnilingus, but he was used to women who just laid back and let him do his thing. He was aroused by her active participation in her orgasm.

His hands started to explore her legs. She stopped him and placed them on her breasts, guiding his fingers to her nipples. She then returned her own hands to the back of his head. She came in his face. One orgasm rolled in after another, like waves crashing against a rough shore. He lapped each one up, needing no encouragement. He discovered that if he tweaked her nipples hard her moans seemed to start in her stomach and become almost growls. She came harder with every pinch.

She finally released his head. He continued to lick her, not wanting to stop until she indicated that he should. Her next move surprised him, but held him in his place. She slid her own hand down the front of her body. Her finger momentarily did battle with his tongue for control of her clit. He moved his tongue lower, giving way to her. Her left hand rubbed her clit. Her right hand returned to the back of his head. Her orgasms continued to come in rolling progression.

His mind raced. His throbbing cock was dripping like crazy. He had removed his shirt, but still wore his pants. His cock protruded from his open fly, naked and exposed. He had never been in a situation like this before. Women often wanted him, but he was always the one in control. He always made sure the woman he was with was sexually satisfied, but he had never seen a woman behave like this. He pinched her nipples harder, licking up one orgasm after another as she continued to stroke her own clit.

She finally released his head and pushed his hands away from her nipples. He sat back on his haunches, staring at her beautiful wet pussy.

How had this happened to him? He remembered sitting in the café, watching her. But how had she ended up on his bed with her cum coating his lips? With his own cock betraying him when it had danced as she inflicted unexpected pain on his nipples?

Would he see her again? Would she care? How could sex with anyone at home ever compare to what he was having with her?

She leaned forward, draped her arms around his neck, and kissed his cum covered lips. Again not what he was used to—American women did not taste their own cum. He was hooked, whether he wanted to be or not. He wanted to feel his cock pushing inside her and he wanted it now.

He stood up and hurried to remove his shoes and slacks. It was a bit of a comedy but he finally managed to get out of them. He stood naked and vulnerable before her, his cock dripping and shiny with precum. She leaned forward and again touched her lips to the tip. His hands found her head but his instincts told him not to do anything stupid.

She flicked her tongue and caught a drop of precum on the very tip. She stood up. She was still wearing her heels, making her close to his height. He saw his precum glistening on her tongue, and was afraid of what was about to happen. He had never tasted his own juices and he wasn't sure what to do. He had no time to react in any way other than to kiss her as she brought her mouth to his. Her left hand seized his cock and squeezed. Her right hand returned to the back of his head. She pulled his mouth firmly against hers and kissed him with enough passion that he completely forgot about the cum on her tongue. He grabbed her ass and pulled her body closer to his. Her nipples, still hard from their earlier teasing, dug into his chest. They stood and kissed, moaning against each other’s lips. It was one thing that didn't need translating.

She never released his cock from her grip. She stepped into a position that would leverage his cock against her pussy. Without breaking their kiss, she rubbed the engorged head against her folds. He wanted to shove himself into her. His mind raced as he imagined pushing her against the wall and rage fucking her. But he knew that wasn't his style. At least it never had been. She must have read his mind because she quit kissing him and pushed him away from her.

She looked around the room. Her eyes found the dresser. Its full mirror was large enough to provide a good view. She took his hand and pulled him over to it, nearly dragging him. She turned her back on him and placed her hands palm down on the dresser. She spread her legs and bent just enough at the waist for him to enter her from behind.

He moved closer. She reached between her legs and guided him to her wet pussy. He controlled the urge to ram himself deep inside with one hard thrust. He eased in slowly, savoring every inch as his cock pushed her open. When he was completely inside, she moved his hands from her hips to her breasts. As her fingers encouraged his to torment her nipples, she began fucking back against him. He pinched and tugged on her nipples as he watched her fuck him in the mirror. She was also looking at the mirror, but she was watching his reactions. She decided to add to the show.

She pushed his right hand from her breast and guided it to her hair. She brought her own hand to her breast and tugged at her nipple. As expected, this aroused him even more. He wove his fingers through her tresses and pulled her hair and head backwards. She slipped her left hand between her legs and manipulated her clit. Then she moved her hand lower and teased his balls.

She could tell that he was very close to release. She could have prolonged it if she wanted, but decided that she would permit him his first climax, knowing that there would be a second. The day was young and she had no appointments until this evening. His balls tightened in her hand. She slammed back against him. His hands moved back down to her hips, gripping her so tightly that she would have bruises as a souvenir of this encounter. He thrust himself into her as deep as possible. She clamped her vaginal muscles around his cock as he exploded, milking him dry.

He withdrew and collapsed into the nearest chair. She remained standing, their combined fluids slipping out of her. They were both panting and glistening with perspiration.  She knew the layout of the suite and without so much as a glance over her shoulder at him she headed to the bathroom and stepped into the shower.

She was just finishing when he stepped in to join her. She soaped her hand and gently cleaned his shaft, using her expertise at arousing men to start getting him ready for round two. Before he was all the way there she removed her hand. She cleaned the rest of his body, and allowed him to do the same to hers.

She wrapped herself in a towel and led him back to the bed. She dropped the towel to the floor, slid under the covers, propped herself up on the pillows, and motioned him to join her. He knew that he really should say no. But he couldn't.

He crawled into bed beside her. As he began to kiss her she rolled into his body. She returned his kisses and slipped her hand around his cock. He had not fully recovered yet, but she could tell that it wouldn't take much longer. His hands explored her body, pausing to tease her already tender nipples. She pushed them away. She rolled him onto his back and slipped a couple of pillows under his head, raising him enough for her purpose.

She straddled his lap and lowered her breasts to his mouth. As he sucked and teased her nipples she rocked herself back and forth against his cock. Her clit rubbed against his growing hardness.  As she brought herself closer and closer to release his cock regained its full erection. Her peak was so close that when she placed the tip against her opening all he had to do to bring her off was change the pressure of his mouth around her nipple. She slammed herself to the base of his shaft in one hard thrust and covered the length of it with her orgasm.

She remained on top of him and rode him. Hard. He grabbed her ass and drove his cock up to meet her downward thrusts. Passion and lust overtook their bodies and filled their senses. This was no lovemaking. It was fucking, pure and simple. Sex in it's rawest form. She left scratches on his back, bite marks on his chest. Not juvenile sucker bites—she actually bit him. The rougher each of them got, the more wild it made the other. She matched him thrust for thrust. He had never been with a woman this passionate and hungry for sex. She was driven by a lust and hunger that American women didn't possess.

As their climaxes built they urged each other on. Their words were a jumble of French and English, words not spoken with any desire to be understood but just driven by the passion that was directing them toward release. He got her on her back, his cock buried completely inside of her, as he was about to go over the edge. He grabbed the back of her head and kissed her with all the passion he had remaining. She returned his kiss, pushing him over the brink. His balls emptied completely inside her.

She rolled him off her and slipped from the bed, leaving him sprawled beneath the covers, utterly spent. She cleaned herself quickly. She pulled on only her blouse and skirt. Her panties she slipped into his jacket pocket. She took one of his pamphlets and left one of her cards for him to find later. It contained only her name and the number of her answering service that screened her calls. She slipped her jacket around her shoulders and walked out into the warm late afternoon sunlight, winking at the clerk behind the desk as she passed him.

She would be late for her appointment but she wasn't concerned. Her day had gone well. Now she could torture her paying client, and if all went well tonight she would have no need to masturbate..


The Consequences of

 Insufficient Self-Control

by Zoe DeNoir

Getting caught trying to install a spy camera in a change room at a women’s college had been the dumbest thing Hank had ever done.

Hank had had no idea what was taught at The College of Gynarchic Studies and Female Empowerment, a unique school that taught women how to dominate men both inside and outside the bedroom. He’d just wanted some pictures of hot chicks to wank off to. Caught red-handed by the school’s principal, Headmistress Dianne, Hank had been given an opportunity to atone for his mistake. By serving as a volunteer at the school for a semester, and letting students practice the skills they were taught on him, he would be spared being handed over to the police. He was free to cancel the arrangement at any time, and had been given a safe word and safe gesture. But Hank had resolved to do whatever it took to avoid facing the consequences of his ill-conceived foray into amateur videography.

It had been two weeks since he’d started his new role at the school. In those fourteen days he’d licked so much pussy and ass that the taste felt permanently embedded in his tongue. He been fucked in every orifice with massive strap-on dildos until he could barely stand. And he’d been lashed raw with an assortment of whips and canes and nearly had his balls separated from his body with a ballstretcher.  Headmistress Dianne had given him a drug developed by the military to fortify his puny body, allowing him to withstand far more punishment without permanent injury than would otherwise have been possible.

For today’s lesson, Mistress Rebecca, one of the teachers, had secured him to a St Andrew’s cross. His small cock was locked in a tiny metal cage that made it impossible for him to get an erection, as it has been since the first day. A butt plug was buried in his ass and a ball gag was wedged in his mouth. As usual he was naked except for the slave collar around his neck.

As the students filed into the room, Hank wondered apprehensively what fresh misery awaited him today.

“It's extremely rare for a Domme to have sex with a sub, aside of course from allowing the sub to pleasure her with his mouth.”

Mistress Rebecca was wearing a black spandex catsuit and black stiletto boots. The students were gathered in a semicircle, and were paying close attention.

At the mention of “sex with a sub” Hank's cock surged inside its cage, making him yelp. Mistress Rebecca gave him a contemptuous look. A few of the students chuckled.

“There are some rare situations where a Domme will have intercourse with a sub. For example, if the sub is also the husband or lover of the Domme, and the Domme chooses to allow the sub this privilege.  If the sub is paying for a roleplay that involves intercourse with a Domme who is willing to allow this. Or if the Domme happens to be feeling randy and chooses to use the sub as a human fucktoy.”

Oh my God, is this bitch actually going to fuck me? Hank's erection made another valiant attempt to break out of its cage, eliciting an even louder yip and more giggles.

“Personally, I never let a sub fuck me. But if you do ever deign to have sex with a sub, I strongly recommend making him wear a condom.”

Mistress Rebecca retrieved a key and a box of rubbers from her desk.

“I know that very few people use condoms anymore, including most Dommes I know.  Younger members of the class, who came of age after reliable on-the-spot STI tests and new generation antivirals were available, may never even have seen one. But STI tests and birth control pills aren't one hundred percent infallible. STIs may be curable now, but they're still a nuisance if you catch one. And do you really want to risk letting a fucking sub get you pregnant?”

There was no more giggling. Some of the girls frowned at the thought of being accidentally impregnated by a sub. One of the students, Winter, let out a loud Ewww.

Mistress Rebecca squatted before Hank and liberated his cock. The cage had prevented him from choking the chicken for more than two weeks. An image of Mistress Rebecca leaning forward and taking him between her lips popped into his mind, and he started to get hard.

“How dare you get hard without permission!” Mistress Rebecca slapped Hank's swelling penis. Hank cried out around the gag. His hard-on was undeterred. She smacked it several more times, bringing tears to his eyes. His stiffy disappeared. Mistress Rebecca rose to her feet and turned to her students.

“Condoms may reduce sensation on the sub's penis. But who cares if the sub can't feel as much? In fact, you can make the sub wear more than one condom one overtop the other to reduce his enjoyment. And to make him last longer. If you fuck a sub, the sub's only concern should be your pleasure, not his own.”

Mistress Rebecca picked out a condom and tore the packet open.

“I'm going to demonstrate how to put one on, and then each of you will demonstrate that you can do so as well.”

Oh my God! Hallelujah! The girls are going to be touching my cock!

Mistress Rebecca invited the students to gather around. She again squatted in front of Hank. His cock began reviving.

“Don't even think about coming, you piece of shit. If you do, each time it happens there will be a consequence, and I guarantee you won't like it.”

Hank's burgeoning erection faltered. Mistress Rebecca turned back to her students.

“Your sub of course needs to be at least somewhat hard before you put the condom on. A little manual stimulation should usually accomplish this.”

She turned back to Hank and began fondling his balls. She took her time, exploring them as if he were a new lover. Hank quickly rose to full attention. She ran her hand up and down his short shaft, applying just enough pressure to stimulate it without bringing him to the point of no return.

“Alright, that's good. Let's get this wrapper on.”

Mistress Rebecca placed the circular head of the condom over the tip of Hank's engorged cock. Her fingers didn't touch him, but the feel of the lubricated latex against his skin nearly made him shoot his load.

“You place the condom over the tip of the penis, like so. There should be a little bulge at the end of the condom, which provides room for the semen.”

A few of the younger students leaned in for a better look. Hank's cock strained as he imagined himself inside the nearest of them.

Oh fuck, no. Please, God, please don't let me come. Hank had no wish to find out what punishment Mistress Rebecca had in store if he lost control.

“Next, you roll the condom over the shaft of the penis, like this.”

Mistress Rebecca unrolled the condom over Hank's shaft. Her fingers brushed his skin.  He couldn't help but imagine that the tight, wet material was Mistress Rebecca's vagina.

He lost it. A geyser of cum shot into the condom.

“Oh Hank. Didn't I warn you not to do that?”

“I'm so sorry, Mistress Rebecca. I couldn't help—“

Mistress Rebecca gave Hank's sack a vicious swat. Hank screamed. The pain was all-consuming. He would have dropped to the floor if he'd not been secured to the cross. Tears streamed down his cheeks.

“I think you've all got the idea,” Mistress Rebecca said as she rose to her feet. “We'll give Hank a few minutes to recover and reflect upon his failure, and then each of you will get a turn to practice putting a condom on.”

Hank somehow managed to control himself as the first four or five girls practiced covering his penis with a condom. Avoiding further abuse by Mistress Rebecca was a powerful motivator.

Then it was Deirdre's turn.

Deirdre was not the prettiest nor the most voluptuous girl in the class. But the skinny redhead was the most intense. Cheated on and dumped by a string of abusive boyfriends, she had enrolled in the course because she wanted to learn to be the one in control. She was quiet and unprepossessing most of the time. But during the oral worship training she had ridden Hank's face so hard he'd been afraid she'd break his neck. And she'd drawn blood several times during the impact play training. Hank's mouth went dry as she approached.

The hard-on the last girl had left him with faltered as Deirdre took him in hand. But the wispy girl quickly got him aroused again. She swiftly and efficiency unwrapped the condom and rolled it over his cock. Hank thought he was safe when she said:

“I think there are a couple of wrinkles in this condom. I'm gonna try to smooth them out.” She stroked Hank's erection, repeatedly running her hand up and down over it.

Hank tilted his head back and groaned as he emptied his nuts into the rubber.

“Mistress Rebecca, the sub came without permission. May I punish him?”

“Yes. This sub clearly needs some help. He has no self-control.”

Hank didn't even try to conceal his fear as Mistress Rebecca retrieved a baggie from a drawer in her desk. She withdrew a slice of peeled ginger root that had been carved into a conical shape.

“As punishment for coming without permission, Hank is going to be figged.”

Figged?

“Figging is the practice of torturing a sub by inserting foodstuff such as ginger or pepper into his anus.” Some of the students giggled. “It was originally done to horses to make them keep their tails aloft and act more lively during exhibitions. It's said to have been used as a punishment for students in Victorian Britain. Nowadays it's a fairly common means of punishing errant subs, like Hank.”

She handed the ginger to Deirdre. “You may discipline the slave, Deirdre.”

Deirdre grinned. She reached under Hank's crotch and pulled out his butt plug with a single hard yank. She then probed for his asshole with the tip of the ginger and rammed it in.

“Slowly, Deirdre. Always insert things into a sub's anus slowly.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“It's alright, Deirdre. You're still learning. Just be more careful next time.”

Deirdre stepped back, smirking.

This isn't so bad, Hank thought. The ginger root was a little uncomfortable, but no more than the butt plug, and much less than the strap-on dildos. The lining of his ass felt warm where the ginger was pressed against it, but it wasn't unpleasant.

“Ashanti, you're up next.”

Ashanti stepped forward and massaged Hank's junk. He was surprised by how quickly his spent cock revived. He wondered if the drug Headmistress Dianne had given him was responsible. He was usually done for the day after a single orgasm.

His ass was starting to tingle.

Ashanti fumbled with the condom. Like many of the younger students, she had never used one before. But it did not take her long to get it on.

Hank's ass was starting to burn. His buttocks clenched around the ginger root, trying to expel it. This only made the pain worse.

How long does she expect me to keep this thing in?

Mistress Rebecca saw his pained expression and grinned.

“Lucy, you're up next.”

Hank managed to avoid another mishap until just before lunchtime, when Isabella took her turn.

Isabella was a sultry young woman who aspired to become a professional dominatrix. She often dressed for the part. Today she was wearing six inch platform boots, a cerise latex miniskirt, and a fishnet bustier.

Isabella emulated Deirdre's ploy of claiming there was a wrinkle that needed to be smoothed out. She slowly and firmly wanked Hank's cock until he inevitably unloaded into the condom.

“Oh my! Mistress Rebecca, the slave came despite your very clear instructions. Whatever shall we do to punish him?”

Mistress Rebecca fetched a pair of small clamps with dangling pink tassels from a cabinet.

“Maybe these nipple clamps will help him focus better on controlling his lust.” She handed the clips to Isabella, who was grinning like a wolf who'd just found an unguarded sheep pen.

Hank grimaced as the jagged clamps bit his nipples like the jaws of tiny alligators. Isabella giggled.

“Tina, you're up next.”

Hank almost made it to the mid-afternoon recess without another mishap.

Then it was Mindy's turn.

Mindy was more than a little on the heavy side. She’d nearly smothered Hank during facesitting training. She was wearing jeans with torn knees, well-worn running shoes, and a loose BigKlit T-shirt with no bra underneath.

She stood to one side of Hank instead of squatting or kneeling in front of him the way most of the girls had done. Her enormous breasts nudged his naked torso. He was still hard from the previous students' ministrations. She started playing with his erection. Her fingers danced back and forth from the base to the head. He tilted his head back and sighed happily, unable to help himself. She gripped his small cock and started slowly yanking it. Her nipples stiffened beneath her cotton T-shirt.

Holy fuck, this fat bitch is getting horny! This is turning her on! Hank's boner grew even more rigid at the realization.

Mindy squatted in front of him, tore the condom wrapper open with her teeth, and seated the rolled-up rubber on the end of his cock with one hand. Her other hand darted between his thighs and gave his sack a gentle squeeze.

Hank shot his load into the rubber before she could even unroll it.

Mindy stood up and grinned. Then she backhanded Hank hard enough to make his head rock. She had not asked Mistress Rebecca's permission to strike him, but the teacher didn't reprimand her.

“Perhaps the ballstretcher would help our slave concentrate better,” Mistress Rebecca mused. “With a little more weight this time. Mindy, would you fetch the parachute?”

“Gladly, Mistress Rebecca.”

For the first time that day, Hank seriously considered throwing in the towel. He reminded himself of what would happen if he did. He said a prayer for his balls.

Mindy returned with the parachute and fastened it to Hank's scrotum. Hank gasped as she started adding weights. The young sadist grinned as she worked. Hank's balls soon felt like they were in danger of parting company with the rest of his body.

“That will do, Mindy. That's a lot of weight.”

“Mistress Rebecca, may I please add just a little more? I think he can take it.”

Mistress Rebecca brought a finger to her chin and pondered the question.

Oh no. Oh God, please, no!

“No, this will suffice for now. Good work.”

Hank said a prayer of thanks to every deity he could think of.

“It's break time, ladies. I'll see you all back here in fifteen minutes.”

Hank was starting to think he might actually make it through the remainder of the day without any new punishments. His balls ached. His nipples hurt.  And his ass felt like a red-hot poker had been stuck in it. The pain made it more challenging for the girls to get him hard, and most of those who followed Mindy just focused on the task of getting the condom on without trying to inflict any extra punishment. Patricia and Suki both tried to make him come, but by focusing on the pain—and contemplating what Mistress Rebecca might do to him if he failed again—he managed to contain himself.

Then it was Tabitha's turn.

Tabitha was both the tallest and the most beautiful girl in the class. She was also one of the most sadistic. Like Mindy, she didn't squat or kneel, but positioned herself at Hank's side. Her full breasts brushed his naked skin, and her warm breath caressed his throat and shoulder. She slowly, methodically massaged him. Her fingers alternated between closing firmly around his cock and caressing it with butterfly lightness. His tool was soon straining for release.

Tabitha brought her lips to his ear and whispered:

“I'm gonna ask Mistress Rebecca to leave you here on this cross after class. And I'm gonna stay behind and fuck you like you've never been fucked before.”

Hank's cock stiffened as she described how she would ride him until he filled her to overflowing with his seed.

She leaned down and rolled a condom over his turgid meat. Then she resumed stroking him. She didn't bother claiming to see any imaginary wrinkles in the condom. Mistress Rebecca didn't stop her.

“After you come inside me, I'm gonna get down on my knees and suck your cock. I'm gonna lick my own juices off it.”

It dawned on Hank that Tabitha had no intention of doing any of the things she was describing. But he was so horny he didn't care. He groaned and spewed his spunk into the condom.

Tabitha laughed in his face.

“You're a slow learner, aren't you, Hank?” Mistress Rebecca mocked. Hank watched her fearfully, wondering what torture he would be subjected to next.

“Perhaps some hot wax would help you focus better. Tabitha, go get one of candles, please.”

Tabitha procured a stout black candle. Hank's eyes bulged as he watched her light it in front of his face. Mistress Rebecca reminded students that only body-safe candles should be used in BDSM play and reviewed other safety tips.

Hank prayed that Mistress Rebecca and Tabitha knew what they were doing.

“Put a test drop on the slave's shoulder. Before you start on his penis.”

His penis?

Smiling, Tabitha tilted the candle so that a drop of hot wax landed on his skin. He winced. Mistress Rebecca looked at the red mark it had left.

“Perfect. You may proceed, Tabitha.”

Hank yet again seriously considered quitting and taking his chances with prison.

Tabitha poised the candle above Hank's cock and dribbled a trail of scalding wax over it. Hank tried to jump but was restrained by the manacles built into the cross.

“What a wimp. I don't think he's going to make it till the end of the semester.”

Tabitha dribbled more wax onto Hank's cock. She seemed hellbent on covering his entire penis. Hank gritted his teeth. He hoped the burns wouldn't leave permanent scars.

“That's enough for now, Tabitha. Winter, it's your turn.”

“It's a little warm in here,” said Winter, a pale, wispy goth girl with black lipstick and nail polish. “I think I'll take this top off.”

The dungeon classroom was not warm, but no one objected. Winter removed her lacy black tank top and bra. Hank watched apprehensively as she knelt before him. Her face was level with his cock. He began to harden.

Winter locked eyes with him, then took his cock in her hand and began stroking it. She opened her mouth and aimed the tip between her lips. Hank's jaw dropped.

Is this freaky goth slut going to let me come in her mouth?

It seemed too good to be true. Yet there she was, kneeling before him with her mouth wide open as she wanked him off. His cock got harder.

Winter continued gazing into his eyes as her hand worked his cock. Her other hand caressed and kneaded his ass. Her peers watched in fascinated silence.

Hank knew he would be harshly punished if he came, but decided it was worth it to shoot his load down the throat of this sexy goth bitch. He didn't even try to hold back.

Just as he was about to release, Winter rose partway to her feet. Hank's spunk jetted all over her small, pert breasts. Winter smiled and turned to her instructor.

“Mistress Rebecca, the slave has failed to control himself yet again. He shot his disgusting load all over me before I could put the condom on. I think it's only fair that the slave clean up the mess he just made, don't you?”

“Yes indeed, that would be a very appropriate punishment,” agreed Mistress Rebecca.

“Let me help you,” offered Tabitha. She wrapped her arms around Winter's hips and lifted her into the air so that her breasts were level with Hank's face. Mistress Rebecca unfastened the ball gag.

“Clean up your mess, ratbag,” ordered Winter.

“But ... but that's my own cum ... you can't expect me to ... to ...”

“Do you want to quit your volunteer position here?” asked Mistress Rebecca.

“No, Mistress Rebecca. But couldn't we—“

“Then shut the fuck up and clean up your mess.”

Tabitha stepped forward, bringing Winter closer.

Hank gave in. He ran his tongue over Winter's left breast. He grimaced as he tasted his own spunk. A ripple of laughter rose from the students. Smartphones were raised to capture his latest humiliation for all eternity.

“That's it, slut. Get all that nasty cum off me. And make sure you swallow it all. Don't let any spill on the floor.”

Hank obediently lapped up the mess he had inadvertently made. Winter's nipples tightened as his tongue ran over them. His cock, to his astonishment, was hardening again.

“Oh my God, this fucking loser is getting horny from licking his own jizz off Winter's tits!” Nisha exclaimed, eliciting more laughter.

“Come on, bitch! I told you to swallow it!”

Hank looked up imploringly at Winter. She gave him a stern look. He forced down the gooey mess. The taste made him cringe. Yet his woody strained for release. He continued lapping his discharge from Winter's breasts.

“That will suffice, slave,” said Winter as Hank licked off the last ropey string of jizz. “You can put me down now, Tabitha. Thank you.”

Tabitha lowered Winter to the floor. She and Winter stepped back, making room for the next pupil.

“Jennifer, it's your turn.”

Hank tried not to come again. He really tried.

But Jennifer was good.

The willowy brunette worked his meat like a master pianist at a keyboard. She brought him more than once to the brink, only to back off, teasing and tormenting him. She pulled a small tube of lube from her purse and doused him with it. Mistress Rebecca didn't object. The friction of her deft hands quickly warmed the cold gel, mimicking the feeling of being inside a tight, wet pussy.

Some of the spectators moved in closer. No one seemed to care whether or not Jennifer got around to trying to put the condom on. Everyone watched raptly to see if she would make him come.

When Jennifer finally did slide the condom on, she tightened her grip as she pushed it down over his shaft. He exploded so forcefully into the rubber that his entire body quivered.

“Mistress Rebecca, may I discipline this slave for disobeying you by giving his balls a swat, the way you did earlier?”

Mistress Rebecca considered this.

“I'm not sure if I should let you, Jennifer. You were pretty hard on the practice dummies last semester. I'm thinking maybe you should practice more on the dummies before I let you use a live sub. You knocked the sack right off one of the dummies, remember? We had to send it off to be repaired.”

Hank's sack tried to retreat against his body, but couldn't because of the ballstretcher.

“I'll be gentle, Mistress Rebecca. I promise.”

“Alright. One swat.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rebecca.”

Jennifer looked up into Hank's eyes and smiled sweetly. Then she whacked his dangling balls, sending them swinging.

Hank's shriek was audible on the other side of the school. Jennifer beamed.

“That was a little too hard, Jennifer. Next time, use less force.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That's it for today, ladies. Enjoy your evening.”

Hank didn’t hear her. He had fainted.


The Photo Shoot

by Scarlett Thomas Wolfe

Hi. I'm AnnaBeth. I'm twenty four years old. I'm a model. Not a high fashion model. But I do get a lot of catalogue work. I'm the girl next door type.

I had a photo shoot scheduled with my favorite photographer, Cassie, and her assistant Alex. Alex and Cassie were sleeping with each other, I was pretty sure. I could tell by the way he looked at her sometimes. As if he'd ravage her on the spot if I wasn't there. I would have loved to fuck Alex. He's a nice guy with a great body and ass. I was attracted to Cassie too. I'd never been attracted to a woman before, but there was something about her that made me wish she would seduce me. Maybe it was her aura. She was sexy without even trying. She wore bohemian outfits with with big skirts and peasant tops and was usually barefoot in the studio. When she was my photographer, I always looked good, no matter how I might be feeling.

I had only recently become aware of my attraction to Cassie. I'm kind of submissive. I enjoy being molded to fit your needs. It’s why I’m a good model, I guess. During my last shoot with Cassie, she hadn’t been happy with the way my hair was laying against my blouse. She fussed with it for five minutes, trying to get the look just right. She didn't grope me or anything, but her hands kept brushing against my breasts as she worked. My heart fluttered and I blushed a little. She remarked upon how rosy my cheeks looked, but didn’t seem to realize that she was the cause. I was hoping for a bikini or underwear shoot today, and that she would have to adjust something.

I arrived with my bag. Like every model, I carry several thongs and bras in various colors in case they're needed. I do my own make-up and hair, saving on the cost of the shoot. When I walked into the studio, one side was set up for my session. The other side looked like a dungeon. Cassie and Alex were still working on it.

Cassie walked over when she realized I was here. She gave me the one shoulder hug and cheek kiss. It took an effort to keep myself from sighing. I was crushing on her. I wanted to feel her lips all over my body. I don't know if I'm bi or not because she's the only woman I've ever felt this way about.

She told me my clothes were in the changing room. She’d laid them out in the order she planned to shoot them. I looked through the outfits and smiled when I came to a pair of booty shorts and a halter top that were to be worn last. If I was lucky, she'd have to tape the halter onto my breasts, resulting in some more touching.

I watched Alex moving props onto the adjacent set as my own shoot progressed. That side of the studio was looking more and more like a Medieval torture chamber. He brought over a rack with whips and other such things hanging from it. I'm not sure why, but I was kind of turned on by the sight of these things so near Cassie. I asked her what they were setting up for.

“I've been hired to shoot some X-rated BDSM photos for a Web designer, so we're trying to create a realistic torture dungeon. We’ll be doing that shoot right after the one with you. It will feature a couple, with the female tied up, tortured, and fucked. They’re both really into that scene, the Web designer says. He wants it to be super graphic. He's paying $3,000 in cash to the models, so it works out to $1,500 apiece for them. And they get to have sex. I wish I knew a model I could have recommended. I'd like to see someone I know get that kind of cash.”

I nodded. I was afraid to speak, fearing my voice would crack. Images of myself tied up and Cassie doing unspeakable things to tease me danced in my head. I was glad when we got to the last outfit, because my panties were starting to get wet.

I put on the shorts, pulling them up so that my cheeks were visible, and removed my bra for the halter. I emerged from the dressing room and rejoined Cassie just in time to overhear Alex tell her that the models for the second shoot had cancelled.

“Damn it! I know you could do the male part, but where am I going to find a female model this late who would be willing to do the shots this guy wants? Fuck, I want to choke those two!”

“Could I possibly help?” I asked before I lost my nerve.

“Oh AnnaBeth, I don't think you'd be comfortable doing this shoot, but thank you for the offer. Alex, start calling around, see if you can find anyone willing to do it on such short notice. I'll finish AnnaBeth's shoot. Call the guy first to see if we can put the girl in a hood. I don't want to ruin anyone's career for a one time thing.”

Cassie turned from Alex back to me.

“You look very nice in that outfit. But you have marks where your bra was. Here, let me see if I can rub them out.”

Cassie led me to a stool and sat me down. She took some lotion and rubbed the lines on my back and shoulders. That did it. I was completely turned on. I wanted to do that shoot just so Cassie could see me sexually instead of as the ‘girl next door’.

We took the shots of me in the last ensemble. I moved as much as possible, hoping Cassie would have to readjust my clothing. Any excuse to have her touch me. She did come over once and taped the halter to my skin so I wouldn't be showing side boob. A sensation like an electrical charge went through me when she touched the side of my breast. I wanted her to pinch my nipples. Lick them. Even bite them. Whatever twisted, depraved thing she wanted to do, I was all hers. But of course I didn't say this out loud.

I wanted to be part of that sex shoot. I had to be!

As my session finished, Alex walked over and informed Cassie that the client was okay with a hood. He preferred a blindfold, but would allow Cassie to obscure the girl's face however she saw fit.

“He also said if we could find a woman who’d agree to do it that we should give her the $3,000 and that he would send another $1,500 over for me. And that since you're doing extra work trying to find someone that he would pay you double your rate. He needs those shoots so he can launch his Web site like right now. Man, what a hyper dude! Anyway I called every female I could think of. All of them either weren’t available, didn't want to get naked, didn't want my cock near them, or couldn't participate for some other reason.”

“Fuck! Damn it! Sonofabitch!”

“Guys, I really will do it. I'll be okay with it. And we could all use the extra money.”

“AnnaBeth, honey, I really appreciate your wonderful offer, but you don't know what this shoot involves. He wants pictures of bondage and abuse. You'll have to be spanked and tied up. And if not fucked, at least entered. Not that Alex is scary, but are you ready to have his cock—much less a butt plug—in your ass?”

I thought about it for a minute, then said I trusted them. I knew neither of them would do anything to cause me any more pain than was absolutely necessary for the photo shoot. And I had faith in them to know when to stop. I was by no means a virgin, and I suspected that Alex's cock would feel very nice.

Cassie still said no, but I had won Alex over. We both stood there and argued with her. Alex made the point that even if we didn't get all of the pictures the guy needed by using me, we could get a start on them, and hopefully provide him with enough to get his Web site off the ground. She finally relented after I promised to tell her to stop if it got to be too much.

She threw her hands in the air and told Alex to call the guy. She led me to the dressing room and pulled out a half corset, a pair of black panties and hose, and a pair of heels and instructed me to put them on. She left me alone and went to finish preparing the set.

When I emerged from the dressing room, I was wearing a robe. Not because I was feeling shy, but because I wanted to see Cassie’s face when she saw me as a sexy little minx the first time. She handed me a model's release.

“I made you a stage name. You can see it at the bottom of the form. Please sign underneath, where I’ve put the X.”

I signed it and handed it back to her.

When I had her attention again, I opened the robe and asked if I looked okay. She looked over my entire body, but I couldn't tell if she was looking at it as a photographer or as a woman. Both would use a critical eye, but it was the woman that I was trying to reach. She smiled and said “Yes, you look fine.”

She checked her list. “He wants a nipple clip shot. We can definitely do that without showing her face.”

Alex handed me the $3,000 dollars and a set of what I now know are nipple clips. I put the money in a pocket of my robe and looked at the clips.

“What am I supposed to do with these?” I asked.

“Oh for God's sake!” exclaimed Cassie. “This shoot is going to be impossible.”

“I don't want to be the one to put them on her,” said Alex. “Not that you don't have nice nipples, AnnaBeth. I just don't want to hurt you. We haven't even kissed before, and I don't want you to be uncomfortable.”

“I get it. Don't worry about it, Alex. Cassie, just tell me what you want me to do and I'll do it. I really am here to help you.”

“I know kiddo, and I appreciate you doing this.” She half hugged my shoulder. “But it's going to be a challenge. Once we get started I'm hoping it'll get easier. First thing you should know is that Alex and I are lovers, so he's probably a little nervous touching you in front of me. Second, once he gets started he'll be fine. Alex, this is a photo shoot, so you're safe from my wrath. Let's get this thing started so we can end it as quickly as possible.” Not exactly what I wanted to hear. Not the part about them being lovers—I already knew that—but the getting it done quickly part.

The three of us walked onto the set. Cassie instructed Alex to go change into a black outfit. She positioned me in a spot where she'd set up the lighting for close-ups. She turned me around so that my back was to the camera and told me to put my hands behind my back. Before I knew it, she had me handcuffed. The cold metal bit my skin, but I kinda liked it.

She told me to hold still, then got her camera. She took several shots before telling me to relax for a minute. Alex was walking back toward us. She told him to get some ice. I had no idea what she could possibly want ice for.

She grabbed my shoulders and turned me to face her. Alex held up a bowl containing a handful of ice cubes. She took one, looked me in the eyes, and asked if I was ready. I didn't know what to say, so I just nodded.

I quickly found out what the ice was for. Cassie held an ice cube to each of my nipples and drew tight circles around them with it. I yelped from the shock. But I liked the way she was touching me. My nipples drew up tight and hard, just right for hanging the clips from. She looked me in the face again said she was sorry before attaching the clips to my nipples. The teeth bit into my tender flesh. I let out another involuntary cry. I wouldn't call it a scream, but it wasn't a moan of pleasure either.

Cassie grabbed her camera and took several pictures. Before she was done, I realized that I was actually starting to get turned on by the pain these things caused. Or maybe it was just being with Cassie.

She quickly removed the clamps. Alex asked teasingly if she was going to kiss my nipples and make them all better. We both laughed, but my laugh was a little sad. My mind was screaming Yes! Put your mouth on them! Suck them! Bite them! Do anything you want. But I said nothing.

Cassie did rub them a little. This eased the pain. It also made my pussy soak my panties.

She told Alex to help me get into position for the next set of shots.

“AnnaBeth, we're going to start the really rough stuff,” she warned me. “Let me know if you want to quit at any time. I will completely understand.”

“Thanks, but I'm fine. So what should I expect? Or is it better if I don't know?”

It was Alex who answered this time. “I'm going to lay you down on that spanking bench and lock you in place. Then I'm going to rip your panties off. Is that right, Cassie?”

“That’s correct.”

I allowed Alex to lead me to the bench. My hands were still cuffed behind my back. He helped me into position. Cassie took a few test shots. She bent down so that she was even with me, then moved my breast into a better position. Her hands were so warm after the ice. My mind was racing. I wanted her to use me. To fuck me. To claim me. To make me do things I wouldn't normally do. 
Take me! I wanted to scream. Make me your bitch! I would have given the $3,000 back just to taste her pussy.

Alex cuffed my ankles to handles at the bottom of the bench. Cassie took more photos. My heart was fluttering, and my breathing was getting faster and shallower.

“Good. Now rip her panties off.”

Alex tore the silky underwear from my body with his bare hands. His fingers brushed my skin. A series of clicks sounded outside my field of vision as the camera caught the action.

Cassie and Alex unfastened the ankle restraints and helped me sit up. They left my arms cuffed behind my back. Cassie walked over to a prop table and picked something up. Instead of bringing it to me, she called me over. Alex helped me stand and escorted me to her. My eyes widened a little as I saw everything that had been laid out. Dildos and strap-ons. A black leather hood. Whips and paddles. And other things I didn't even recognize.

“AnnaBeth, my client wants us to use as many of these items as possible in this shoot. We already know we'll be using the mask and a blindfold. Do you want to pick out what else you're comfortable with? You can say no to any of them. The couple who were supposed to do this shoot were into all types of kinky shit. From what I understand, the female likes being fisted, and some of the bigger items were selected with her in mind.”

I tried to point out some items I was open to trying. This wasn’t easy with my hands bound behind me, and made Cassie and Alex giggle. Cassie unlocked the cuffs. I hesitated, then gestured at a paddle, a flogger, a dildo, and a butt plug. And then a few other items. A jar of lube, I was relieved to see, sat at one end of the table. My pussy was wet from being this close to Cassie, but my ass was going to need it.

I held up an object whose purpose was a mystery to me and asked what it was for. Cassie explained that it was a ball gag. I felt a new tingle of arousal, and added it to my pile.

Cassie selected the biggest dildo on the table and asked no one in particular what woman in her right mind would want to be stretched that wide without giving birth. We all laughed.

She picked up a magic wand vibrator. “Sorry AnnaBeth, but he really wants us to use this in some of the shots. It doesn't go inside you, and it won't be turned on if you don't want it to be. Are you okay with that?”

“No problem.” I imagined Cassie using it on me, and got even wetter.

Alex and Cassie gathered the items that we'd agreed to use and carried them to a smaller table near the bondage bench.

“Put the hood on her,” Cassie instructed.

Alex fastened the leather mask around my head. There were holes for my eyes, mouth and nostrils, but everything else from the neck up was encased. The scent of leather enveloped me.

Cassie took several shots, then told me to get back on the bench. She shackled my wrists and ankles, immobilizing me.

“I'm going to spank your ass now so I can get it the right shade of red. Alex will then step in, and I'll get some shots of him spanking you with this flogger. I'm going to do the initial spanking because I don't want Alex to accidentally hurt you. I have plenty of experience with spanking, as Alex can attest.”

“Yes you do,” said Alex wryly. “And thank you for letting the world know.”

I promised to keep Alex's secret, and he seemed satisfied.

I was hoping Cassie woud use her hand so that I could feel her skin against mine, but she picked up the paddle. My heart raced as I waited to feel the first sting.

She rubbed the wooden implement across my ass, almost caressing it. Then came the first smack. Followed quickly by ten more. I guess she still wasn't happy with the color, because she delivered another ten blows. My panties were gone and my legs were spread, so I knew she could see that I was getting wetter with each swat. I squirmed a little, trying to get some pressure on my clit.

The barrage finally ceased. She handed Alex the flogger and stepped back to take more shots. The flogger had a different sting from the paddle, with multiple distinct lashes hitting me with each strike rather than a single blunt blow.

Cassie was happy with the shots she got. I asked if we could please remove the hood and switch to the blindfold. I had discovered that I didn't like having my face and head being confined that way. Cassie removed the hood, and Alex replaced it with the blindfold.

“Are you ready for a butt plug,” Cassie asked.

“Is anyone ever really ready for a butt plug?” I quipped. “I'm as ready as I'm ever going to be. Go ahead.”

I heard Cassie open the lube. She told me she'd be inserting it herself and allowing Alex to shoot it. She was trying to make the process as comfortable as possible. I was so turned on by all of this that I would have let her use a strap-on if she’d wanted.

She teased my ass with the tip of the jeweled butt plug I had picked, working it a little further into my opening each time.

“She seems to know what she's doing,” I joked.

“She has plenty of experience,” said Alex.

Cassie laughed. “Now who's the one telling the world all our business.” She added “If you're not more careful, Alex, I'm going to use the big one on your ass tonight.”

“I'll be good,” promised Alex.

Cassie finally had me ready. Gripping the base of the butt plug firmly, she pushed it all the way in. Alex snapped photos as Cassie invaded my forbidden hole with the sex toy.

“We'll do some shots now of Alex fucking you with a dildo, if you're ready. And then work up to his cock.”  I just nodded, not trusting my voice.

Alex stepped behind me and worked the dildo in and out of my pussy. He commented on how wet I'd become. I blushed.

“Don't worry, AnnaBeth. Cassie makes everyone horny. I love the way she fucks my ass after a good spanking.”

“Remember that later, because you'll be getting a spanking for sure tonight after that comment.”

Cassie let Alex work on me with the dildo a short while, then told him that he could go ahead and use his cock. He didn’t need to be told twice. His cock was much bigger than the dildo. I hadn't had sex in a while, and my pussy enjoyed the feeling of being full.

Alex fucked me only long enough for Cassie to get the shots she needed. She told him to remove the butt plug and to use the dildo in my ass while continuing to fuck my pussy. He drew back, but did not withdraw his cock completely. He removed the plug, then worked the dildo in. I moaned audibly, unable to help myself.

Alex pushed his cock forward, burying it to the hilt. He resumed fucking me. My butt held the dildo in place as he steadily pounded me. The force of his thrusts made my body quiver. Alex let out a satisfied murmur, pleased with the way I was responding and with the way my tight tunnel felt around his massive erection. Cassie didn't say a word, but I could hear the camera constantly clicking as all this was happening.

Cassie finally told Alex to stop. He pulled his cock out and removed the dildo. Cassie asked if I thought I could handle a few quick shots with his cock inside my ass. I agreed to try it.

Alex took his time, entering me slowly and using lots of lube. The camera clicked away as he did. I finally felt his balls slap my pussy lips, and knew he was all the way in.

Cassie’s phone rang. She put the camera down and took the call. She put it on speaker. We all heard the client ask if she could find a second model to get some girl-on-girl shots in. Cassie hung up without even answering him.

I told her I'd do it if she had another woman available. The client called back. She let it go to voice mail, but left it on speaker. The client said he’d pay the other woman $3,000, bump the first woman's remuneration up to $5,000, and pay the studio another $5,000.

I said I would do it for sure now. Alex said he could take the shots if Cassie would be the other woman. Cassie was quiet for a few moments. “Let's finish what we're doing first,” she finally said. “We can worry about adding things later.”

Cassie told Alex she had enough shots of him fucking my ass and to go clean up. She unfastened my restraints and helped me up. She told me to open my mouth, then popped the ball gag into place. She smeared my lipstick to make it look like I had been wearing it for a while. She took multiple pictures of me like that. Alex came back just as she finished. She removed the gag.

“The client wants a cum shot. He wants the male to shoot his load across the girl's face. Are you willing to do that?”

I nodded yes. She handcuffed my arms behind my back again and told me to get on my knees. She helped me get into the correct pose.

“I'm going to take a few pictures of Alex's cock in your mouth. Then he's going to pull out and jerk off on your face.”

I agreed, knowing he had just gone to the bathroom and washed himself off. He grabbed the back of my head and shoved his cock into my mouth. He forced it all the way into my throat, causing me to gag and drool even more than the gag had.

“Sorry AnnaBeth,” he murmured. “It has too look rough.”

He fucked my mouth. Cassie must have nodded, because he suddenly stopped. He kept his hand on the back of my head, holding me in place for several minutes while Cassie took more pictures. Then he told me to open my mouth.

He pulled out and pumped his cock, holding it just inches from my face. Seconds later I was rewarded with a huge load of hot cum spraying me. Some went into my mouth. Cassie warned me not to swallow it yet. Once he finished coming, she took several shots of the fresh cum running down my face and lying on my tongue.

“Okay Alex, you can get dressed and run out to grab us all some lunch. I'll talk to AnnaBeth about the next shots the client wants, and decide if we're going to continue.”

Once Alex was gone, she helped me up and removed the cuffs. She sat me down on a stool and cleaned the mess from my face. She looked deep into my eyes and asked, “AnnaBeth, I've known you for a few years, and first let me say this isn't coming out of jealously because that isn't what Alex and I are about. But I'm worried about you. What's going on? Do you need the money? Are you in some kind of trouble?”

“Oh God Cassie, no. I'm not in trouble. I'm not using drugs or anything like that. And you're right, it isn't about Alex. I'm straight, but for some reason the last few times I've had photoshoots with you, I've been finding myself getting aroused. I've been in dressing rooms with dozens of other girls, both clothed and naked, and no arousal. But there's something about you that I'm attracted to. I want to be taken by you. You saw how wet my pussy got just from you touching me. I would let you fuck me, spank me, ravage me, do almost anything you want, on or off camera. Because then at least I would know what it would be like to be with you.”

She listened to everything I said, and wiped the tear out of my eye when I was done speaking. She pulled me into a deep hug. Since I was sitting, my nose and mouth went right into her cleavage. I was in heaven. I hugged her back. She pulled away and said if I was sure this was what I wanted that she would give me a night of a thousand memories.

She called the client. She told him that she’d do it. And that everything he wanted would be done. But she insisted on hand picking the photos to be used. She had a vision of what would work for his Web site. He agreed. He had little choice at this late hour.

“When Alex gets back, we're going to re-shoot some of your photos with him. And after that you'll be mine. I need to know how you want it. Rough or gentle? You'll be eating my pussy and I'll probably have you wear a penis gag while I ride your face.”

I was giddy with excitement. I was going to get to enjoy Alex's cock again. And then I was going to be used by Cassie. I would be lying if I said wasn't on the verge of coming just from thinking about it. I didn’t know if I’d be able to contain myself, but I was determined to do my best.

Alex returned with sandwiches, salads and drinks. We nibbled on the food as Cassie explained what we'd be doing next. She was going to wait until we were done with me and Alex's photos before she got changed for her part. We ate quickly so we could resume the shoot.

I got to stay in my corset and stockings. The blindfold came and went according to Cassie's whim. She confirmed that it was okay with me if the shoot got “rougher”. And made me promise to use the safe word she'd given me earlier if it went too far.

When it was time for Alex to fuck me again, he grabbed me from behind and lifted me into the air. His cock rammed into my pussy as his hands gripped my breasts.

“Grab her breasts harder,” Cassie directed. Alex’s hands got rougher. He was treating me as if he owned me. I loved the way he was mauling me. I was pretty sure I'd have telltale bruises tomorrow.

Alex was no longer gentle and hesitant as he used me. He fucked me brutally, relentlessly pounding me with his cock. We changed positions often. Cassie shot frame after frame of the torment my body was enduring.

“You're doing so good baby, keep it up!” I heard Cassie say over and over. I wasn't sure which of us she was talking to. Maybe both.

When Cassie had all the shots she wanted of Alex fucking my pussy, she told me to lie on the spanking bench and told Alex to fuck my tits. His powerful hands pushed my breasts together, squeezing them tighter and tighter against his cock. I unexpectedly came, moaning and shuddering on top of the bench.

Alex kept going. Cassie ordered him to pinch and pull on my nipples. She circled behind him to get some shots of his ass as he drove his cock back and forth between my tits.

“AnnaBeth, you must be a pain whore. You're so wet! I bet you could take that extra large dildo right now. You're that wet.” She took a couple of closeups of my pussy, which was dripping with my cum.

“Oh God, Cassie. I'll take anything for you. Do you want to fuck my pussy with it?” I came again from the way she was looking at me and from what Alex was doing to my breasts.

She stopped Alex and told me to roll onto my stomach. We both obeyed quickly, Alex out of reflex and me because I didn’t want to risk displeasing her and ruining this opportunity.

“Okay Alex, I want you to lube up four of your fingers, two from each hand, and stick them in her ass. Take it nice and slow.”

Alex did as he’d been commanded. He inserted the fingers one at a time until all four were packed inside me.

“Now spread her open. I want a nice shot of her flesh squishing up around your fingers and her asshole.”

Oh my God!

“Annabeth, say the word if it’s too much.”

I nodded. Cassie’s camera resumed clicking. Alex slowly pulled me open. I felt like a virgin again. I was grateful that I’d was well lubed earlier and that his cock had already opened me up.

He withdrew his fingers and placed the head of his massive cock against my hole, then shoved his way in. He gripped my hips savagely. He seemed intent on leaving marks on my body. He fucked my ass with the same fierceness he'd used on my pussy. His cock pulled out to the tip and then rammed back into my willing, yielding ass over and over. I lost count of how many times I’d come. How he didn't come I have no idea.

“Why don’t you spank her while you fuck her,” Cassie suggested.

“Oh God, yes,” I moaned as I felt the sting of the first slap on my upturned ass.

Cassie instinctively knew just how to give me what I wanted and needed. As I came over and over from Alex's cock ramming my abused body, all I could think about was wanting more. And the “more” I wanted was Cassie.

At last she had enough pictures of Alex ravaging me. She told Alex to stop and go clean up. She gazed at me as I lay on the spanking bench, my ass covered with her lover’s hand prints, my pussy leaking cum. I wanted to taste her pussy and savor her abuse.

“Go clean up, AnnaBeth. And be quick about it. I’m looking forward to having my turn with you.” She helped me to stand and walked me to the dressing room on wobbly legs.

When I got back, Alex and Cassie were waiting. Cassie had changed into a corset. Alex wore only a robe. His hard cock was poking through the front. He made no effort to cover himself, and Cassie didn't say anything about it. She explained the shots she wanted next.

She stepped into the lights, grabbed my hair, twisted my head back, and kissed my mouth harder and better than any man ever had. I almost came again, but stopped myself somehow. I could hear the camera clicking away as she continued to kiss me.

“You're going to my little bitch slut now, and you are going to beg me to never stop” she hissed in my ear when the kiss broke. That did it. I came right there, standing in front of her.

Cassie slipped a collar around my neck and told me to get on all fours. She led me around the set on the leash as the camera clicked away. I was led to a large cot, where I was made to lie on my back. Alex helped Cassie tie me up. My knees were bent and my ankles were tied to my thighs.

She picked up a flogger. My heart sped up. She stepped between my spread legs and lashed my exposed pussy. Wave after wave of delicious pleasure and exquisite pain accompanied each expertly executed strike. I came twice more.

Cassie put the whip aside. I felt her fingers enter me. She used three. She pushed them as deep as they would go, then pulled them back out. She violently pumped them in and out until I started to squirt.

“Oh my God, Cassie! I've never squirted before! You're amazing! Please don't stop.”

Cassie did stop, despite my pleas. She tied my breasts, wrapping loop after loop of rope around them. My nipples were topped off with clips. I ached from the intense combination of pleasure and pain.

She put a penis gag in my mouth. The replica penis on the inside reached the back of my tongue and made me gag slightly. The much bigger silicone penis on the outer side jutted straight up. Cassie straddled my head on her knees and lowered herself onto the fake cock. I watched her perfect round ass slide closer and closer to my face as her pussy opened to accept it. She leaned forward so that she was partially lying on top of me. Her belly pressed against my compressed and clipped breasts, causing pain to shoot through them.

She slipped her fingers back into my pussy and pounded me with them until I squirted again. I could smell her pussy and feel the warmth emanating from it, but I couldn't taste her. It was so frustrating! And she knew it.

She asked Alex to hand her the Magic Wand and to plug it in for her. She held it against my clit and said that she liked that I associated pleasure and releasing with pain. Alex stopped taking pictures long enough to tape the vibrator to my thigh, forcing it hard against my sensitive nub.

Cassie sat up and started riding the penis-gag. Alex took photo after photo. Cassie decided to up the ante, and started tugging on my now-tender nipples. I could feel my juices running down my ass crack as the vibrator hummed against my agonized clit.

Cassie instructed Alex to lie on top of me. She ordered him to lick her clit and help her come.

“I want my cum to slowly drip into her mouth. I want to make her crazy with desire.”

I felt Alex’s weight on me. He had to lay between my legs as they were tied open. He didn't enter me, but his body pushed the vibrator harder against my clit. My need, already unbearable, got worse. I couldn't see Alex’s tongue touching Cassie’s clit, but heard her purr with delight and tell him what a “good boy” he was and how she would reward him later. He actually said “Thank you, Mistress, for allowing me to serve you.”

Cassie grabbed his hair and pulled his mouth harder against her clit. I felt her warm honey dripping onto my lips and into my mouth. Because of the gag I could do nothing but swallow her sweet nectar.

She must have released Alex's head, because he got off me and resumed taking pictures. Cassie dismounted from my face and removed the penis gag. She smeared the soaked shaft across my lips, reminding me of my subservient position.

She walked to the prop table and selected a strap-on. I turned my head and watched her fasten it around her waist. She also picked up a dildo before rejoining us.

“Do you want to be a slut for me, like you were for Alex?”

I merely nodded, not trusting my voice.

She shoved the dildo into my pussy. It wasn't as thick as Alex's cock, but it was big. She worked it in and out for several minutes. The wand was still buzzing away at my clit, and I couldn't control the cum pouring from me.

When she was satisfied with the thick coating of cum on the dildo, she pulled it out of my pussy and shoved it deep into my ass. The force with which she impaled me made me gasp. She turned off the vibrator and removed it from my thigh.

“I want this climax to be because I’m fucking you, not because of the vibrator. I hope you’re ready to be really fucked, AnnaBeth.”

“Yes, please.” My voice was little more than a moan. “Make me your bitch! Take me and force me to do unspeakable things to please you.”

She drove her strap-on savagely into my abused pussy. I gasped as I felt the flogger against my nipples. My breasts were already turning purplish from being bound up. The added abuse was enough to send me over the edge.

Her silicone cock started to pound me. My ass seemed to pull the dildo deeper into my body. She fucked me with a rhythm that steadily got harder, mercilessly driving her cock into me again and again. Each thrust brought me closer to the pinnacle. I couldn’t have stopped if I'd wanted to.

When I came, it was as if a flood gate had opened. I coated her and myself with my release. No one had ever brought me to such an intense orgasm.

She didn’t stop. She continued to fuck me until I got myself back under control. When my breathing was back to normal, or as close as it was going to get while we were doing this, she pushed her cock in as far as it would go. She checked that the dildo was completely inside my ass. And then  placed her thumb on my clit and slipped her little finger into me beside the cock already filling me. She didn’t move anything but her thumb, which she used to apply just the right amount of pressure to my clit.

“Come on baby. Show me how much you really want to cum for me. Give me that orgasm you've been denying men all these years. Give you new Mistress what she wants.”

I screamed. I tried to arch my back. I squirted all over her and I trembled like a leaf in a windstorm. My body shook for what seemed like five minutes.

She removed her hand and then her cock. She left to clean the mess I'd made on her body. She told Alex to reposition me on my stomach before she returned. He obeyed his Mistress quickly. He tied me down in the new position. The clips were still on my nipples, and the added weight of my upper body drove their biting teeth deeper into my flesh. This only excited me more. Nipple pain, I was learning, is a completely different type of arousal.

Cassie returned and put on an even larger strap-on. She began smacking it against my upturned ass. Then she slipped the strap-on into my pussy. She worked it back and forth until she was satisfied that it was wet enough.

She pulled the dildo from my ass and shoved her new, bigger cock into it’s place. It was longer and thicker both than Alex's cock and the dildo Cassie had just removed, and it filled my ass deeper than ever. I shuddered from the enjoyment of being opened up by Cassie and whimpered from the intoxicating mixture of pleasure and pain. I was slipping into a trance of lust and desire.

She fucked my ass as Alex once more took pictures. I came again for her. She grew bored and pulled out, telling Alex to untie me. I felt the blood return to my legs, arms and breasts as the tight restraints were removed.

She sat on a chair and made me crawl to her. She spread her legs and allowed me to taste her. Alex took pictures. I ignored him and the camera. I had finally found where I truly belonged. I teased her clit with my mouth, fucked her pussy with my tongue, and tasted load after load of her sweet cum.

At last she told me to stop. I immediately obeyed. I had become a willing submissive to her dominance.

She moved us to a bed in front of a mirror on another part of the set. She had me lie on my belly and told Alex to fuck my ass again. His cock slid in easily after the one she had used a short while ago. As Alex was fucking me, she mounted him and began fucking his ass as he fucked mine. I watched all of this in the mirror; I came again just from the sight. She held a shutter switch discreetly concealed in one hand, and clicked away as she simultaneously dominated both of us.

Alex begged for permission to come. She granted it, and moments later my ass received his hot load. She allowed to action to end there. She pulled out of him, and he then pulled out of me. She took pictures of his cum leaking from my ass.

She told us to go clean up. I took a quick shower in one of the dressing rooms and put my street clothes back on. She emerged from a different bathroom, wrapped in a towel.

“Well, did I live up to your fantasies about me?” she asked.

“I could never dream anything that amazing. I want to be allowed to enter your harem. I want to be owned by you. Used by you. Anything you desire of me, I’ll do for you.”

She looked me over and told me to come by tomorrow for the rest of the money and to take care of the bruises I was sure to have by then. She walked me to the door and kissed my cheek good night. Before shutting the door, she said, “Let me know if you still feel that way tomorrow. We'll talk then.”

And with that, I started on my journey to becoming her personal slut toy. Alex may be her submissive male, but I am her willing female slut.


Taking Care of Amy

by Zoe DeNoir

I had been living with my new girlfriend Amy for six months. Meeting Amy was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

Amy was by far the hottest girl I'd ever been with. She was gorgeous. She had a pretty face with full, pouty lips and big, beguiling eyes that were so dark they were almost black. Raven hair spilled in a wavy waterfall halfway down her back. A pale blonde streak ran down one side, giving her otherwise conventional looks an exotic goth girl touch. She had long legs, wide, curvy hips, and a beautiful round ass. And massive, gravity-defying boobs that one could be forgiven for assuming were silicone-enhanced but which were entirely real. She was tall for a girl. Taller than a lot of guys. She was about three inches taller than me. I didn't mind, and it didn't seem to be an issue for her either. She was a few years older than me, but she didn't seem to care about that either, and it certainly didn't bother me.

Amy was amazing in bed. She had the highest sex drive of any woman I'd ever been with. Although to be honest, I haven't been with a lot of women. I'm told I'm not a bad looking guy. But I've always been shy and awkward around girls.

Amy was fun to be around outside the bedroom too. She was adventurous and free-spirited, and had a great sense of humor. She could make me laugh in a way that few other people could. We shared a passion for writing and for the arts in general. I could easily envision myself happily spending the rest of my life with her.

I met Amy at a writers' workshop, and we hit it off immediately. She was writing a dark erotic fantasy series that she hoped to publish, and I was working on a horror novel about modern-day vampires that Amy had said was intriguing but might work better if it was developed into a dark romance. “Maybe I can help you with some ideas,” she had offered.

She had invited me for coffee after the workshop, which had seemed like a small miracle. After spending some time getting to know each other better in a neighborhood coffee shop, I suggested we get something to eat, and we shared a meal in a nearby pub. We lingered there for several hours over drinks, talking and laughing. We found that we had many common interests and similar life goals. We also had a remarkable number of commonalities in our backgrounds, including having grown up in much smaller communities and having moved to the big city to attend college. She had studied human resources, and I had studied computer security. I had only graduated two years earlier. She had been in the workforce a few years longer. We were both struggling to build careers in occupations that our hearts weren't really in, while pursuing our true passions in our limited free time.

We had become lovers that same night. Two months later we were living together.

Though our relationship was going great, our finances were not. The economy was in the worst recession in decades. Both of us had recently been laid off from our jobs. Social programs had been slashed to the bone, and like many people we had both been disqualified from unemployment insurance on nonsensical technicalities. Rents were insanely high, and much of our income had been going toward just keeping a roof over our heads even when both of us had been working. We'd also both been aggressively trying to pay down our student debt. So we had little in the way of savings to fall back on.

We were now behind in our rent by $500, and were to be evicted tomorrow morning unless we came up the shortfall. We had nowhere to go. We had no one who would take us in, no money for a hotel, and the city's homeless shelters were full.

“I worked as a sex worker for a while,” Amy admitted unexpectedly. “This was a while back, before I met you. I went through a bad patch where I couldn't find work for six months. I can get us the $500. There are a lot of girls out there competing because the economy is so bad, so sex work doesn't pay much these days—$50 per customer at best. I could get a lot more money if I set up a Website or went through an escort agency. But it's too late for that now. We need the money by tomorrow morning.”

I was stunned.

“You...you can't be serious...”

“I'm serious, Tristan. We're going to be evicted tomorrow if I don't do this.”

“Look, I know we need the money. But this is not—”

“I don't want to end up on the sidewalk. Or in a tent in a park. Do you?”

“No, of course not. But—“

“Then it's settled. There's nothing more to discuss.”

I continued to protest. Amy ignored me. She went into the bedroom and changed from sweatpants and a T-shirt into a sexy black dress and matching stilettos. The dress was very low cut and very short, barely covering her nipples and the bottom of her ass. She put on a pair of skimpy black panties, but no bra. She also quickly but expertly applied a little makeup.

She looked stunning.

“I'll be back later.” She left without waiting for a response.

I was not okay with Amy having sex with other guys. But I did not want to leave her. My mind was in turmoil.

It was about 9:00 p.m. when Amy left. I texted her a couple of times in the hours that followed, but I received no reply.

Amy returned unannounced around 4:00 a.m.

She was disheveled. One of the thin straps of her black dress hung down, so that one of her boobs was almost hanging out. Her nipples were hard, and poked against the gauzy black fabric. I could see traces of mascara on her cheeks where tears had run down her face—no doubt from choking as clients shoved their cocks too deep into her throat. She had wiped most of the streaks away, but smudges remained. What little was left of her lipstick was smeared around her mouth. She seemed simultaneously worn-out yet energized. She had a wild look in her eyes that I had never seen before.

“I'm so fucking horny,” Amy said without any greeting or other preamble. “I fucked so many guys tonight, and not one of them did anything to get me off. I need to come!”

My cock started to harden. I had not expected Amy to come home wanting to have sex after a night of fucking and sucking cock. I'd figured more sex would be the last thing she'd want. Yet I should not have been so surprised. Amy, as I mentioned, had an extremely high sex drive. She loved to fuck and to go down on men. But she never came from intercourse or from giving head. Fucking and sucking cock always made her ravenously horny, though.

What did make Amy come was having someone go down on her.

Amy took my hand and led me to our bedroom. I allowed her to guide me as if I was in a trance. I was not okay with infidelity. And Amy had just had sex not just with one other guy but a bunch of them. Yet she had not done it because she wanted to. She had done it to keep the two of us from ending up on the sidewalk. I did not want to dump her. I wanted to fuck her. Very badly.

“Get on the bed,” instructed Amy.

I started removing my T-shirt.

“Don't bother taking your clothes off. There's no time. I need to come right now.”

I clambered onto the bed. Obviously Amy needed me to look after her first. She'd been having sex for hours on end without coming, and she was almost out of her mind with lust. I didn't mind going down on Amy. Indeed I enjoyed it. And whenever I did she always rewarded me by fucking me or sucking me off afterward, if she had not already done so before I went down on her. My own needs could wait a little longer until I had taken care of her.

Amy reached under her short dress and pulled her panties down. I noticed that the crotch of her panties was stained. Not just stained. Sopping wet. She noticed my glance, but ignored it. She tossed her panties onto the floor.

“Lie on your back.”

I lay on my back. Amy discarded her dress and joined me on the bed.

“Hey, aren't you going to wash up?”

“No time. I need to come now. I can't wait any longer.”

She straddled my chest as she was speaking, pinning my shoulders and upper arms under her knees and shins. I realized with alarm that she intended to sit on my face without cleaning herself. She was resting her full weight on me, pressing me down into the mattress. She had never done this before. Normally when I went down on her she lay on her back with me between her legs. A few times we'd done it with me kneeling in front of her while she stood or sat in a chair. But she'd never sat on my face before. She was heavier than I would have guessed. I couldn't move.

Fuck.

“Um, you used condoms, right?”

Amy laughed.

“Oh honey, no one uses condoms with hookers anymore. Not since they came up with vaccines for all the sexually transmitted infections. Don't worry. I remembered to take my pill this morning.”

She shuffled forward on her knees, so that she was straddling my head instead of my chest. Her creamy thighs bracketed my face. Her smooth belly and gigantic tits rose above me. Her huge nipples were rigid. She smiled down at me. Her cunt was only about an inch above my mouth. She reeked of sex. Her clit was engorged. I had never seen her with such massive ladywood without me having sucked her first.

“Uh, Amy, I'm not sure I want to do this...”

“Are you fucking serious? I just fucked and sucked a ton of guys so that you wouldn't end up homeless. And now you won't do this one little thing for me? Really?”

“Well, it's just that—”

“You don't have to do this if you don't want to. But if you're not willing to do this for me—after all I did for you tonight—we're through. We can still be friends. And you can stay here till you find another place to live. But I won't be your girlfriend anymore.”

I could see that Amy was serious.

“Well? What's it going to be? I need to know now. If you won't do this for me, I'll have to get my vibrator and do it myself. But I'd rather you do it.” She reached down and stroked my hair affectionately. “It's always so much better when you do it. I don't want to leave you. I love you! I worked really hard tonight to keep a roof over our head. Surely you can do this one little thing to help me. I really need to come. Please, babe, make me come. I need you so fucking bad!”

I did my best to stifle my revulsion. I didn't want to lose Amy.

“Okay,” I said, barely audibly. I tried not to think about all the guys she had just fucked.

A delighted smile lit up her face. She immediately lowered herself onto me. She had positioned herself so that her vagina was right over my mouth. I could barely breathe once she settled herself on top of me. Her close-cropped bush rasped against my nose and cheeks. I noticed with dismay at least one hair that was not hers entangled in it. She was wet. Very wet.

“Eat me!”

I reluctantly licked her. The inside of her cunt was not only wet but gooey. I couldn't believe I was doing this. I was mortified.

“Oh God, yeah!” Amy moaned, grinding her cunt into my face. The thick mixture of her lust and that of her multiple lovers invaded my mouth. It was warm, almost hot. The raunchy taste was overpowering.

“I'm sorry it's so messy down there, hon. I know I should have taken a shower before asking you to do this. It's just that I was so horny I couldn't stand to wait even another five minutes. I love you so much for doing this...”

I groaned as more cum invaded my mouth. What had started out as a dribble had become a steady stream. Just how many guys had she fucked?

“I'd better warn you—I'm not going to fuck you tonight. I had to fuck a lot of guys, and my pussy has had enough fucking for one night.”

I was, despite my horror and humiliation, agonizingly horny. It was hardly surprising that Amy was too sore after a night on the street to want to fuck. It wasn't the end of the world. She gave fabulous head. Once she was done with my face she could just use her mouth to—

“And just so you don't get your hopes up, I won't be giving you head tonight, either,” she added, as if reading my mind. “Most of the guys I was with tonight made me suck their dicks before they fucked me, and my jaw is a little sore. I hope you don't mind.”

I moaned in frustration. My cock was so hard it was almost painful. I would have used my own hand on myself at this point, but Amy's legs were pinning my arms down.

“Don't stop! Get your tongue in nice and deep.”

I reluctantly stuck my tongue in as far as I could, trying to ignore the copious goo filling her. I wondered how long it was going to take to get her over the edge. Sometimes it took a while, even when she was out-of-her-mind horny. Sometimes it took a long while.

“That's it, babe. Keep going! Thank my pussy for all the work she did for you tonight.”

Amy gripped my head with both hands and ground herself against me, literally fucking herself with my tongue. She rode my face as if she was one of the men she had fucked and my face was her cunt.

“My pussy took a real pounding tonight. Some of the guys I fucked had really big dicks. And some of them took forever to come. They just kept fucking me and fucking me...on and on...and on...and on.” She emphasized each “on” with an extra forceful thrust.

My mouth was filling up with the contents of her twat. I couldn't spit it out with her sitting on my face. I had to swallow. She sensed that I was swallowing. It clearly turned her on. I could feel her messy cunt getting wetter.

“The last guy I fucked was huge. I can't believe he was able to get his whole cock inside me. It was so long. And sooo fucking thick.” It was clear that she was reliving the experience, and enjoying it. “He pumped so much spunk inside me when he came. He just kept spurting and spurting. It seemed like he was never going to stop.”

She grinned down at me wickedly. “But I guess I don't need to tell you how much cum I got pumped into me, do I? You must be almost drowning in it.”

She giggled. She was normally kind and considerate. I'd never seen this side of her before. It was frightening.

She continued to fuck my mouth. She no longer merely ground herself against my face, but started raising and lowering herself so that her cunt slid up and down over my tongue, riding it as if it was a cock.

“Oh fuck yeah!” Amy's vagina started spasming as she came, pushing more cum into my mouth. I had to swallow again. Her orgasm went on and on, making her whole body shake. It was the longest and most powerful climax she'd ever had with me.

She gazed down at me and smiled. I thought she would get off me now, enabling me to alleviate my own need. But she remained where she was.

“That was amazing! But I'm going to need a few more of those.”

She brought a hand to her clit and began stroking herself. Her fingers brushed against my nose as she slowly jilled. She had never masturbated while I was eating her before. My mouth alone was clearly not enough for her tonight. I would not have thought I could feel any more humiliated, but I did.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get that tongue back to work!”

I reluctantly resumed eating her. More cum trickled into my mouth. The amount of jizz inside her was astounding.

“I can't believe how horny this is making me. I keep thinking about all those men fucking me and filling me up, and how now you're drinking their cum.” She resumed thrusting against my face. Her jilling picked up speed. “I don't think I've ever been this turned on before!”

I moaned. I was dying to come. My frustration seemed to excite her further.

“That last guy who fucked me—the one with the extra huge cock—made me give him head first. He was so thick I thought my jaw was going to pop out of its sockets.”

Her thrusts intensified as she relived the experience. Her fingers sped up against her clit. She started breathing in short grunts.  Her grunts merged into one long moan.

She splurted again.

I had to swallow a third time. The taste of Amy's lovers lingered in my mouth even after I did.

“It looks like I'm going to be the one supporting us for a little while. While I'm doing this, I can't be fucking you or giving you blowjobs. At least not very often. I need to save that for my customers. But I am going to need you to get me off like this each night when I finish work. All that fucking and sucking is going to be making me very horny.”

She smiled down at me.

“Don't worry. It's just till things get back to normal. Till one of us gets a proper job. Okay?”

It was clear that if I refused to go along with this new arrangement she would leave me. She was the best thing that had ever happened to me, and losing her was unthinkable.

“Well? Are you okay with that? Or are we going to just be friends?”

I quietly moaned “yes”. The sound was muffled by her cunt. I told myself that this was transitory. That one of us would eventually get a job, and that then Amy would not have to do this anymore and things would go back to normal between us. But with the economy the way it was, that could take months. Possibly years.

I wondered if things really would return to how they had been. Amy had said that she couldn't remember ever feeling this turned on before. Would she be willing to give that up?

I suspected that I didn't want to know the answer.

“I love you,” Amy said.

She brought her fingers back to her clit, and resumed humping my face.


The Harem

by Scarlett Thomas Wolfe

I arrived to be greeted not by my new owner but by one of Her subs.

“Our Queen has strict rules,” he warned me. “Many fail to make the cut. If you can get through the first week, you might be accepted.”

I nodded. The woman I hoped would become my Queen was known to be very particular about those She allowed the privilege of serving Her.

“Also, never call Her Miss or Mistress. She likes to be called Master. Calling Her my Queen or Your Majesty is fine too.”

I nodded again.

“Strip.”

I did as commanded. I took off everything, including my underwear. The sub was himself naked except for his collar. I could see welts from a recent beating. I asked what he’d done to earn such punishment.

“Nothing.”

I stared at him in confusion.

“I am Her resident pain whore. When I perform a task well, She rewards me with a beating. I had gone a long time without a good beating, so I begged Her for a difficult task. She gave me one. When I did it, I was rewarded with pain.”

“What was the task, if I am permitted to ask?”

“You are permitted to ask the subs anything. But never question Her. She made me a cum dump. Well, of sorts. Because She owns us, She will never put us in danger of disease. She lined up eight men She knew were trustworthy and I was spit roasted four times by teams of two. She then made me fuck myself with a dildo for entertainment while She fucked Her newest bull. The only problem was that Her bull had just seen me take the four teams and knew that I was a slut.”

“Why was that a problem?”

“Her bull wanted a turn with me. He’s almost insatiable, and extraordinarily well endowed. I could hardly walk for days.” The sub gave me an ominous look. “You’ll see for yourself, if you’re here long enough.”

He led me through a door leading down to the basement. He brought me to a small room and pointed to a cage. A collar was tethered to the wire mesh ceiling in such a way that the wearer would be forced to stay on his hands and knees.

“If She has to put that collar on you Herself, it will not go well. Anyway, welcome to your new home. How long you'll be in there will depend on how you behave when She visits you the first time. The longest I’ve seen was two weeks. That sub never made the cut;  he was kicked out at the end.”

“Oh my.”

I paused, then asked “How many subs does She have?”

“We have two other prospects in cages down here. There are three slaves and four subs upstairs. But that changes constantly. Her best behaved get to sleep in a cage built into Her room. She occasionally fucks them in the ass or allows them to worship Her pussy. But since you’re new, that’s a long way off for you. What's your kink? Why did you beg Her to live here?”

“I want to try it all. Sissy, cuckold, public humiliation, cum dump, caging, abuse... and a few other things.”

The older sub closed the cage door behind me. I think he rolled his eyes. There was a water bottle similar to the kind found in a hamster playpen and the dangling collar—and nothing else. I looked down. I knew my knees would be aching from kneeling on the wire floor, but I got into position and attached the collar. My minder nodded his approval.

“Anything else you want to ask before I leave you to your new home?”

“Yes. How long have you been here?”

“I have been blessed to serve Her for three years. I’ve been here longer than anyone else. I’ve seen plenty come and go. I outlasted them all.”

“Wow, how did you do it?”

“I always obey. And I’m a pain whore. The worse She treats me, the more I enjoy it.”

“Do you think I’ll make it?”

“Hard to tell. But at least you seem to know that you won’t be worshipping Her for a long while. The one in the next room probably won’t last the night. Poor thing. She really wants nothing more than to be the Master’s whore.”

Leaving me with that thought, he walked away. I was alone in my cage in that tiny room in that dank, dark cellar. Like most houses in the Midwest, there were windows above eye level, and the sun had not yet gone down. The coldness seeped up from the concrete floor, and I was quickly chilled. I spotted a camera mounted in the corner, pointing directly at the cage.

I don’t know how long I was there, but my soon body ached from straining to keep the collar from choking me. It was starting to get dark when I heard footsteps approaching.

The door opened, and a young woman stepped into my room. She was naked but for a chastity belt, collar, and nipple clamps. Not clips, mind you, but clamps.

“Here's your food, slut.” She lifted the flap in the bottom of my cage and slid in a bowl. I was pleased to see it contained human food. “You may remove your collar to eat. After about a half an hour you’ll taken to the restroom and then for a walk.”

“What’s your fetish, if I might ask?”

“I love to be dominated by Her in every way. I’m a slave, not a sub. She owns me. I signed a contract that I would serve Her for a year. I’ve been here for almost two years. I’m Her favorite female. I am given Her fist more than anyone, but I have to earn it and beg for it.”

“How often do you get released from your belt?”

“Not often. I frequently misbehave, and get punished for questioning Her.”

“Is that is why you're wearing the clamps?”

“No, I always get wet with nipple play and breast torture. My pussy is soaked right now. When I sleep, I’m tied spread eagle to a bed so that I can’t even think about rubbing myself. It's almost heaven to be in Her control.”

“What's your reward when you're good?”

“Same as everyone else’s. I get to cum.”

“So why misbehave?”

“You really are a newbie, aren’t you? The longer the wait, the more teasing you endure, the harder the climax. Last time I was permitted release, I’d been teased for four months. I didn’t stop cumming for almost five minutes. It was amazing.”

“Wow, I didn’t know...”

“Think of it, being edged for four months. You better eat. You're almost due for you exercise period and bathroom break.”

And with that she left.  I hurriedly ate my meal. It wasn’t bad, whatever it was. It was getting darker, so I couldn’t really see.

I'd been finished for about ten minutes when again I heard footsteps. I had put my collar back on as soon as I finished eating. Someone would be monitoring the cameras in case me or one of the other supplicants signaled we wanted to quit. And to report any misbehaviour to our Queen.

A male walked in. He opened my cage and attached a lead to my collar.

“Heel, bitch.”

He said nothing more as he led me on my hands and knees up the stairs and into the yard.

“This isn’t your bathroom,” he warned. “It’s the play yard. You're permitted ten minutes to stand upright and walk around.”

I stood and stretched my back and legs. The last light of the day illuminated the sky beyond the walls surrounding the estate.

The sub who was now minding me was, like all the others I'd seen, collared and naked. He was also wearing a cock cage. He wasn’t as friendly, so I refrained from asking questions. I couldn't see any marks on him. But then I noticed he had something either tattooed or written on his ass. In the deepening twilight I couldn’t tell which nor read what it said. It seemed that my new Master was most creative in Her punishments and knew Her ‘pets’ well enough that everyone got their own special attention.

The ten minutes ended too soon. He reattached my leash and I returned to my hands and knees. As I was led back into the cellar, one of the other caged wannabes was led out. Her head was hanging down either in fear or submission. I was still new enough to look around.

I was taken to a bathroom. Perhaps toilet room would be a more apt description, since it had nothing more than a toilet and sink. I was told I had five minutes to do whatever I needed to do. I completed my business and washed my hands. I exited the room on my hands and knees. My leash was retrieved and I was back in my cage within minutes.

“You’ll be given another bathroom break before lights out,” my handler said before he left. I caught a glimpse of the writing on his ass. It said

I am a slut

Fuck me harder

I am a bitch

that needs to learn his place

I refastened my collar to the lead hanging from the ceiling. I was starting to realize that in this household you were given the chance to prove yourself and earn your place and your punishment.

I have no idea how long I was there before the next set of footsteps came down hallway. It was totally dark by this time. My newest handler didn’t speak. He opened my cage, reattached my leash, and undid the lead hanging from the top of the cage. I was led into the corridor, where I encountered the other leashed hopefuls. We each had a different handler and we were all being led to the bathroom. The solemn girl I’d seen earlier was first, followed by a male and then me.

The girl emerged from the bathroom. Instead of being led outside or back to her cage, she was taken upstairs. I guessed this was the end for her, poor thing. The next one came out of the bathroom and he too was led upstairs. My turn, same thing. I noticed that no one spoke, and I followed their example.

I was escorted to the main floor and down a long hallway. I was on my hands and knees the whole time. We entered a formal room that had a lit fireplace and a throne. My new owner wasn’t there, but all our handlers got on their knees beside us and bowed their heads. We copied them.

My wait wasn’t long. I heard the sound of high heels on stone floors. Our Queen had entered the room. She had two more subjects in tow, both leashed. These two were permitted to walk. I couldn’t see them yet, as my eyes were on the floor, but I could hear them. I waited to be noticed, praying that it would be in a good way.

The high heels stopped in front of me. There was a long pause.

Oh shit.

“Get me a flogger” were the first words I heard my new Master utter. Her voice was that of an angel. Her tone was that of someone used to absolute obedience.

Someone scurried off to get the requested implement. When they returned, I didn’t have to wait  to feel my first pain. The flogging was quick and hard and directed mainly at my ass. It stopped as suddenly as it started. I knew I would be feeling it for days.

Our Queen moved down the line until she got to the girl that I’d been told might be released. I held my breath for her.

“Bitch, do you want to stay?” the Queen asked.

“Yes, Master. Please.” Her response was barely audible, but you could hear the broken desperation in her voice.

“What will you do to stay?”

“Anything my Master requests”

“I was so hoping you would say that. Get her ready. This is going to be quite a show.”

“Yes, Master,” the two who were permitted to walk said in unison. They led her from the room. My queen ascended Her throne.

“You may raise your heads now, scum. But keep your chins on the floor.”

My pulse raced. I love humiliation and she had just made my cock twitch. The truth is I had been hard since I heard Her footsteps coming down the hall. I lifted my eyes for my first look at my Queen. She sat on Her throne, wearing a red half bra and panty set, black hose, black high heels, and a black cape wrapped around Her shoulders. Her long red hair flowed in waves across Her shoulders and breasts. Her skin was pale and Her eyes shone with a lustre that would have made the stars envious. I was awed, and said a silent prayer that I would make the cut.

“We are going to be entertained tonight. We will start with prospective slave number one.”

Our handlers took our leashes in their mouths and led us to the side of the room. The minder of the one on trial stayed where he was. He was one I hadn’t seen before. We were given permission to  lift our heads to watch.

Our Queen’s gaze turned toward me. She did not look pleased.

“Handler, your charge is looking about,” she said coldly. “You need to teach him a lesson. Or do you wish me to do it?”

“No Master, I shall handle it. I will do to him what you did to me, my Queen.” He left my side, giving me a kick and whispering “Way to go, newbie,” under his breath.

“No lube,” instructed our Queen. I shivered. I wasn’t sure what was coming, but I knew it was going to hurt.

My handler returned and circled behind me. He placed a bit gag in my mouth. I felt cold metal against my asshole as the heavy ball of an ass hook was forced in. He tied the rope of the ass hook so tight that I'm pretty sure if I bent my head more than a quarter of an inch I would rip myself open.

I was forced to remain there on my hands and knees, gagged and impaled, unable to move without agony. I could hardly believe how turned on I was. By Her command. By my handler’s rough touch. By the cold metal ball filling my hole. My cock was leaking so much that I had a puddle under me. If he had put his cock near my mouth at that moment, I would have attempted to take it to the balls in one try.

The female slave was led back into the room. She had a cock gag on her face and her ankles were now bound. As she passed me, I could see that both of her openings were full.

“You are to fuck each one of these slaves and subs with that gag until I tell you stop,” decreed the Queen. “Some of you are permitted to cum, some are not. You know who you are. If you feel the need and are permitted, feel free to do so.”

We watched as she fucked each ass, one after the other. Some came, leaving a big puddle on the floor. Some that did were not permitted, and were informed that they would be punished. I was drooling around my gag and leaking more precum onto the floor, unable to move without excruciating pain because of the ass hook embedded in me.

My turn finally came. I was last because I was the newest. The gag and ass hook were removed and I was led to the center of the room. The others watched as the slave fucked my boy pussy with her thick penis gag. I started thrusting back against her, showing them how much I wanted to be a sissy bitch, how much I enjoyed being ass fucked. I knew better than to scream out for her to pound my ass, but couldn’t stop myself from fucking her face.

My Master yelled at us to halt before I could cum. She stood and walked over to us.

“You may stay, bitch. Take her and clean her and chain her up on the wall. I will give her a proper welcome later.”

Two females left with the new slave. I felt my Master's high heel prod one of my buttocks, followed by Her kick.

“You, my new one, must learn to control yourself. First, you will lick all this cum off of the floor. When that's done, you will get your face fucked by all the male subs and slaves. You will not suck their cocks as they fuck your mouth. And they all will cum.”

I gulped. I felt Her foot on the back of my head. She pushed my face to the nearest pool of spilled spunk. I licked and lapped it up eagerly, trying to atone for my latest mistake. When she was satisfied that it was all gone, she told the boys to line up. They quickly obeyed.

“Your instructions are easy. Fuck its mouth as hard as possible and dump your load. If you can’t cum, I will beat your ass to encourage you. Do we all understand?”

“Yes Master” rang off of the walls.

One cock after another filled and pounded my mouth. Only one had to be flogged to get off. It was the pain whore, of course. The tips of the flogger caught the sides of my face as she flogged him harder and harder.

I could not have been happier. I was a cum dump on my first day. I felt like such a whore. I didn’t know what it would take for me to make it, but I was determined to be the best sissy bitch she’d ever had.

When everyone had finished with me, I was led out the room. My handler said “Thank you, slut. That was the most I've cum in three months.”

I was taken to the bathroom and then led to my cage. I was told not to attach the lead hanging from the top. I was given a large beach towel. It was my blanket or my pillow, whichever way I chose to use it.

After two hours of sleep, I heard whispers coming from the other rooms. Soon I drifted back to sleep, dreaming of my new life as Her pet sissy bitch.


The Succubi's New Toy

by Zoe DeNoir

“So, would you like to come back to my place for some fun?”

Justin grinned. He had no trouble attracting female companionship, but he wasn't used to women taking the lead like this. He was going enjoy fucking this slut. She was kinda weird, but with a body like hers, who cared.

“Sure, I'd love to.”

Justin's eyes drifted down to her cleavage. He forced his gaze back to her face.  Bitches didn't like it when you stared at their boobs.

She wasn't Justin's usual type. Her long hair was dyed bubblegum pink on one side and sky blue on the other. Tattoos adorned her arms and torso. A silver ring pierced her lower lip, and another her navel. She wore a fishnet crop top with a lacy black bra, a pink latex miniskirt, fishnet stockings, and knee-high black leather boots. Despite her freaky goth girl look, she was gorgeous.

Justin struggled to remember her name. He'd had a little more to drink than usual. Cynthia. Yeah, her name was Cynthia.

“Before we go, Justin, I want to ask you something.”

Justin suppressed a frown. Why did bitches always want to talk so much?

“Uh, sure babe. Ask me anything.”

“Are you seeing anyone right now?”

Justin knew some women found a man more tempting if he was already taken. He sensed that Cynthia was not one of those women.

“No babe. I'm single. My last girlfriend was a nurse. She...she died in the COVID pandemic. I just started dating again a few weeks ago.”

Justin had never dated a nurse. Nor ever had a girlfriend pass away. He'd been dating a bimbo named Roxanne for several weeks, much longer than he usually dated anyone. She was smitten with him. She was incredibly hot, and amazing in bed, which was why he'd stuck with her as long as he had. But Justin was not a one-woman kind of guy. He slept with other women behind her back every chance he got.

A flicker of a smile crossed Cynthia's lips as Justin told his lies.

“Are you sure about that, Justin?”

Cynthia stared at him with a penetrating gaze. It felt like she was looking right into his soul.

“Yes, I swear. I'm not dating anybody.” Justin gave her his most fetching smile.

“Good. Cause I hate it when people lie to me.”

Justin downed the last of his beer. He was tempted to order another. Something about Cynthia made him very uneasy. He wondered if he just leave her and hook up with some other girl. It was Friday night and the club was packed. There were plenty of other women to choose from.

But Justin wanted her. He didn't know why he was so drawn to her, but he was. It was more than just her killer bod or her perfect face. There was an allure to her that he'd never felt with any other woman.

“I hate it when people lie too, baby. People are such assholes.”

“Some of them truly are, Justin.”

“So, what do you say we get going? I'll drive us. My car—“

“Your car's no good where we're going. I'll look after the transportation...”

A peculiar white mist engulfed Justin, and everything he knew was gone.

“What the fuck?”

The fog was dissipating. Justin realized with a shock that he was naked. He was no longer in the nightclub where he'd met Cynthia. He was sitting on some flat wooden surface with his lower legs dangling over the edge. Cynthia was slowly coming into view before him through the mist. She was huge. Justin's entire body was smaller than her forearm. And she had changed. Enormous black reptilian wings were folded behind her. A long tail with a spade-shaped tip flickered to her left. Curved ivory horns protruded from her forehead. Her painted nails had been replaced by long black claws. Her eyes had turned an incandescent crimson. She smiled, revealing fangs.

Justin peed himself a little.

“Oh, sorry.” Cynthia grinned. Her wings, horns and tail shimmered and disappeared. Her claws morphed back into ordinary nails. Her eyes returned to their original crystal blue.

“Better?”

Justin tried to speak, but was unable to get any coherent words out.

“We need to have a chat, Justin. About your girlfriend Roxanne. My daughter.”

Justin peed himself some more.

“Roxanne is half mortal and half succubus. She's a wonderful girl, but like most mortals she's quite silly and naive when it comes to matters of the heart.”

“I...um...uh...”

“You've been telling my daughter that you love her, Justin. That you'll stay with her forever. Yet you're sleeping with every woman with a pulse who'll let you into her bed. Would you care to explain yourself?”

“I...uh...I love Roxanne...I did plan to stay with her...I just...just strayed a little...”

Cynthia laughed.

“You've slept with eleven women since you told Roxanne she was the only one for you. I really do hate being lied to, Justin.”

Justin feared that his bowels were going to fail him. He clenched his butt cheeks.

“You look frightened. Don't worry. I'm here to help. I'd like to give you the opportunity to atone for the wrong you've done.”

“You're...you're a...a succubus? A female demon?”

Cynthia smiled. Justin did not like the look of that smile at all.

“Yes. We succubi are giantesses in our own realm, which is why I seem so huge to you. But we're not really evil. Well, I guess we are somewhat evil. Especially if you happen to be an asshole. We don't like men who mistreat women, Justin.”

She gave him another unsettling smile. It made the hair on the nape of his neck stand up.

Justin glanced around. He was in a vast room that looked like an ordinary bar. Except that everything was huge. He was sitting on the edge of a table, facing Cynthia, who was sitting on a padded wraparound seat. Succubi sat at other tables and on couches. Or stood or walked about. Some of them had humans with them. A buxom brunette at the next table was holding a man by the ankles and lowering him into her mouth. Another was sitting on a table, her legs spread, and inserting a squirming man into her honeypot. Several were looking at Justin like wolves noticing a sheep that had strayed from the flock.

If Justin's bladder had not already been empty he would have peed himself again.

“I'm really sorry. I didn't know Roxanne was your daughter. I won't bother her ever again—“

“It's a little too late for that, Justin.”

Justin looked around the room, wondering if there was any possibility of escape. Cynthia chuckled.

“Don't worry, Justin. If you don't want my help, I'll just send you back to your own realm. My daughter already knows about your infidelities, so you won't even have to face her. You can just carry on with your life.”

Justin couldn't believe it. The giant demon bitch was letting him off the hook.

“We don't appreciate being called bitches, Justin.”

Justin opened his mouth to protest that he had never called her a bitch.

“I can read your mind, Justin.”

Oh shit.

“I'm sorry, I didn't mean any disrespect—“

“Be quiet. I don't want to hear any more of your fake apologies.”

Justin prudently shut up.

“So, Justin, what will it be? Will you man up and do penance for your mistake? Or shall I just send you back to the mortal realm as you are?”

Do penance for your mistake? Did she think he was insane?

“Uh, thank you very much for this offer. If it's okay with you, I'd like to just go back to my own world, please. I've...uh...I've learned my lesson. No need for...um...penance.”

“Of course. I'll send you right now.”

She raised a hand, and mist formed at the periphery of Justin's vision.

“Oh, before you go...did you know that you have penis cancer?”

“What?”

“Haven't you noticed that lump in your willie? Near the base? That's a tumor. A very fast-growing one. Don't worry. It won't kill you if you get it treated promptly. You'll need to have your penis surgically removed though....”

Justin had an appointment with a urologist booked for Thursday to have the bump looked at. He'd been trying to convince himself that it wasn't cancer. Cynthia was grinning. The mist flickered around them, but did not encroach any further.

“Don't worry, sweetie. You'll still be able to pleasure women with your mouth.”

“Fuck you!” The words were out before Justin could stop himself. He was struggling not to cry.

“Awww...that's not a nice thing to say. I'm here to help you, Justin. I can make the cancer go away.”

Justin looked at her uncertainly.

“I can make the tumor disappear. Permanently. But for me to do that, you're going to have to atone for what you did to my daughter.”

Justin swallowed hard.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Well, since you've been acting like a dick, Roxanne suggested that it would be fitting if I turned you into a dick. Or more specifically, a dildo. Roxanne, myself, and some of my friends will then use you for our pleasure and amusement over the next day or two.”

Justin's cock stiffened as he imagined himself inside Cynthia and her presumably equally sexy succubus friends. This sounded like more of a reward than a punishment. He struggled not to smile.

Cynthia smirked as she read his thoughts.

“It won't be as easy as you think, Justin. We're going to use you hard. And do things to you that you might not be expecting. To be honest, I doubt you'll have the fortitude to endure.”

Justin swallowed nervously. This no longer sounded like fun.

“If you agree to this bargain, you'll be able to back out at any time. You won't be able to speak, but I'll be reading your mind, so all you have to do is say in your head that you want to quit. I'll turn you back into a human and send you home, cancer and all. If you persevere till the end, I'll cure your cancer and send you home healthy. It's your choice.”

Justin was terrified of dying. But the thought of being permanently emasculated scared him more. He resolved to do whatever Cynthia wanted.

“I'll do it! I'll do whatever you say.” His voice squeaked.

“Oh, hi Roxanne!”

“Hi Mom.”

Roxanne sat down. In the mortal world she was a few inches shorter than Justin, but here, like her mother, she was a giantess. She had her mom's lush curves and alluring face, but her long hair was  honey blonde and her peaches-and-cream skin was free of tattoos. She wore a clingy indigo dress that barely covered her butt cheeks. Cynthia gave her a peck on the cheek. She smiled at her mother, then looked down at Justin and scowled.

“So did you have fun fucking all those bitches behind my back?”

Justin lowered his gaze, sensing that there was no right answer to this question.

A crystal chalice filled with a ruby liquid materialized beside him. He looked at it dubiously. It looked like fresh blood.

“Drink,” Cynthia commanded.

“Look, I really am sorry about my behavior. Couldn't we just—“

“My mom just told you to drink, douchebag. If you don't want to spend the rest of your life peeing sitting down, don't make her repeat herself.”

Justin raised the chalice and downed its contents. To his surprise, it was delicious. He couldn't taste any alcohol, but his head buzzed.

Roxanne and Cynthia laughed.

Justin felt his body altering. His arms, legs, and neck started to shrink. So did his genitals. He opened his mouth to protest, and discovered that he could no longer talk.

Don't worry, Justin. The transformation will feel weird as fuck, but it won't hurt. Cynthia beamed her words directly into his mind.

You can back out if you want, added Roxanne. Maybe after they remove your penis you could find a new hobby. Like table tennis. Or knitting.

Justin was on the verge of panic. But he didn't ask Cynthia to stop. His hair tumbled from his scalp. His head tilted back and melted into his thickening torso. His arms and legs had become little more than stubby twigs.  His penis and scrotum merged into the base of his abdomen and disappeared. His teeth dissolved. His mouth reshaped itself into a vertical slit.

Your new body will be far hardier than your old one. As it will need to be to withstand all the abuse it's going to take. You won't need food, water or oxygen. Or to use the bathroom. And you'll still have all of your senses—sight, sound, touch, smell and taste. In fact your entire body will feel like a huge penis. You'll probably enjoy it at first. Although after the tenth or fifteenth girl in a row I'm pretty sure you're going to wish you were somewhere else.

Cynthia and Roxanne laughed again. Tenth or fifteenth girl in a row? How many friends did Cynthia have?

Justin's feet ballooned into a massive pair of hairless balls. His neck, arms, hands and legs disappeared. His face widened, reshaping itself into the front of a massive penis. His eyes were still there, on either side of the slit that used to be his mouth. So were his nostrils and ears.

“It's too bad his cock wasn't this big when he was a man. I never told him, but I used to fake coming all the time when we fucked. His dick just wasn't big enough. I was hoping he'd at least learn to eat pussy better, but it never happened.”

Roxanne picked Justin up by the balls. Her grip was a little too tight, making him wince. Roxanne smiled. Other succubi were gathering around their table. Most of them had, like Cynthia, modified their appearance so that aside, from their immense size, they looked human.

“So this is the loser who cheated on Roxanne?” a girl with short cyan hair asked.

“Yup.”

“What an idiot. She could have made him immortal.”

“Most humans are imbeciles.”

Roxanne spread her legs and hiked up her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. The familiar scent of her arousal reached Justin's nostrils as she drew him closer. It was stronger than usual. Justin's new penis-shaped body swelled and hardened. Roxanne rubbed his face against her warm, moist folds. Justin stiffened even more. He was so hard it almost hurt.

He heard more women clustering around the table and chatting with Cynthia and Roxanne, but could no longer see them. Roxanne continued running him up and down her slit. Then she pushed him in. The sensation of being swallowed by Roxanne's pussy was incredible. It was even better than fucking her with his cock.

“Oh, this is a big improvement! He could never fill me like this before.”

Roxanne began fucking herself with Justin. She went slowly at first, allowing herself time to get used to his thickness and length. He wiggled and squirmed. His movements added to her excitement. Her wetness slathered his body and invaded his slit-shaped mouth. He could tell she was more aroused than she had ever been when he'd bedded her as a man. He was humiliated by the realization that she'd found him so physically inadequate. To his surprise, he discovered that the humiliation was adding to his excitement.

Roxanne gradually increased the force of her thrusts. Small gasps and moans escaped her. Justin could tell that this time she wasn't faking. He could hear the muffled voices of other women encouraging her to “use him hard” and to “teach him a lesson”. This girl needed no encouragement.

Justin's need for release was almost unbearable, but he was unable to get over the edge. He wondered if the succubi's magic was holding him in check. Cynthia and Roxanne provided no enlightenment.

Roxanne's pussy suddenly clenched, and she let out a long, lascivious moan. Justin's entire body pulsed as his bulging nuts emptied themselves into her. She squeezed him so hard that he was pretty sure he would have been crushed if not for the succubi's magic.

Roxanne grabbed her human dildo by the nutsack. He yelped as her nails dug into his flesh, although no sound came out. She pulled him out and plunked him onto the wooden table. He was soaked with her cum.

“Shannon, why don't you go next?”

The woman with the bluish-green hair reached for Justin. She was wearing a short blood-red dress and a necklace of dangling skulls. Justin hoped those ornaments were artificial. He sensed her reading his mind. She just smiled.

Shannon's dress shimmered and vanished. Her lush body was stunning. Justin had little opportunity to admire her. She placed him upright on the table and lowered herself onto him. She was already wet, and he slid in easily. She rested her full weight on him. He had barely lost any of his erection, and quickly hardened to full capacity. Shannon purred.

Shannon didn't fuck herself the way Roxanne had done. She just sat on Justin and played with her clit. Her warm flesh squeezed and clenched him tight. The delicious taste and smell of her arousal permeated his mouth, nostrils, and even skin. Her fingers sped up. She started to moan. Justin was on the verge of coming again. He squirmed and thrashed, trying to get himself over the edge. Shannon's pussy contracted violently around him, and she gushed. He erupted like a geyser inside her.

As soon as Shannon pulled Justin out, another woman grabbed him. As she drew him to her cooch, Justin saw that a crowd had gathered around the table. More women were filing into the club.

Um...just how many women are you planning to share me with, Cynthia?

I don't know. A hundred? Two hundred? I have a lot of friends.

Justin's head echoed with the sounds of female laughter.

“Oh, there's an insect!”

The succubus who had just grabbed Justin slammed him onto the hard wooden surface of the table. His entire body shuddered. Pain consumed him from sack to slit.

“Oops. I was wrong. It was just a crumb.”

The women around them guffawed.

The demoness brought Justin to her bushy crotch. She was a full figured girl with broad hips and watermelon-sized boobs. She rubbed him along the length of her sopping entrance. He quickly stiffened. The pain, to his astonishment, seemed to be adding to his arousal.

The succubus raised him to her lips and ran her tongue from his balls to his face, tasting her juices and those of the four or five succubi who had preceded her. Then she opened her mouth and pushed him in.

“Don't eat him, Sheila! The rest of us want a turn!”

Sheila's teeth grazed Justin's skin as she took him deeper, making his heart pound. His face nudged the back of her throat. She was untroubled by a gag reflex. She sucked on him as if she was giving head. She tilted her head back and pushed him even deeper into her throat, taking him right to the sack. Then she shoved his nuts into her mouth. He feared she was going to swallow him. He seriously considered asking Cynthia to cancel the deal.

Sheila continued to suck until all the love nectar had been cleaned from Justin's body. She pushed him back out and lowered him to her muff.

“I'm gonna fuck you hard, loser.”

She pushed Justin into her hungry slit.

Justin was loosing track of how many women had fucked him. At least thirty.

“Have you noticed his balls look like a little butt?”

Justin looked up at the woman who was about to use him, an elfin redhead in a short lime dress. The petite demoness picked him up and spread his balls—which were also his butt cheeks—with her fingers.

“Oh, look at that! He even has a little asshole!”

Justin jerked as she poked his virgin rosebud with a finger.

“I wonder how deep it goes?”

“Why don't you find out, Caitlyn?”

Oh shit.

Caitlyn pushed a fingertip into Justin's ass. It hurt. Yet, to Justin's astonishment, it felt good.

She pushed deeper, slowly burying her finger right to the knuckle. Justin winced as his insides were invaded and stretched. It felt like she was shoving a twelve-inch penis into his backside. She experimentally thrust her finger in and out several times. He quivered from the mixture of pleasure and pain. She giggled, then pulled her finger out.

“He's so adorable. I want to give him a little spanking before I fuck him.”

“Go ahead Caitlyn. He's been very naughty.”

You can't be serious...

Jason's protest elicited a fresh explosion of laughter from the assembled succubi.

Caitlyn laid Justin across her thighs. The feel of her soft, silky skin made him harden. She drew back her hand and smacked his bare bottom. His entire body reverberated from the impact. The pain in his sack was excruciating. Yet with the fog of pain came a weird arousal. Justin had never been turned on by pain or humiliation before. Had the succubi's magic done something to him? Or was he just discovering new aspects of himself?

Caitlyn struck him a second time. Fresh pain washed through him, making coherent thought impossible.

A barrage of blows followed. Justin was semi-delirious from the combination of pain and lust. He feared he was going to pass out.

At last the onslaught ceased. Justin's ass burned.

“That was fun! Now let's see how he feels inside me...”

Caitlyn lifted Justin into the air. She leaned back and spread her legs. Her bush had been shaved into a trim landing strip above her tight slit.

She drew Justin forward and pushed him in.

Justin's eyes widened as the raven-haired beauty who was next in line pulled off her panties. Justin wasn't sure how many girls had used him since the girl who'd given him the spanking, but it was at least ten. This one was particularly hot. But it wasn't her stunning looks that drew Justin's attention.

It was the two feet dangling between her labia.

Hey, wait! There's already somebody inside her pussy!

Don't worry, Justin. Alexis isn't going to stick you in her pussy.

Alexis grinned at Justin, then turned around and bent over.

She's going to stick you in her ass.

Justin had fucked girls in the ass before, but had never been inside an ass. Alexis' ass, to his relief, was pristine. But also incredibly tight. Perhaps because of the human embedded in her twat. Alexis had trouble squeezing Justin in, but didn't relent until he was buried to the balls between her perfect butt cheeks. He could feel the lumpy outline of the other mortal through the thin wall of flesh dividing the succubus' rectum and vagina.

“Hey, Jill, do you think you could give me a hand with these two mortals?”

“Sure, hon, no problem.”

Justin felt clawed fingers grip his sack. He squawked, but no sound came out. Jill pulled him out until only his bulbous head remained inside Alexis. He felt the unseen individual in Alexis' kitty also being pulled most of the way out. Justin wondered how the other mortal had ended up here.

She was a con artist. She bilked dozens of people out of their life savings. Oh yeah, and she doesn't like cats.

The woman trapped in Alexis' cunt groaned.

“Shut up, Meredith. Unless you want us to send you back to the mortal realm...”

Meredith begged not to be sent back. Her words were muffled, but it was clear that she was desperate to be allowed to continue serving Alexis in order to avoid whatever fate otherwise awaited her in her own world.

Jill slowly pushed Meredith and Justin back in, eliciting a sultry moan from Alexis. She fucked Alexis' pussy and ass with the two hapless humans. Alexis thrust back against them. Justin was squeezed so tight he could feel his stout new body being slightly flattened. But the succubi's magic protected him from permanent harm. Meredith groaned on the other side of the flesh partition. This time Alexis didn't bother telling her to be quiet.

The synchronized beaver and butt pounding went on for what seemed like half an hour. Suddenly Alexis' muscles contracted around Justin, squeezing him harder than ever. Meredith was pressed against him. She let out a muffled squeal. Alexis shuddered and moaned.

A moment later Jill tightened her clasp on Justin's abused balls and pulled him out. She left Meredith where she was. Alexis was clearly not finished with her yet. Girl cum trickled over Meredith's dangling feet and dripped to the floor. Alexis thanked Cynthia and Roxanne, then walked off with Meredith still embedded inside her.

“Odette, you're up next.”

Justin looked at the crowd of women.  It was bigger than ever.

Odette lifted Justin from the table, pulled up her miniskirt, and drew him forward.

The lineup of succubi waiting their turn just kept growing. It extended to the bar's front door and into the street.

The next girl in the queue was named Destiny. Justin's eyes widened slightly when he saw her. She was wearing a strap-on dildo with a little penis slightly bigger than Caitlyn's finger. He swallowed nervously. He was far from the sharpest tool in the shed, but he wasn't an imbecile. He had a pretty good idea where that penis was going.

“This is the mortal who seduced you, Roxie?”

“Yeah. I can't believe I fell for this loser.”

Justin felt Destiny probing his mind with hers. And could tell that she wasn't impressed.

“By Lucifer's unholy dong, I'll never understand attraction between mortals....”

“Roxie's still young. And her human side obviously clouded her judgement. Once she has a few centuries under her belt, she won't give players like this a second glance. Unless she feels like using one for her own entertainment.”

“True.”

Destiny picked Justin up, gave him a final disapproving look, then turned him around and without further ado skewered him on her fake penis. Justin silently gasped as she penetrated him. He braced himself for another ass-fucking, but Destiny just held him in place. The succubus in line after Destiny stepped in front of her, hiked up her skirt, and leaned forward, bracing herself against the table. Destiny brought Justin's face to her pussy.

“Ready, Lana?”

“Oh fuck, yes!”

Destiny placed her hands on Lana's hips and moved closer, pushing Justin in.  Lana's warm, tight flesh eagerly devoured him. Destiny didn't stop till she was balls deep. She pounded her friend's pussy. Lana fucked her back with matching enthusiasm. The pair's hot juices trickled over Justin's balls and dripped to the floor.

Lana's breathing was soon coming in ragged gasps. Justin felt his nuts contracting, preparing to empty themselves into her ravenous hole. Lana squealed and squeezed Justin harder than ever. He erupted inside her. Lana quivered and nearly collapsed. Destiny howled as she joined them in release.

The next fourteen succubi in a row wanted Destiny to fuck them the same way. Destiny was more than happy to oblige.

“My pussy is kinda messy. I just fucked an incubus. And you know what that's like. When those guys come, it just goes on and on....”

Several nearby succubi nodded knowingly.

“Don't worry about it, Gaye,” Cynthia said. “Justin doesn't mind. Do you Justin?”

Um...could you maybe ask her to take a shower first?

Cynthia chortled.

“Don't tell me you're afraid of a little demon spunk...”

Gaye peeled her dress over her head and laid it on the table. Her white panties were stained and dripping with demon jizz.

Would you like to cancel the deal, Justin? I can send you back right now...

Justin decided he could live with a little demon spunk.

Gaye pulled off her panties and pressed Justin's face into her gooey cooch. Justin recoiled as the mixture of incubus seed and succubus cum covered his face. He squirmed in Gaye's hand, eliciting raucous laughter.

Gaye pushed him deeper. Her juices and those of her lover got into Justin's mouth and nostrils. He retched, making the succubi laugh even more.

Gaye began fucking herself with Justin. He squirmed and thrashed, which added to her pleasure. He was mortified and humiliated. And hornier than he had ever been in his life.

Gaye brought herself to a massive climax with her living dildo. Her knees buckled as she gushed over Justin, forcing her to steady herself against the table. Justin slid out in a waterfall of sticky male and female jizz. He bounced painfully on the floor.

Another girl immediately picked him up.

“My turn...”

Justin had no idea how many succubi had used him, but he figured it had to be over a hundred. The throng of demon girls yet to be served was too much for him to count.

Next up was Maddie. She was taller than any of the other succubi Justin had seen. She wore a black latex bodysuit and black leather boots that rose to her knees. The bodysuit was sleeveless and had a plunging neckline that showed off her full breasts. Her skin was adorned with tattoos. Jet hair streaked with crimson highlights spilled to her waist. Like most of the other succubi, she had shed her wings, horns, tail, and incandescent irises. But unlike most of the others, she had kept her fangs.

In her hand was a whip with multiple knotted flails. Several succubi had spanked him since Caitlyn, but none had used a whip before. Justin's eyes rolled around like those of a spooked horse. Despite his terror, he felt himself stiffening.

Maddie climbed onto the table beside him. Her body shrank until she was only about twice his size. Justin watched her fearfully. She raised her whip and brought it down over his shaft. He twitched so violently his dildo-shaped body actually hopped. The succubi crowded around the table laughed. His skin felt like it was on fire where the lashes landed. The pain was like droplets of gasoline sprinkled over the flames of his arousal.

Maddie lashed him again. This time the knotted cords licked his balls. Justin wordlessly screamed and hopped further away. The succubi roared with laughter.

Maddie delivered a dozen more stinging lashes, criss-crossing Justin's body with welts from the tip of his head to the base of his sack. When she was done, Justin's lacerated skin felt like it was on fire.

And he was hornier than ever.

“Whipping you has got me all hot and wet, slut.”

Maddie put down her whip. She lay on the table on her back, with her legs spread in a V.  Her body started growing, and quickly regained its original size.

Maddie grabbed Justin by the nutsack and roughly shoved him in.

“And now, at last, it's my turn.”

Justin felt like a dishrag. He had been used by at least a hundred and fifty horny succubi in a row. Yet his body stiffened as Cynthia wrapped her hand around him and lifted him from the table.

“I have a special treat for you. Well, more of a treat for me, but whatever.” A pink condom materialized in her hand. She placed it over Justin's face and rolled it down his body. The outside of the condom was smooth, but the inside felt like sandpaper. Its gritty surface was uncomfortable but not really painful. Cynthia had a grin on her face that made Justin glad he couldn't pee himself anymore.

Cynthia put Justin down and lowered herself onto him. She was still wearing the slutty outfit she'd had on when she'd picked him up in the bar. She wasn't wearing panties. Justin felt himself reviving as her smooth-shaven cooch descended toward him and the cock-hardening scent of her lust embraced him. There seemed to be no limit to his new dildo-shaped body's ability to perform.

Cynthia was surprisingly tight. She was also sopping wet. Justin's body slid in smoothly as she lowered herself onto him. She rested her full weight on his abused balls. The sandpaper coating inside the condom nipped his skin.

Cynthia began bouncing up and down on Justin, pounding him against the seat. The gritty condom bit into his skin. It felt like a million tiny needles digging into him. He would have screamed if he'd been able. As usual, the pain boosted the intensity of his pleasure.

“This isn't bad, but I think it would feel better if I made my pussy a little tighter,” Cynthia remarked to those succubi who had stuck around to watch.

“You should,” encouraged one of her friends.

“Yes, he can take it. And if he can't...well, humans aren't hard to replace.”

Several succubi giggled.

Cynthia's pussy contracted around Justin. His body was compressed more than seemed physically possible. The rough surface of the condom bit into him from all sides. It hurt, but it also felt incredibly good. Justin was on the verge of coming, but to his frustration couldn't get to the finish line. Cynthia's magic seemed to be holding him back.

Cynthia tightened her kitty even more, then shuddered and gushed. Justin's need to come was torture, but he still couldn't get over the edge. Cynthia stood up, reached between her legs, and gripped Justin's nutsack. Her fingernails had turned back into claws, and dug painfully into his tender flesh. She yanked, but her pussy was still tightly contracted, and Justin didn't budge.

“Oh my,” she said playfully. “Justin seems to be stuck.”

“Let me help you, sis.” Justin recognized the voice as that of a particularly big and somewhat muscular succubus who had pounded him nearly to a pulp. A second set of fingers grabbed his nuts, and more claws bit into him.

“I'll help too.” A third set of claws gripped his sack.

The three succubi gave Justin's balls a violent tug. Justin felt like they were on the verge of being pulled off. His eyes watered. He let out a silent scream.

Several more brutal tugs followed. Just as it seemed that Justin was going to be separated forever from his gonads, his body popped out. He found himself hanging upside down between Cynthia's legs, the three succubi still painfully gripping him by the scrotum, slathered in Cynthia's cum. His body ached with the need for another release of his own.

“Thanks, girls.”

The two succubi who had helped extract Justin let go. Cynthia raised him so that he was face-to-face with her. She yanked the gritty condom from him, subjecting him to another wave of pain. She tossed him to the table.

Those succubi who were still hanging around gazed down at him. All of them had reverted to their original forms.

“Oh, hey, Vanessa!” Roxanne cried. “You made it!”

“Sorry I'm late. Where's that little fucker who dared to cheat on my best friend?”

“Right here.”

Justin turned his gaze to the approaching newcomer. His eyes nearly popped out of his head.

Vanessa was gorgeous. She had long, fiery red hair, penetrating green eyes, and a to-die-for figure. She wore thigh-high black leather boots and a black choker with an inverted silver pentacle. And nothing else.

It wasn't her amazing figure or her sexy attire that drew Justin's attention, however.

Dangling between Vanessa's legs was the biggest cock Justin had ever seen.

“Can I put him on you, Vanessa?”

“Of course, Roxie.”

Roxanne picked Justin up. Vanessa's cock was already erect. It was bigger than Justin's entire body. To Justin's astonishment and embarrassment, he felt himself stiffening.

Roxanne seated Justin on the tip of Vanessa's dick. Fear competed with arousal as it sank between his buttocks and nudged his forbidden entrance.

“He looks a little discombobulated,” the brawny succubus who had helped pull Justin from Cynthia's pussy observed with mock concern. Roxanne and Vanessa both laughed.

Roxanne tightened her grip and forced Justin downward. Vanessa's monster cock invaded his ass, prying it apart. Justin silently yowled. Roxanne continued pushing him down. He was stretched around Vanessa's cock as if he was made of elastic. The pain was overwhelming. Justin felt like he was going to break in half, but to his astonishment he didn't. Roxanne didn't stop until her former boyfriend was wrapped around her friend's cock like a giant condom.

Laughter filled the room. Some succubi who had left earlier returned to watch.

“I want you to fuck me, Vanessa. I want you to pound my pussy with that beautiful big cock of yours.”

“I'd love to!”

Roxanne leaned forward and braced herself against the table. Vanessa stepped behind her and brought her cock—and Justin's distended face—to her opening. The scent of her arousal was stronger than ever.

“Fuck me hard, Vanessa! Don't hold back.”

Justin would not have imagined that Vanessa's cock could get any bigger, but it swelled a little more, straining his already taut flesh. She nudged Roxanne's wet slit, then pushed herself in. Roxanne let out a moan more sultry than any she had ever made when Justin had fucked her. The sensation of being stretched around Vanessa's cock while simultaneously being engulfed and squeezed by Roxanne's pussy was incredible. Justin was pretty sure he would have come right then if his muscles had been able to contract. Vanessa  drove him steadily deeper, until his nuts were squeezed between Roxanne's pussy lips and Vanessa's substantially larger balls.

Vanessa and Roxanne fucked each other hard. Their gasps and moans filled the air. Roxanne's pussy squeezed Vanessa's cock like a clenching fist as her first orgasm hit her, scrunching and flattening Justin. A second orgasm racked her, then a third. Her entire body shuddered. Vanessa continued pounding her, bringing her over the top several more times.

“Come inside me!” Roxanne urged. “Fill me with your seed! Don't worry, you can't get me pregnant. You're wearing a condom!”

Vanessa pummeled her friend as if she was trying to break her. She let out a feral howl. A geyser of cum blasted into Justin. Her orgasm went on and on, filling and stretching Justin. Roxanne quivered with yet another orgasm of her own.

At last Vanessa finished emptying her nuts.  She pulled her dwindling erection out, and Justin slipped off. He landed on the floor with a comical splat. He lay there, stretched out like a used rubber, as Vanessa's thick demon spunk drained out of him.

His body twitched and began to contract back into his previous dildo shape as he at last passed out.

“I'm impressed,” Cynthia said. “I didn't think you'd last till the end. But you did.”

Justin made no attempt to reply. He was utterly spent.

“I've just cured your cancer. Now I'll just transform you back into a human, and send you back—“

No, wait!

Justin realized that he didn't want to go back. The pleasure he had experienced as the succubi had used him had been unlike anything he had ever experienced before. Despite all the degradation and the pain. Or, if he was to be truthful with himself, in part because of all the degradation and pain. Being used as a human dildo by the sexy giantesses had awakened something in Justin. He had never felt so alive.

“What is it?”

Could I...could I please stay here with you? And continue to serve you?

Cynthia laughed. So did some of the other succubi. Roxanne grinned wickedly.

“Alright, how about this? If Roxanne will have you, I'll let her keep you as her personal dildo. You'll stay in your present dildo shape for the rest of your life. Roxanne will of course fuck other men. And other succubi, including Vanessa. But you will be hers and hers alone, unless she decides to share you. You'll be her personal sex toy.”

Yes! Yes, please let me be Roxanne's dildo!

Roxanne smirked.

“I guess I could use another dildo. Thanks, Mom.”

“You're welcome, sweetie.”

Cynthia kissed her daughter on the forehead. Roxanne picked Justin up and dropped him in her purse.

Then everything disappeared in a haze of white as Roxanne and her new toy returned to the mortal realm.


Fan #3769

By Scarlett Thomas Wolfe

We meet at a store, waiting in line at the checkout. I make small talk about something in your basket. “We don’t have that where I come from,” I say curiously. “It must be a local thing.”

You offer me a taste after you pay for it. I open my mouth for you to feed it to me. The seduction has started. You feel the warmth of my lips on your fingers. From the way I sucks the tidbit into my mouth, you can tell I am savoring it.

Neither of us knows it yet, but I am the Domme about whom you are afraid to speak. You are hiding in your closet, but I will soon bring you out.

You walk me to my car. I explains that I am here to give a lecture at a local college on writing short stories. I give you a ticket and promise you will be bored out of your mind.

You don't look at the ticket until after I've left. When you do, you realize that you've just met your favorite writer. You have followed my career as a BDSM erotica writer from almost the beginning. I don't yet know that you are the fan who emails me daily. I always reply to your messages. You've never told me where you live, and I've never asked. You cloak your name, and I know you only as Fan #3769.

You go to the lecture. Your seat is front row center. I see you from the stage and wave at you. When the lecture is over, I go to a book signing. You follow. I spot you hanging back from the crowd, and get someone to slip you a note.

I know no one in this town and I hate to eat alone. Would you care to join me for a meal? My treat.

You know you should say no. You have a hundred excuses not to go but only one reason to go. It is HER. You have thought about being under her spell, in her control, for a long time. Her power over you is greater than you can admit, even to yourself.

You have no choice. You say yes.

When the crowd leaves, I walk up to you and ask if you are ready. I'm not being coy, just matter-of-fact. I take you to the restaurant in the hotel where I'm staying.

“How do you handle the crowds?” you ask as we peruse the menu.

“I just don’t worry about it. Most people who show at my lectures and signings have read my stuff. Sometimes I think they come to see if I am seven feet tall and have horns and a tail. The men think they want to be with me. The woman want to trade places with me. Or kick my ass. It's all good.”

She smiles. “Sometimes people come who aren't familiar with my work. Or claim not to be. They'll say stuff like ‘Oh I should ask what you write, but I got a hint at the lecture.’ There's times when I have to bite my tongue and tell them ‘I’m here to talk about writing. Not how many times I can fuck your ass before I get bored.’”

You giggle at that, surprising yourself. I look up from the menu as if caught off guard.

“So how are your fans? It seems like you have a lot, from what I saw.”

“Well I have a few good ones. I have one from my early days whom I count as a friend. He joined me right after I started my blog, and writes to me every day.”

You nod. You smile, unable to believe you are here with me. You try to hide your expression behind your menu. We place our orders with the server and continue our conversation.

“Speaking of fans, I haven’t heard from him much today. I got my normal morning email, but nothing since. Please excuse me for being rude, but I'd like to check my email really quick. I'm starting to worry.”

I pull out my phone and send a brief message, just a few words. Then I put my phone away. How polite, you think to yourself. She's concerned about her friend, but doesn’t want to be rude to her guest. Your phone chirps with the sound of an incoming email. You ignore it.

“That didn’t take you long,” you remark.

“Oh I just asked if he was okay. I didn’t want to keep you waiting, that would be rude of me.”

You watch my mouth as I eat. I'm not doing it on purpose, but I've been told that when I'm on the prowl I do things by instinct, things that seem innocent to me but which tend to arouse men. Of course there is whipped cream on the dessert, and I don't just eat it, I seduce it.

“May I ask a favor?” I ask coyly. “I really shouldn’t since I feel I have imposed on you enough, but I could really use your help. I will pay you for your assistance.”

You take the bait and ask what the favor is. I explain that my agent has asked her to put together a ‘toy box’ that beginners would find helpful. “They tell me Fifty Shades came out with a similar product line and that it made millions. It would be helpful to have someone from the vanilla world look at the stuff. If it does anything for you, then it will drive people who are already in the lifestyle wild.”

You hesitate for only a minute before agreeing to help.

As dinner concludes, I take a pen and paper from my purse. I write a receipt for $200.00 for “product tester”. I ask you to sign it, then hand you the cash.

You have just sealed your fate for the rest of the evening, committing yourself to serving me as my paid whore. You don’t know this yet, but you soon will.

The sample products are in my room. We walk toward the elevator.

“So have you ever taken money from a woman before for services rendered?” I ask mischievously.

“No. I'm not sure how much help I'll be. But I'll tell you if I'm excited by what I see.”

“Oh, I think we both will know if you're excited” I answer, giving the bugle in your pants a passing glance.

I give you a safe word. And as a backup, a safe signal. You’ve been reading my books long enough to know what these are. But just to be sure, I ask “So, do understand the safe word and safe gesture? Do you want me to demonstrate and use some of these toys on you?”

“Yes, please. If I want you to stop, I’ll use the safe word plums. And if I can’t say the safe word for any reason, I’ll use the safe gesture, which is to open and close my hands quickly several times.”

For the first time, you look apprehensive. You wonder if agreeing to this was a mistake.

“Don't worry,” I say in a soothing voice. “It's just in case you get uncomfortable while we try out the test products. Nothing to be concerned about.”

Once in the elevator, I let down my hair, which has been in a bun all day. I notice your reaction as I uncoil it and lay it across my shoulder. It's a silky mix of burgundy and copper that reaches to my waist. I don’t normally wear perfume, but I occasionally do when on the hunt.  A light misting that gives a subtle hint of seductive muskiness to my hair as I undo it. You may not even notice it, but your senses will pick it up and deliver it to your subconscious. You are caught off guard by the casualness of my actions. Some might reserve this for the bedroom, but I am in seduction mode. Judging by the front of your pants, it seems to be working.

We arrive at my floor, and you follow me to my suite. I toss the keys on the stand as we enter and turn to bolt the door.

Welcome to my parlor, said the spider to the fly. The expression is one I heard long ago, and at times like this I love to quote it, even if it's only to myself.

The box with the product samples is on the coffee table. I ask you to pick it up and to follow me into the bedroom. I kick off my heels as I climb onto the bed. I love this bed. It's extremely high and it's a four-poster. I hike up my pencil skirt to make it easier for me to maneuver. The top of my stocking are showing just under the hem. Your eyes try not to linger as you stand at the foot of the bed.

I instruct you to open the box and hand it to me. I have left it sealed for a reason. I want you to know that we are discovering its contents together.

The first thing I pull out is a gag. It has a braided band with a different buckling system for easy release and adjustability. It's made of the same material used for parachute cord bracelets.

“Okay product tester, let’s see how this works.” I rise from the bed and stand on my tiptoes to secure the gag in your mouth. I adjust it to fit you snugly, then climb back onto the bed and reach for the box. I produce restraints made of contrasting red and black cording which work the same way as the gag. You are standing between the bedposts at the foot of the bed, and I slip one around each of your wrists and secure you to them.

“Oh look! I guess there’s no escaping my evil clutches now, is there?” You look around, realizing that you are completely at my mercy. No one knows you’re here. No one will hear you if you try to scream. Fear flickers in your eyes.

I take my time. I get back up and remove my skirt and blouse. I stand there in a red and black lace bra, a red and black garter belt, and black stockings. I’m not wearing any panties. I’m clean shaven. You take a good, long look at my body.

“I hope you aren’t offended by nudity. I hate panties.”

I get back on the bed. I touch the front of your pants.

“I see you're not offended. That's good. It will make tonight much easier for you.” You watch nervously as I reach into the box to see what awaits us next.

“Oh wow, look at these nipple suckers. I do hope these puff up your nipples. There's nothing better than nipples that are super aroused and sensitive.”

I unbutton your shirt. I can't remove it because of your bindings, so I tug it open. I am pleased to see that you are without a T-shirt. I lick my fingertips and make small circles on your nipples, making sure they are awake for this. I then decide to suck on them a bit. As I lower my mouth to take one in, I hear your first moan escape you. I smile to myself. This is going to be so delicious for you, I silently promise. I suck one of your nipples, teasing it with the tip of my tongue while continuing to caress the other one with my fingertips. Once I am satisfied with the first one, I trade places. They are soon both wide awake and perky.

I kneel before you so that you have a full view of me licking the tip of the sucker. You stare at my mouth. I apply the first one and tighten the screw. It draws your nipple deep into the shaft, I repeat the process with your other nipple.

“I was kind of hoping to have a female sub tonight, but if I get your nipples nice and perky, I can always make do,” I say in a hushed whisper, pressing my lips against your ear. A second moan escapes you, and it's louder.

I look through the box and pull out nipple clips that will be added later. Then I pull out a small paddle. It's wooden and stained in my signature red. I had them put a wolf inlay in it. Part of my pseudonym was inspired by Red Riding Hood. A version in which a grown-up Red Riding Hood enjoys getting eaten in a very different way from the original tale.

I unzip your pants and I am surprised to find silky women’s panties.

“Oh, I may have a girl to play with tonight after all.”

I giggle. You blush. With the gag in your mouth, you are unable to explain that you are wearing them because your favorite author asked you to do this as a secret favor for her. She said that she wanted you to think about her all day. As you are standing in front of her, half clothed, gagged, and at her mercy, you have to admit you have thought of not much else since you put the panties on.

I climb off the bed and circle around you. I press my body against your back as I lower your trousers. I tug the panties down just enough to expose your ass while keeping your hard cock trapped inside the fabric. I notice that they are getting wet, but say nothing.

I rub both of your ass cheeks with my hands to bring some warmth to the area. I then spank you with the paddle. Softly at first, then harder. You're on your toes, trying to dance out of the way.

“You need to hold still or it's going to hurt worst.” I can just see the outline of the wolf on one cheek when I stop.

I go back to the box. I pull out a set of anal beads.

“I designed these to be a bit different from the regular ones.” My voice has become husky;  it drops an octave on it’s own when I get aroused. “I put the biggest ball at the top so that your ass really opens when it's removed. And please note that it’s covered in nubs for added stimulation. Also, being flexible, it can accommodate a vibrator or dildo inserted with it. Now isn’t that just delicious?”

I pause to look at the nipple suckers. They are bigger then the regular ones on the market because I like them plump and full when I play with them. I decide to remove them before starting on your ass. As I remove them you try to scream, but the gag keeps you quiet. You don't, however, use the safe gesture, and your cock remains hard. I attach the nipple clamps. I place them where they will cause the most pain. You strain to pull away, but the cuffs keep you from escaping.

I go to the dresser and remove a black strapless bra. I put it on you, covering your swollen nipples and the clips attached to them. I get back on the bed and admire what a pretty girl you are becoming.

“Oh my, with your nipples so plump from the suckers and you in the bra and panties you are going to make such a good girl to play with later. And look at how wet your panties are already.” I rub the front of your panties, making your cock dance against the wet fabric.

“My, don’t you have a big clitty for a little sissy.” You blush as I say this. But you also moan. You love the attention.

I softly kiss your cheek. “Don’t worry, Princess. I will make you my sweet little girl before this is over.” You lean into me, melting at my words.

I grab the anal beads and some lube from the box. And then a pair of gloves from my travel kit. I lube the tips of two gloved fingers and tease your boi pussy. I insert a finger. I feel you relax a bit, and slip a second finger in. I work your hole for a few minutes, making sure you are relaxed before pushing the first bead—the thickest one—into you. It's two inches in diameter. The beads grade down in size;  the next is one and a half inches, then one inch, then three quarters of an inch, and the last is half an inch. You seem uncomfortable with the first one, but the last slides in easily.

I go back to the box and pull out a Silver Bullet vibrator. I test the batteries, then add it to your ass. I turn it on and watch you dance. As I climb back on the bed, you try to protest.

“You agreed to test my products and you did accept the money,”  I remind you. “That makes you my whore for the evening, wouldn't you agree? But I won't force you to do anything against your will. Just use the safe signal any time you want to leave.”

You cannot bear the thought of being expelled from my room. From my presence. You decide the pain is worth it.

I stand on the bed. I grab the back of your head and push your face against my mound.

“I may have to remove that gag soon. I feel the need to have you suck my clit.”

I grind hard against the gag and your face. You are drooling now. I stop and get a cloth and a tube of lipstick. I dry your mouth and apply the lipstick to your extended lips.

“I want my sissy bitch to be pretty when I fuck her.”

Your eyes widen. You didn’t expect that.

“You wanted to be seduced. To be made mine. But not as a sissy. You want to use your cock, like a man. But I see through you. I know your dirty secret. You're a sub. And being used is what you live for.”

You want to deny it. But you can't.

I press my body against yours and slip my arms around your waist. You are uncomfortable being cuffed and gagged, but safer because you can’t say anything to offend me and end this magical evening.

“You do want to be my pretty little sissy bitch, don’t you? To lick my pussy and make me cover your face with my hot cream. To have me bend you over and take your boi pussy and make you squirt like a true girl. You can admit it. I promise I won’t tell anyone.”

I giggled because we both know it will be on my blog in the morning. Your moans become louder. Your cock has soaked the front of your panties with precum.

I move my arms from your waist. I rub my palm against the front of your panties and smear the coating of precum across your gag. You try to lick it, but the gag stops you.

I bend down and pull the cups of the bra down, exposing your now throbbing nipples. I haven’t removed the clips yet, and they are now a bright color and very sensitive. I pull the first clip off, and I am not gentle about it. I then suck on it hard. I rake my teeth across the tender flesh. You practically swoon. My own pussy is getting wet.

I turn on the Silver Bullet embedded in your ass. You pull away and buck a little as I continue to tease you. I rub the bulge in your panties harder as I get more aggressive with your nipples. I stop long enough to look in your face.

“You are such a little slut, turning me on like this.” I tug the other clip off, and bite the other nipple while continuing to tug on your clitty. You are sticky with precum.  I keep you right on the edge. I pause and restart the vibrator in your ass at least a dozen times.

I suddenly stop and walk to the dresser. You can no longer see what I’m doing. I pull my strap-on from a drawer and adjust the belts until it’s nice and snug. Your eyes widen as I return to the bed. My faux cock is eight inches long and two and a half inches in diameter. You can’t believe that I’m going to use it on you. I climb back onto the bed and stand in front of you.

“I have been teasing you, my little bitch. Now let’s see just how big of a slut you are. I am going to take the gag off and you are going to smear that pretty lipstick of yours as you suck my cock. Your spit and drool will be the only lube you will have when I fuck your boi pussy, so make sure you get it nice and wet. Nod yes if you understand.“

You nod yes.

I remove the gag. Before you can say anything, I rub the head of the cock against your lips. You willingly open your mouth, and I shove it in. I grab the back of your head and throat fuck you. You gag a little, but you don’t try to stop me.

Once I think you've had enough, I climb off the bed and get back into my heels so that I am tall enough to enter you at a good angle. I pull out the Silver Bullet, but leave the beads in. I place the head of the shaft against your boi pussy and shove.

“Please make me your whore, Mistress,” you moan.

“I already have, slut.”

I ram the shaft all the way into your boi pussy with one deep stroke.

“Oh God yes! Make me your bitch!”

You try to make it easier for me to get a good angle. You bend at the waist and lay your upper body on the bed. Your arms are at odd angles because of the cuffs, but you don’t seem to mind.

I fuck your ass. I go nice and slow at first. I pull out almost completely with each stroke before slowly pushing deep back in. I pull the first bead out while my shaft is buried deep within you. I increase the tempo, fucking you harder. You push back against my thrusts, skewering your ass as deep as you can on my cock. You aren’t saying anything, but you are moaning. I draw out the second bead and continue to fuck you. Your panties are almost pasted to your clitty by all the precum you've leaked. I remove the third bead, then the fourth. You are close to release. The final bead, the thickest one, is still inside you, all covered with nubs and pressing on your prostate. You know you can’t last much longer. You've never come this way, but I am determined to make it happen tonight.

I pull out the final bead. The pressure from the last bead combined with my thick shaft pushing in and out is all it takes. You fill your panties with your release. I stay inside of you for a few more strokes, just for the pleasure of driving you crazy.

I finally pull out and pick up the toys from the floor. I drop them into the bathroom sink. I remove the strap-on and add it. You are still bent over when I return, your upper body limp, your arms still bound to the bedposts. Your knees want to buckle, but the mattress is supporting your weight.

I smack your ass and tell you to stand up. You obey. I remove your panties, smearing your spent load on your thighs as I tug them off. I tell you to open your mouth, and you do. I push the cum drenched panties in.

“You made a mess, Princess. Suck them clean. I can’t send you home with dirty panties. What will people think!”

You suck on the panties. You taste the saltiness of your own cum.

“Once you get them nice and clean, you'll get your reward.”

You suck harder. I allow you a few more minutes of panty sucking before I take them from your mouth and put them back on you. They are wet and uncomfortable, but you know that you will leave them on even after you leave here.

I lay down on the bed and spread my legs.

“Eat me, bitch! Suck my clit like the way you want to suck a cock. Make me cum!”

You lower your mouth to my warmth. You can only explore me with your lips and tongue since you are still cuffed. You suck my lips and clit and slide your tongue into me, trying to fuck me with it. You finally bring me off after I grab the back of your head and force it to the spot your mouth needs to find. I grind against your face as I cum. You lap up my juices. When I finally recover, I release your head from the leg lock I have clenched it in.

I rise and put on a robe. I go to the living room and come back with two wrapped gifts. I undo the cuffs and tell you to get dressed and to go home.

“So do you think my kit will be a big seller?” I ask as you put your clothes back on. You nod your head.

I thank you for a wonderful time.

“It's me who must thank you. You have no idea how much this night meant to me.”

“Oh I think I can guess.” I say as I walk you to the door.

I hand you the boxes as you leave. “These gifts are for you, please enjoy them.”

Once in the elevator, you hurry to check your phone. You open the email I had sent you while we were at dinner.

It simply says “I know it's you”.

You collapse against the wall of the elevator when you realize that everything I did tonight was just for you.

You head home with a gift box of toys and a signed copy of my latest book.

I am sitting at my desk writing when my email alert chimes. I have a special chime for my favorite fan. I switch over to my emails and quickly read:

I checked your touring schedule, and it seems that I will be in Chicago on business at the same time you will be there speaking. Not to be forward, my Queen, but would you care to dine together again? Rest assured I expect nothing else but the pleasure of your company.

Your devoted servant,

Fan # 3769

I consider my answer carefully. I do hate to eat alone. And I did enjoy our play session several months ago. But I don’t want you to risk your job. However you are an adult, and I know you don’t get much real time play. I delay answering, allowing you to squirm for a while, as I finish the story I’m working on.

A few hours and several emails from you later, I finally answer.

My dearest fan, I would love to share a meal with you on the upcoming tour. Might I suggest we dine in my room? It will make for a more open discussion as we won’t have to worry about anyone overhearing us. And you won’t have to worry about trying to hide your hard-on when we stand up from the table.

Sincerely,

Your favorite author

Your reply is swift, and the following exchange ensues.

Oh yes, my Queen, that would be wonderful. Is there anything I can do to make the evening more pleasurable for you?

Your devoted servant,

Fan # 3769

Don’t worry about that. I will enjoy myself and take my pleasure as it comes. You might want to pack a butt plug and wear it when we meet. The pretty jeweled one from my collection would be perfect, just to help keep you thinking about me. I suggest the red jewel, as it is the biggest and the one you have yet to try. It would be the perfect way to repay my kindness by allowing me to see my gift being used. Is that acceptable?

Sincerely,

Your favorite author

My Queen that plug is rather large and as you know I have not yet been able to fit it inside of myself. But for you I will bring it and try again. If I fail will our dinner be canceled?

Your devoted servant,

Fan # 3769

No, if you can’t get it in, we will forget about it. Dinner will be on regardless. I do require you to wear a bra, panties, stockings and a garter. No make-up required. But if you can bring a pair of heels to put on during dinner that would be fabulous.

Sincerely,

Your favorite author

I can almost hear you gulping from here. I know you are frightened and thrilled at the same time. We pass several more emails about the details. You can call it dinner if you want but we both know you want to be seduced and abused again.

The date finally arrives, and I am surprised to see you in my audience. You are again front row center. I smile and give you a little finger wave.

The lecture goes well. We meet for a quick hug before the book signing. You hang out in the crowd; I see you clutching your briefcase as if it contains a million dollars. I smile to myself, knowing it contains a large red jeweled butt plug and almost certainly a pair of high heels. Poor guy, you will truly suffer for making me put it inside of you.

We finally get to adjourn to my hotel for dinner. You comment on my new short haircut and how it makes me look sassy. I roll my eyes and grab your cock, backing you in the corner of the elevator for a deep, passionate kiss. I squeeze your bulge harder as the kiss deepens. One of your hands slides around my waist, the other caresses my hair.

The doors open and an elderly couple steps in. Your floor is next. I don’t allow you to break the kiss until we are there. I remove my hand from your crotch and pull back. Turning to the couple, I smile and say “I plan on riding him all night long. Do you want to watch?” We step out of the elevator before they can answer or you can faint.

Arriving at my room, on my command you shed your clothes and put on your high heels. I call room service as you do so. I have made a few plans for tonight, which I’m hoping you will enjoy. When you emerge from the bedroom, you have your hands behind your back and a nice wet spot on the front of your panties. You look nervous that I won’t approve. Silly little plaything, you know nothing of what I approve of.

I walk over to inspect you. As I circle behind you, I see the red jeweled plug in your hands. It’s six inches long and three inches in diameter. Rather large for the untrained ass. But I know your ass has been getting trained for months.

“I am sorry my Queen. I could not get it inside myself. Please forgive me.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m sure by the end of the evening I’ll be able to get it in.”

“Yes, my Queen.” You swallow apprehensively.

“I’m going to go change clothes. When room service knocks, please answer the door.”

“Like this?” You gesture to your ‘sissy’ outfit.

“Yes. I’ve already told my room service waiter that I am having dinner with a girlfriend.”

You look like you are about to pass out. I walk up to you and press my body against yours.

“Would you rather I don’t change into a matching outfit? I could wait here with you, but we’ll have to eat our food right away so it doesn’t cool down, so I’ll have to stay dressed. It’s your choice, darling.”

“Please go change. I’ll be fine.” The thought of me in a bra and panty set is too overwhelming for you to resist. You just hope that I get back before the meal arrives.

Before I go, I turn my back to you and ask you to unzip my dress. You slide the zipper down and reverently lower the top from of my shoulders. You smell the musk that I wore to entice you. I stumble back against you, brushing my ass against your panties as I slip the dress the rest of the way down my body. I standing before you in a slip, reminding you of a scene from Cat on Hot Tin Roof.

I walk to the bedroom with the dress folded over my arm and change into a matching bra and panty set. I also step into a pair of heels. I return to the sitting room just as room service knocks. I nod for you to open it. You know that I am feeding off your embarrassment and that it is turning me on.

You open the door to find the cart being pushed by a young man with a handsome face and hunky body. You are beyond humiliated yet simultaneously turned on.

“Good evening, ma’am. May I bring in your cart?”

You step aside and allow him to enter. He sets up the cart and arranges our meals. You catch a ghost of a smirk as he leaves, and you blush. But your cock is still hard in your panties.

I sit at the table and invite you to join me. We chat. You become more comfortable, almost enjoying your ‘sissy’ role.

“Would you like a little play session?” I ask once dinner is finished. “Nothing too serious. Just enough to edge you, until you’re ready to try that plug.” I laugh.

You nod your head. I lead you to the bedroom. We lie on the bed, and I begin to touch you as if you are a girl. I instruct you to lie on your back. I don’t tie you down just yet, because I want you to touch my breasts. I straddle your hips and pull your bra down enough to expose your nipples. I want them harder, so I get up to grab the ice bucket. When I return, you’re still hard and looking so relaxed. Your trust in me is inviting. Tonight I will push you to where you have never been. I know it’s your secret desire to be humiliated.

I take an ice cube in my mouth. Holding it between my lips, I rub it over your nipples. You moan. You ask if you may touch me. I don’t allow it just yet, but continue to ice your nipples. When they are hard enough, I swallow what’s left of the ice cube and tease your nipples by sucking and nipping at them. I grind myself against your panties. The wet silkiness is turning us both on. Your moans grow louder as my biting gets harder.

“My little sissy bitch seems to like me playing with her nipples. Your clitty is so hard pressing against me.”

“Oh my Queen, your little sissy is in heaven. Please use me for your pleasure. Make me your slut again, My boi pussy can’t take that big plug, but I need you to open me up and use me like a slut. Please.”

“That’s all I needed to hear.”

I attach clips to those nice hard nipples and order you to roll over. I have a vibrating dildo just for you in my nightstand. I lube it and push it into your ass. I slowly fuck you with it. Your moans get louder as my thrusts get deeper. You start raising your ass to meet each stroke. I finally sink it all the way inside your boi pussy and order you to roll again. I tell you to worship my breasts as I play with your clitty. You suck them as I pull and tug your throbbing shaft. I soon have a hand full of precum, which I smear on my breasts. You are smart enough to lick it off without being told.

I take your hand and slip it into my panties. You part my lips and slowly tease my clit while sucking and biting my nipples more vigorously. I turn on the vibrator with the remote control while squeezing your balls.

I turn off the vibrator and remove my hand from your panties because I can tell you are getting too close to release.

“Little sissy mustn’t cum without permission. I have a surprise for you and I don’t want you to ruin it.”

“Maybe a little spanking would settle me down, my Queen?”

I roll you over and get the flogger. I flog your ass, then roll you over and pull your panties down and flog your clitty. You moan and squirm so much that I pause and cuff your wrists to the head headboard. I lash you for several more minutes. Your moans grow louder. I stop again, and cuff your ankles above your head. I pull your panties aside to expose that sweet little boi pussy. I fuck your ass with the dildo again. You sigh and groan with pleasure.

“My, my such a hungry little pussy you have, slut.”

“My Queen, I am here for your pleasure. Please use your slut as you want.”

And use you, I do. I flog your upturned ass, making sure to catch your balls every few strokes. You yelp in shock but whimper with delight at the exquisite pain.

“I am becoming bored. I think that we are done for the evening, pet. Let me uncuff you, and then you may go.” Beneath the feigned ennui there is a playful hint in my voice. We both know that I need you to beg for the big butt plug.

“My Queen, may I please stay? We can continue to play if you wish to abuse me more.”

“You have already reached your limits. Unless there is something more you want to try. If there is, beg me for it and we will continue to play. Otherwise I’ll untie you and send you on your way.”

“My Queen, will you please use the red jeweled butt plug? PLEASE my Queen. I am not ready for the evening to end!”

I bring my lips to your ear and hiss:

“Admit that I own you, and that my pleasure is most important. Convince me to allow you to continue serving me.”

You tell me that you are mine to do with as I will. That my enjoyment is all that matters, and that your own pleasure means nothing. I watch in stony silence. Your begging becomes more frantic. At last, in desperation, you offer me a deal.

“My Queen, please allow your slave more time in your presence. I will do almost anything for you, as long as it doesn't cause permanent damage to my body.”

“Tempting, I must say. Would you beg to be fisted, I wonder?”

You swallow hard. But before you can say anything, I answer my own question.

“I think you might. But don't worry, it’s not my scene.” You sigh with relief. But we now both know that the answer would have been yes.

“Please, my Queen, use me! Teach my hole to accept the red jeweled plug. I beg you! Make me your stretched out whore. I want to be claimed and humiliated by you.”

I rise from the bed, leaving you bound to the headboard by your wrists and ankles. As I leave the bedroom, you yell out, “I want you to FUCK my ass and make me your whore!”

I am trying to hide my smile as I reenter the room. I am carrying a suction cup dildo, easily seven inches long and as thick at the base as my wrist. I’m also carrying a jar of lube. Your eyes widen and your sissy clitty twitches.

I lay the dildo and jar on the night stand and pick up the red jeweled butt plug.

“Beg me, one more time, to use this on you and to train your ass. I want to be sure that you really want it.”

You immediately start pleading for me to ravish you.

I again move your panties aside. I apply lube to both your boi pussy and the plug, then push it into your opening. I force it into you with one slow, steady, unstoppable push. You’re eyes nearly roll into the back of your head, but you don’t ask me to stop. Once it’s all the way in, I again get off the bed, allowing you time to adjust to having it inside you.

“Oh my Queen, it’s so big!  It’s filled me up completely! I’m actually enjoying it. I feel more like a slutty girl now. My Queen, you are too good to me. Please flog me or spank me again. Please use me some more!”

I climb back onto the bed. I start applying make-up to your face.

“I want my slut to look the part, don't you?” I spread whore red lipstick across your lips. I don't care how garish it looks. Actually the more lurid the better. I plan on ruining it soon anyway.

“Yes, My Queen. Paint me up! Make me your whore.”

“Don’t worry, slut. I’m going to. You’re going to show us both just how much of a whore you’re willing to be by the end of the night.”

I reach for the vibrator on the night stand. I turn it on high and place it against the base of the butt plug. I free your boi clitty from your silk panties and aim it towards your face. I know that in a few minutes you will erupt and I want you to have a facial.

“My Queen, I’m going to cum! Please, my Queen, do I have permission?”

I deny you permission. And remind you that if you disobey, you will be punished. You explode as the words leave my mouth. Covering your face with your own jizz.

The make-up is smeared. I smirk. You opened your mouth at the last moment to try to catch some of it, like a true slut. But most of it landed elsewhere.

“You disobeyed me. Such a bad thing to do.” I undo your restraints. Your legs and arms fall around you, and you lay spent on the bed. I reach for my phone and take a picture of your cum-stained face and quickly email it to you.

“My Goddess, please punish me for my lapse.” I can tell that you are sincere in your desire to atone. And that you are still aroused.

I know that you will need a few minutes to recoup. I set up my laptop on the pillow beside your head. I have sissy boi porn loaded, with a sissy boi being spit roasted. I make sure that you can see it. The sissy is getting his make-up ruined as well. He is gagging on one cock as another spoils his hole. The moans coming from the screen are reviving your need. I attach the suction cup dildo to the headboard above your face. I pick up a massive strap-on and fasten it around my waist. You keep your eyes on the porn, but watch me from the corner of your eye with a mixture of excitement and fear.

“Slut, you disobeyed me, and although you are my favorite fan, I cannot stand disobedience. So you have three choices. You can suck the 'cock' mounted on the headboard and take mine in your ass. You can suck mine and pound yourself against the one on the headboard. Or I can do neither, in which case I will stop answering your emails. You have one minute to decide.”

You don’t hesitate.

“My Queen, please fuck my boi pussy while I suck the other cock.”

You get on your hands and knees and take the faux member attached to the headboard in your mouth. You don't take much, but you will be gagging on it soon. You still try to watch the action on the screen. Wanting to see it but not wanting to admit to yourself that it arouses you.

I yank the dildo from your ass. You want to scream, but you have a cock in your mouth. I roughly ram my strap-on into your now empty hole. You gasp and gag as I drive it in with enough force to push your mouth further down the other shaft.

I start to fuck you. Your moans grow louder, and I notice that you are taking more of the dildo into your mouth. I add the flogger to the mix for added encouragement. You eagerly devour both silicone toys with your slutty holes. My pillow and quilt become soaked with drool and spent cum from your previous climax.

I pound you harder. I sense that you are already close to release, and pull out before you explode. I want to test a theory. I order you to get dressed. You whimper and whine and beg me to allow you to finish. I pretend to think about it. I remove the toy from the head board and move it to the tile floor in the bathroom. I instruct you to sit on it.

You don't even hesitate. Your hungry boi pussy takes it balls deep in one try. You moan with pleasure. I set the laptop where you can see it. I order you to fuck yourself on the toy and then I add my plot twist. I start to flog your erection.

As I expected, you release in a matter of seconds.

We are done with the games for the evening. I help you clean up, just enough to get your through the lobby and to your hotel. I know that you like feeling 'dirty' afterwards. We talk and end on a good note as you kiss my cheek goodnight and leave my room. Happy to have served me yet again.


But I'm Not a Lesbian!

by Zoe DeNoir

“What do you mean, Ralphie lost the package?”

“He...he thinks maybe he dropped it off at the wrong address. He's not really sure. You know what he's like.”

I frowned. I'd been working here for almost twenty years, and never encountered a more incompetent courier.

“Do you have any idea how important that parcel was, Ryan?”

“Yes, I know. We were short staffed that day. No one else was available.” The young dispatcher looked like he'd rather be having a root canal than talking to me.

I took a deep breath. Black Cat Adult Toys was one of our biggest accounts. It was the second time in as many months that we'd botched one of their deliveries. The last time had been the result of a traffic accident. It hadn't been our driver's fault, but it had still taken me a lot of work—and a promise of a week's worth of free deliveries—to persuade Black Cat's bitchy young boss, Brittany Gunner, not to dump us for another courier company.

“It's not my fault that imbecile works here, you know,” Ryan whined.

“I know, Ryan. I know.”

Ralphie was the general manager's son. I had more than once tried to tactfully convince Mr Bates to switch Ralphie to other duties. We would have been better off paying him to sit in a back office and play video games all day than to have him on the road. Bates wouldn't hear of it.

“I could lose my job cause of this, Ryan. So could you.”

“I know, Dana. I'm sorry.”

“I'll speak to the client. Maybe I can smooth things over.”

“If anyone can do it, you can! Good luck!”

I wished I felt as confident as I was trying to sound.

“Dana, you need to get that account back.”

Mr Bates didn't waste any time on niceties like “Hello” or “How are you?”

“As you are undoubtedly aware, Black Cat is our third biggest customer, and accounts for 12% of our net revenue.”

I nodded demurely. Bates had been hired when the company had changed hands a year ago. He was pushing sixty. His enormous belly bulged over his trousers and even with the AC going full blast his body odor was winning the battle against his antiperspirant. Overbearing, pompous, and venal, he was despised by almost everyone who worked for him, including me. Some of the staff called him Master Bates behind his back.

“I'm giving you three days to get that account back. If you fail, I'll be terminating your employment with this firm. Do you understand?”

“I—I'll find a way to fix this, Mr Bates.”

“Good. Be sure that you do. Now if you'll excuse me, I have other matters that require my attention.”

How the fuck am I going to convince Brittany Gunner to give us another chance? She nearly had smoke coming out her ears the last time we lost a parcel.

Failure was not an option. I'd landed this job straight out of college, and had never worked anywhere else. If I was fired, I wouldn't have a good job reference. And I'd be disqualified from unemployment insurance. The economy was moribund, and AI was eliminating more and more marketing jobs. Making matters worse, the companies that were still hiring wanted younger applicants. My savings would keep me afloat for a few months at best. I'd lose my condo and be forced to move in with my mother.

I have to do this. I have to convince Brittany to give us one more chance. No matter what it takes.

I took a deep breath, pulled out my phone, and brought up Brittany Gunner's number.

Black Cat's flagship retail store and corporate head office were located in a brick building that had once been a garment factory in what was now the trendy arts and fashion district in the lower west end. A century ago, the neighborhood had been home to factories, workshops, and warehouses, but now it was filled with hipster cafes, trendy art galleries, and small tech startups.

Black Cat had been our customer for many years, and the relationship had always run smoothly. As luck would have it, the venture capital company run by Brittany's father had taken over Black Cat and parachuted newly-graduated Brittany into the top position a week before we missed our first delivery. Brittany had given me a very hard time about it, perhaps wanting to prove how tough she was. Dissuading her from taking her business elsewhere had not been easy. I hadn't actually met Brittany in person;  our prior interactions had all been via email and phone.

I'd never been inside a sex shop before, but was curious to see what it would be like. For years I'd been telling myself that I'd pop in one day, without telling anyone who I was, and quietly look around. But I'd been so busy that I'd never gotten around to it.

My appointment was for 11:00 am. I arrived twenty minutes early. It was mid July, and my blouse was already clinging to me by the time I got from my car to the front entrance.

The ground floor showroom was bigger than I expected. I was amazed by the variety of merchandise on display. Vibrators of every sort, including wands, rabbits, and clit suckers. Dildos and strap-ons that ranged in size from mini to monster. Fleshlights, butt plugs and anal beads. Lubricants, massage oils, incenses, and candles. Clothing that ranged from lacy teddys and barely-there thongs to racy nurse, French maid, and policewoman costumes. Naughty greeting cards, games and novelties. BDSM gear that included whips, handcuffs, armbinders, gags, blindfolds, and gimp masks, along with furniture like spanking benches, X-shaped crosses with wrist and ankle restraints, and chairs with holes in the seats that I realized with a shock were intended to hold someone's head in place while someone sat in them. Even life-sized sex dolls and sex robots, some of them whole bodies, others just a disembodied head or pelvis.

There were only two other people in the store, not counting the staff. An awkward young man who was checking out the sex robots and a short, bespectacled granny who was unabashedly inspecting the vibrators. The young guy furtively pawed the breast of a blonde android who was taller than he was. Neither he nor the little old lady paid me any attention. I nonetheless I felt self-conscious as I wandered the aisles. It took effort not to gawk at some of the items.

“Can I help you, Miss?” A female clerk asked. She was a short, curvy girl with spiky aubergine hair, multiple tattoos, and a black T-shirt with a goth band I'd never heard of.

“Um, yes. I have an appointment for 11:00 am with Brittany Gunner.”

The purple-haired salesgirl gave me an odd look. “Come this way, Miss.”

She brought me to a counter where another clerk, a tall, slender woman with obsidian skin and thick shoulder-length braids, was looking something up on a computer terminal. She gave me a fleeting once-over as her coworker escorted me behind the counter. I wasn't certain, but I thought I saw a sneer flicker across her lips before she returned her attention to her monitor. I ignored her. Her coworker led me through a door and down a corridor to an elevator.

“This will take you right to Miss Gunner's suite on the third floor. I'll let Stacy, her executive assistant, know you're here.”

“Thank you.”

I tried to calm myself as the metal car lurched upward. I was usually pretty chill, but butterflies were dancing in my stomach. If I didn't persuade Brittany to give us another try, my career was toast.

The elevator doors parted, revealing a spacious waiting room with floor to ceiling windows, a black leather couch with matching armchairs, a white marble floor, and a huge cherrywood desk behind which sat a young woman who had to be Stacey. Stacey looked more like a wannabe porn starlet or a low-rent dominatrix than an executive assistant. Her bleach blonde hair was cut in a jawline bob, and her clingy scarlet dress showed off a pair of boobs that I was pretty sure had had some surgical embellishment. She didn't look up from her computer as I stepped into the room. I walked up to her, doing my best to project friendly confidence.

“Hi. I have an appointment with Brittany for 11:00 am.”

Stacey looked at me as if I was a gob of bubblegum she'd just stepped in.

“You can sit over there. I'll let her know you've arrived.” She nodded toward the seats, then turned her attention back to her screen.

I seated myself on the couch. Brittany kept me waiting for more than an hour. A little before noon a delivery man brought lunches from a nearby cafe for Brittany and Stacey. Stacey accepted hers and then waved him through the door behind her. She ate at her desk. She didn't offer me so much as a glass of water. I regretted not bringing a lunch of my own. I fidgeted with my phone, checking our company's Web page and social media sites and my email. I had trouble concentrating, and did not get much accomplished.

“Brittany will see you now,” Stacey informed me at last.

“Thank you.”

I took a deep breath and stepped into Brittany's office.

“So tell me, why should I continue using your service when you keep fucking up like this?” Brittany was not one to mince words.

“I'm so sorry about the lost parcel. The courier who did that won't be permitted to do any more deliveries for you.”

“Won't be permitted to do any more deliveries for me? Are you telling me that clown is still on your payroll?”

I looked at the floor. Brittany hadn't invited me to sit, so I was standing in front of her desk like a schoolgirl in the principal's office. She was a daunting woman. Only twenty one years old and fresh out of school with a business administration degree from an accelerated program at a prestigious university, and already running the newest company her father had taken over.

“You haven't even fired that moron and you have the nerve to come here and ask me to my face to continue doing business with you?”

“He—he's the boss's son.” My voice was barely a whisper. My eyes remained on the floor.

Brittany laughed.

“Girl, that's no excuse. If I was that incompetent, my father wouldn't even have given me a job making coffee.”

My hackles rose at being called “girl” by this haughty young woman two decades my junior. I swallowed my annoyance. I couldn't afford to alienate her any further.

“I—I know, Brittany. I'd fire that nitwit in a heartbeat if I could. But it's not my call.”

I raised my gaze, looked Brittany in the eye, and gave her my best smile, trying to use our shared antipathy toward Ralphie to bond. Brittany did not look impressed.

“If—if you give us another chance, we'll give you free deliveries for the next month.” Bates would freak out, but I was desperate.

Brittany sneered.

“What good are free deliveries if you keep losing my stuff?”

It was a valid point, and I didn't have a good answer. I sensed that any attempt at bullshitting this woman would only make things worse.

Brittany looked me up and down. She rose to her feet, circled to the front of her desk, and leaned against it. I'm fairly tall for a woman, but the top of my head barely reached her chin. She had model-perfect features, long silky black hair, striking aquamarine eyes, and the kind of slim but curvy body that guys go crazy for. She wore a black suit jacket over an ivory blouse, a short black skirt, and three inch stilettos. The topmost buttons of her blouse were open, displaying a generous amount of cleavage. I've never lacked for male attention, but I didn't hold a candle to her. It galled me that she'd had her job handed to her as soon as she'd finished school, while I'd had to work my ass off for more than a decade to get into management. She smirked, seeming to read my mind.

“Look, I really need to keep this account. I'll be fired if I lose it. Please give my company another chance.”

Brittany was silent for a long moment.

“Just how far are you willing to go to...satisfy me, Dana?”

I looked Brittany uncertainly. She was making me nervous.

“I have a proposal for you. A very unconventional one. If you agree, I'll give your company another try.”

“I'll do whatever it takes. Anything.”

Brittany smirked. “I'm not so sure about that.”

I felt like I was stepping into a trap.

“What...what do I need to do to make things right?”

Brittany grinned. “You're an attractive woman, Dana. For someone your age.”

My brows furrowed at the backhanded compliment. The young CEO laughed.

“How would you like to be my sex slave for the afternoon?”

“Uh...what?”

“If you serve as my personal sex slave for the next few hours, I'll forget about this screw-up and give your company another go.”

I was stunned.

“I...er...are you serious?”

“Completely.”

“But I'm not a lesbian!”

Brittany smiled. “I know. That makes it more fun.”

I swallowed. I nearly turned around and walked out. But I didn't.

I had never made love with another woman. I'd never even kissed another girl. I grew up in a conservative family that frowned on “alternative lifestyles”. And I liked men. I'd married my boyfriend after we both finished college, and had been with him until three years ago when I'd found out he'd been cheating on me. Since then I'd been focused entirely on my career.

A part of me had always been curious about what it would be like to be intimate with another woman. In the dead of night I'd invented fantasies in which a taller, stronger woman would use me as her plaything. Sometimes more than one woman. I'd never told anyone about these fantasies. Could Brittany sense these hidden desires lurking inside me?

“I won't make you do anything too crazy. And if you find it's too much for you, you can back out and leave at any time. I'm not going to force you do anything against your will.”

Brittany's smile widened into a wicked grin.

“But it would be awfully fun to get you on your knees and turn you into my fucktoy.”

I blushed. I was tempted to tell her to get lost. That I was nobody's “fucktoy”. But I couldn't do it. A warm, tingling excitement buzzed between my thighs.

Oh my God, she's making me horny!

Brittany laughed. She stepped forward and stroked my cheek. I stared up into her eyes, my heart pounding. I hated that I was getting aroused by this arrogant bitch.

She gave me a safe word. And a backup safe signal, which was to tap three times on the nearest surface with my hand or foot. She had to explain what these were.

“So, what do you say, girl?”

“I...umm...”

Part of me still wanted to walk away. It would be hell trying find another job. But I'd still have my pride. Another part of me very much wanted to say yes. To give myself to this strong, confident woman. To let her use me like the dominant women of my fantasies.

“I...uh...”

My blush deepened. I'm normally composed and decisive. This wasn't like me at all.

Brittany gazed into my eyes. She seemed to already know what my answer was going to be.

“Yes,” I finally whispered. “Yes, I'll do it.”

“Beg.”

“What?”

“Convince me to allow you to serve me.”

I felt like Alice stepping into the rabbit hole.

“Brittany, would you...would you please allow me to serve you?”

“It's Miss Brittany to you. And you're going to have to do better than that, girl.”

“Please, Miss Brittany. Please let me...let me be your...your fucktoy!”

“Better. Are you sure you want this, Dana?”

I gulped.

“Yes.”

She slapped me. Not hard enough to really hurt, but hard enough to sting.

“That's for taking so long when I told you to beg.”

I glared at her. She stared back, daring me to say something. I lowered my gaze.

“Strip.”

I slowly undid my blouse. My fingers trembled as I opened the buttons. Brittany watched me like a hungry coyote noticing a plump rabbit. I removed my top and laid it over the back of a chair. I felt like I was in a dream, and that someone else was controlling my actions. I was scared. But also excited. My cheeks reddened.

“That's it,” Brittany encouraged. “Keep going.”

I unclasped my bra and laid it over my blouse. I've always been slim, and can still get away without wearing a bra if I want. My hardened nipples betrayed my arousal. Brittany smiled, causing my blush to deepen.

I slipped off my low-rise pumps and placed them by the chair. My heart was hammering. I slid my stockings off one by one and put them with my other clothes. I hesitated, then unzipped and removed my skirt. I was left standing before Brittany in nothing but a pair of white cotton panties. My eyes were on the floor, unable to meet hers.

“What are you waiting for, girl? Get those panties off.”

I slid my panties down and stepped out of them. I wasn't dating, and my bush had not been trimmed for a long time. I burned with embarrassment. Brittany didn't seem to care.

“Good girl, Dana.” She stepped forward and ran her fingers through my hair. Her full breasts brushed my naked skin.

“As my slave, you'll of course be required to wear a collar and leash.”

“Uh...what?”

Brittany circled back behind her desk and pulled a black leather collar from a drawer. A long silver chain with a black loop handle dangled from it. It looked like something you'd put on a dog. She fastened it around my neck.

“That's better.” She ruffled my hair. I felt utterly degraded. Yet the need Brittany had awakened was still smouldering inside me.

“I'm going to handcuff your arms behind your back.” She looked down at me with a wicked smile. “I can't have my slave trying to play with herself while she's serving me.”

My eyes widened as she pulled out a pair of padded leather handcuffs from the same drawer she'd gotten the collar from. She drew my arms behind my back and fastened them around my wrists. My heart was pounding faster than ever. I was now completely at Brittany's mercy. I realized belatedly that no one even knew where I was.

Brittany called Stacey on the intercom. “Clear my schedule for the afternoon.” She hung up and pulled a small plastic device with a needle from her drawer.

“Stick your finger out.”

I reluctantly obeyed.

Brittany jabbed my finger. I winced. She stuck the needle into a slot in the top of the gadget and waited. A green light flashed.

“Good. You don't have any diseases. Didn't think you did, but I had to make sure.”

I'd heard of the new STI instant test kits, but never seen one. They were apparently quite expensive. I was relieved by Brittany's caution. It had been years since I'd been intimate with anyone, and I hadn't even thought to worry about the risk of getting a sexually transmitted infection.

Brittany squeezed my right breast, her fingers toying with my straining nipple. Pleasure radiated through me at her touch. I barely suppressed a moan.

My auburn hair was tied in a low bun at the back of my neck. She undid it, letting my hair fall free.

“That's better.”

Brittany removed her jacket but left her blouse on. She unzipped her miniskirt. I watched as if hypnotized as she slowly slid it down to her ankles and stepped out of it. Her lacy black thong followed. Her dark bush was trimmed into a tidy triangle above her cleft.

“Get on your knees, slut.”

I frowned at the slur. I could count the number of people I'd been intimate with on my fingers. But I kept my mouth shut and got on my knees. I really needed to keep this job.

She stepped over to the chair where I had put my clothes and scooped up my blouse, skirt, stockings and underwear. She tossed them on the floor in front of me.

“You're going to be spending quite a bit of time on your knees this afternoon. You can use your clothes for padding. I don't want my fucktoy to be uncomfortable.” She smirked.

I didn't appreciate having my clothing treated like rags, but held my tongue. My stuff would be a wrinkly mess went I left, but I would be going straight home from here. It's no big deal, I told myself.

She picked up the handle of my leash, then leaned against the edge of her desk and parted her thighs.

“Come here.” She gave the leash a tug.

I shuffled forward, blushing again.

“Good girl.” She spread her legs wider. “A little closer.”

She drew me nearer, so that my face was just inches from her kitty. I was almost light headed from the heady mixture of anxiety, indignation, and lust warring inside me. I couldn't believe that I was about to lick another woman. And not just any woman, but this arrogant, bitchy girl who had barely finished school. It irked me that I was going to serve her in such an intimate and submissive manner and that she would be doing nothing to look after me in return. Yet the need simmering between my thighs was growing stronger.

“Start by giving me some little kisses on my thighs. Take your time. We have all afternoon.”

I tentatively brought my lips to Brittany's soft, creamy skin. She wasn't wearing stockings or pantyhose. I'd never been this close to another woman's private parts before. The delicate scent of her arousal reached my nostrils. Her fingers slid through my hair, caressing me almost affectionately. I moved closer to her center, then further back, teasing her.

“That's it, girl. You're doing well.”

My heart welled with pride at the unexpected praise. I didn't want to care what this bitch thought, but obviously some part of me did.

My lips continued to meander over her supple flesh. I shifted to her other thigh. She cooed and tightened her grip on my hair, pulling me closer to her cleft. I could feel the heat emanating from it.

“Worship me with your mouth, slut.”

I looked up at her and scowled. I'm not a slut! I wanted to shout.

Yet here I was, about to pleasure this young whore with my mouth. Indignation gave way to humiliation.

“What are you waiting for, bitch? Do I need to slap you again? Get to work!”

I lowered my eyes and placed a tentative kiss on Brittany's cleft. Then another. She let out a contented murmur. I seethed with indignation. But my arousal kept growing. It was no longer a smouldering glow, but a crackling sizzle. I wanted to do something about it, but even if I'd been able to overcome my embarrassment, I couldn't touch myself because of the handcuffs.

I moved my lips to and fro, caressing her plump outer lips and her soft mound before slowly running my tongue up and down her slit. Her intricate folds felt like the petals of a flower. Her delicious taste filled my mouth. I teased and sucked her straining clit, making her moan.

I steeled myself, then pushed my tongue deep into her folds. She groaned and leaned back. I pushed deeper, eliciting more sounds of pleasure. She squeezed her big boobs, then opened her blouse and began playing with her taut nipples. Her warm, silky nectar dribbled down my chin and trickled over my tongue and into my throat. My own lust was becoming an inferno. I would have jilled off if I could, no longer caring what Brittany would think. But I could do nothing to alleviate my raging need.

Brittany gripped my head and started thrusting. I groaned as she literally fucked my face. My pussy started to drip.

“Oh my God, I'm gonna come!”

Brittany pounded my face hard, making me whimper. Her thighs tightened like a vice around my head, and she let out a sultry moan. Her climax went on and on. Her wetness spilled down my chin and splattered my breasts and thighs.

At last she relaxed. I drew my face back from her sopping pussy.

“We're nowhere near done yet, slut. I'm going to need a lot more of those.”

Holy shit, she really is going to keep me here all afternoon! I knew that I could use the safe word or the safe signal to back out. But I didn’t.

Bittany’s fingers gripped my hair.

“Get back to work, you lazy bitch.”

Brittany groaned and let go in my face for the seventh or eighth time. She released my head and let me pull away.

I had been licking, sucking, and tongue-fucking this oversexed cow for at least two hours. My tongue ached. My body was cramped and sore from being in the same position for so long. The lower half of my face was coated with her silky juices. Her heady taste was entrenched in my mouth. I hadn't gotten to eat lunch, and my tummy was quietly rumbling. All of these aches and discomforts, however, were little more than background noise compared to my need to come.

“That wasn't bad, slut. I can't believe you've never eaten another woman before.”

“Um, thanks. Can I put my clothes on now?” I couldn't wait to get home and get my vibrator out. Hell, who am I kidding? I'm going to be jilling off as soon as I get to my car.

Brittany laughed heartily.

“You think we're done already? You agreed to serve me for the afternoon. That was just the warmup.”

Oh my God, I can't take any more of this. I need to fucking come!

Brittany laughed at the distress on my face. She pressed the intercom. “Stacey, would you like to come back here and try out my new slave? She's quite gifted.”

“I'd love to, Boss.”

“Tell Layla and Ashanti to come up when it's their break. I think they'll enjoy her talents too.”

“Will do.”

“Wait. I didn't agree to serve any other people.”

“You're free to leave any time you want.”

I remained on my knees. I told myself it was because I needed to keep Brittany's account. But that was only a half truth. A dark excitement filled me at the thought of being used by Brittany's underlings.

Stacey joined us. I lowered my eyes, unable to meet her gaze. She giggled.

“Looks like you've given her quite a workout already, Boss. Are you sure she can handle me? You know what I'm like.”

“We'll find out. Slut, you need to thank Miss Stacey for agreeing to help me with your training. You need to tell her how grateful you are for the privilege of serving her.”

I started at Brittany in disbelief.

“You...you want me to thank her? But I'm the one doing all the work! She should be thanking me!”

I immediately regretted my words. If I wanted to keep Brittany as a customer, I needed to do whatever she said, no matter how unreasonable or ridiculous. But it was too late.

“She's an insolent little bitch,” sneered Stacey. “She needs to learn some manners.”

“She certainly does. For someone who's come here begging me for a huge favor, she's very full of herself.”

“A good spanking should help adjust her attitude.”

“Yes, I agree.”

Brittany stepped aside. Stacey hopped onto the desk, using it as a seat, and spread her legs. She patted her lap. “Get up here, loser.”

For fuck's sake, they can't be serious.

I grit my teeth and reluctantly lay across Stacey's lap. I could feel her firm thighs against my belly, the undersides of my breasts, and the tops of my own thighs. My arms and legs dangled to either side of her. My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

I've never been tough when it comes to handling pain, and I was nervous. Yet the feel of Stacey's body against mine was sending fresh excitement coursing through me. I despised myself for getting aroused by this irritating bimbo.

Stacey raised her arm and brought her hand down on my exposed bottom with a crack that made my flesh jiggle. I winced.

“You can do better than that, Stacey. This whore disrespected you. You need to teach her her place.”

Stacey brought her hand down harder. I forced myself not to yelp. I didn't want to give these bitches the satisfaction of hearing me in pain.

The blows kept coming. I lost count of how many after the eleventh or twelfth. My ass was on fire. My eyes were watering. Yet to my surprise desire still coursed through my veins like some diabolical drug. Instead of dampening it, the pain and humiliation seemed to be edging it into new territory. I wanted Brittany and Stacey to take me. To use me. To quench their lusts with my body.

I am one sick fucking girl.

“Look how red her ass is, Boss. It's almost glowing. Think she's had enough?”

“Hmm,” said Brittany, bringing a finger theatrically to her lower lip. “I'm not convinced she's learned her lesson yet. Keep going.” I sensed that I was not the first woman these two had tag teamed this way.

Stacey's assault on my ass resumed. I whimpered. It felt like it was never going to end. 

“Have you learned your lesson, Dana?” Brittany asked. Stacey paused, her arm raised in mid air.

“Y-yes, Miss Brittany.”

“Good. Now thank Miss Stacey for disciplining you. And then thank her for allowing you the honor of pleasuring her.”

“Th-thank you for disciplining me, Miss Stacey.” I nearly choked on the words. “Thank you for teaching me my place. And for giving me the privilege of serving you.”

Stacey chuckled.

“That's better, slut. Now get back on your knees.”

I clambered off Stacey's lap and knelt in front of her. She stood up, a malicious grin on her face. She pulled her little red dress over her head and tossed it aside. I was not at all surprised to see that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. She stepped forward and roughly clutched my hair.

“Lick me, you useless ho.”

I obediently brought my lips to Stacey's kitty. She was fully shaven. Her folds were soft and warm, her scent delicate and enticing. She moaned as I slid my tongue in.

“Don't hold back, Stacey. Use that stupid bitch hard!”

Stacey didn't hold back. She tightened her grip on my head and mashed my face into her pussy. “Get that tongue in deeper, ho!”

My face must have been as red as my ass as I delved deeper into Stacey's warmth. She was noticeably less tight than Brittany. I tried not to think about how many people she had fucked.

It didn't take me long to make Stacey come. She peaked a lot quicker than Brittany. But, like Brittany, she wasn't satisfied with just one climax. Or even three or four.

She just kept going.

As Stacey was grinding out what must have been her tenth orgasm, in the corner of my eye I saw Brittany wrapping a strap-on dildo around her waist. It dwarfed my ex-husband's cock. And that of every single one of the half dozen other men I'd slept with.

Jesus, does she actually think I can take that monster? She's going to break me in half!

Stacy pounded my face like a lust-crazed bull and gushed in my mouth yet again.

“Brittany, I...I think that's a bit too big for me...”

Brittany laughed. Stacy was finally sated, and Brittany was now standing in front of me. Her artificial cock looked astoundingly lifelike.

“You're not the first girl to tell me that. Don't worry. It might hurt, but I'll make it fit. I won't force you, though. Want to quit?”

I was scared. That monster cock was going to stretch me wider and deeper than anyone ever had before. My pussy would never be the same. Yet a part of me wanted Brittany to fuck me with it. For her to pound me so hard that I could barely remember my own name.

“N-no, Miss Brittany. I don't want to quit....”

“That's my girl. Stand up.”

I rose unsteadily to my feet. Brittany unclasped the cuffs from my wrists. Then, to my surprise, she scooped me up in her arms like a bride on her wedding night. I felt a strange thrill as the young Amazon effortlessly lifted me into the air. Stacey moved Brittany's laptop and the few papers and other objects on her desk out of the way. Brittany laid me on the bare desktop almost reverently. I gazed into her eyes with a mixture of apprehension and anticipation.

Brittany plunged two fingers into my sopping hole. I gasped and nearly came on the spot. Brittany grinned knowingly and pressed upward, hitting my G-spot. I came hard, soaking her fingers.

“Did I give you permission to come, slut?”

Permission to come? What the fuck?

“N-no, Miss Brittany...”

“Don't you dare come again unless I give you permission. Or our bargain is off.”

“But—but I can't control—“

Brittany withdrew her fingers and brought them to my lips.

“Clean the mess you made off my fingers, whore.”

Oh my God, she wants me to lick my own cum!

“What are you waiting for, slut?”

I parted my lips and let her push her fingers between them. I tasted myself for the first time. My brain was repulsed. But my pussy got wetter.

“Hi boss!”

“Ashanti! Layla! You're both taking your break at the same time?”

“It's dead downstairs. Calvin arrived for his shift just as Stacey was telling us to come join you on our breaks. He said he could look after things downstairs by himself so that we could come up here together. He told us to take our time.”

“Excellent. Come in.”

Ashanti and Layla stepped into the office. Brittany's fingers were still buried in my mouth. “No one told you to stop sucking, bitch.”

I continued cleaning Brittany's fingers, my face glowing with shame.

“Aww, she looks so cute naked and collared and sucking your fingers like that,” Ashanti teased. Layla smirked.

Brittany pulled her fingers out with a wet pop. She walked to the other end of the desk and positioned herself between my legs. She slid the tip of her fake cock up and down my slit. I bit my lip and tried to think of something unsexy to keep myself from getting further aroused, not wanting to come without permission. I visualized Ralphie, with his gawky, beanpole physique, almost nonexistent chin, and Coke bottle glasses. And Mr Bates, with his ponderous gut and deodorant-defying perspiration. It helped.

“Mind if I try out the new toy?” Ashanti asked. She was already sliding her latex miniskirt off.

“Not at all.”

Ashanti removed her panties and climbed onto the desk. She straddled my face on her knees. I had never had sex with two people at the same time. My heart pounded as the tall, dark-skinned beauty lowered herself onto my face. Her round ass covered my cheeks and forehead. She planted her kitty squarely over my mouth. She was already wet.

Brittany found my entrance, and pushed the enormous head of her cock in. I groaned into Ashanti's pussy. Ashanti giggled.

“Get that tongue moving, you lazy ho!”

I got to work on Ashanti's hungry flesh. She squeezed my breasts and pinched my straining nipples. Another moan escaped me.

“Damn, this bitch is tight!” Brittany exclaimed. I whimpered beneath Ashanti as she slowly forced it deeper, stretching and filling me more than I had ever imagined possible. It was uncomfortable. Indeed a little painful. But it felt surprisingly good. I didn't want her to stop.

What the fuck has gotten into me? These women are turning me into a submissive, sex-crazed whore!

Brittany's fake balls pressed against me. Oh my fucking God, she got the whole thing in! She held still for a moment, allowing me to adapt to her size.

Then she started fucking me.

She went slowly at first. I groaned as she slid back and forth inside me. Ashanti started grinding against my face. Her hot juices dripped into my mouth and throat. I had no choice but to swallow.

“The dildo I'm fucking you with is our newest model,” Brittany remarked, her voice a little breathy. “It has a built in vibrator and clit sucker. The harder I fuck you, the more it stimulates me.”

Brittany's thrusts picked up speed. She grunted and moaned as she pounded me. Ashanti rode my face more enthusiastically than ever, using me as if I was one of the sex toys in the showroom. I felt myself nearing release, and frantically attempted to distract myself with more images of Ralphie and Bates. It was no longer working. The pleasure radiating through me was too intense. I begged Brittany to let me come, but my words were muffled and unintelligible. My smothered pleas pushed Ashanti over the edge. She shuddered on top of me as she came.

“My turn!” exclaimed Layla. The tattooed, purple-haired goth had shed her jeans and panties, but was still wearing her T-shirt. As soon as Ashanti dismounted she climbed onto the desk and took her place.

Brittany continued hammering my pussy. She held my legs in the air by the ankles as if they were handlebars. My body quivered with each savage thrust. Layla matched her tempo, riding my face as if it was the last thing she would ever get to fuck. She abruptly tensed, then let out a feral howl.

“Would you like to come, Dana?” Brittany asked as Layla lifted herself off my face and rejoined Ashanti and Stacey.

“Oh God yes! Yes!” I had never needed to come so bad in my life.

Brittany pulled out and walked back to the other side of the desk.

“If you can take my cock all the way down your throat, Dana, I'll let you come.”

I stared at the glistening monster bobbing between her legs. I had never deep throated anyone before. Not even my husband. Brittany gripped my upper arms and drew me forward till my head was dangling over the edge of her desk. She took my head in her hands so that her fingers cushioned me from the sharp edge. She nudged my lips with her cock.

“Well?”

“I—I'll try...”

“That's my girl.”

Brittany didn't give me time to say anything more. She forced her oversized cock into my mouth. My jaw was pried as wide as it could go. The raw taste of my own arousal once again invaded my mouth.

“These dildoes have built-in sensors with AI chips that can tell when you're coming,” said Brittany. “When the wearer comes, they shoot out synthetic cum. I'm told it feels and tastes just like the real thing.”

She pushed her cock deeper, steamrolling over my tongue.

“Mmmmppphh!”

“Do you want to quit, Dana? Just tap on the desk three times if you want to quit, and we'll stop.”

I refused to tap out. I've come this far. No fucking way I'm giving up now!

Brittany kept going. Her cock slid into my esophagus, stretching my throat tightly around it.

“Nnnggghhhh!”

I couldn't breathe. I forced myself to remain calm. Surely she won't let me suffocate. Will she?

“Mind if I fuck her while she deepthroats you, Boss?” Ashanti asked.

“Go ahead.”

Ashanti had already donned a strap-on. Her cock, like Brittany's, was enormous. She nudged my gaping kitty with the tip, then pushed deeper.

“Ohhhh, you're right about these new dildos, Boss. This feels good. It's like having a real cock!”

Brittany's cock reached my collarbones as her massive balls collided with my upside-down face. Ashanti pushed her own cock all the way in. I squirmed and moaned as they filled me from both directions.

My need for release had become unbearable. I tried to bring my hand to my clit, no longer caring if it cost me Brittany's account.

“Oh no you don't!” Stacey grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the desk. I whimpered in frustration.

“She took it all the way in. She's earned the right to touch herself.”

Stacey released my wrists. My fingers found my clit and started rubbing. Ashanti gripped my hips and pounded my pussy. Brittany pounded my mouth and throat. The pair mercilessly battered me between them.

My lungs started to burn. I told myself I should tap out, but couldn't bring myself to do it. Brittany pulled back far enough so that she was no longer blocking my throat, allowing me to suck down some air. Then she drove her cock back in and resumed fucking me.

Ashanti lost it. I felt her artificial cock jetting inside me. Brittany followed, spraying hot spunk deep into my throat.

My body convulsed as the most powerful orgasm of my life rocked me from head to toe.

Ashanti and Brittany continued pumping me full of cum. I nearly passed out. Brittany pulled out. A moment later Ashanti did the same. I sputtered and panted.

Brittany turned to her sidekicks.

“Who wants to fuck this slut next?”

“You were incredible, Dana. I'm really impressed.”

I blushed like a schoolgirl at the unexpected praise.  A broad smile lit my face.

“However, to be honest with you, I'd rather not continue using your company. Not with that imbecile Bates and his idiot son—what was his name, Ralphie?—working there.”

My smile vanished. I felt like I'd just been punched in the stomach. I don't believe it! She's reneging on our agreement!

“I did make a deal with you, Dana. And I will honor our bargain. If you decide that's still what you want. But I have an idea that I think you'll like better.”

I looked at her uncertainly.

“Your courier business would be doing a lot better if it was under competent management. It's exactly the sort of business my dad likes to take over. You've proven yourself to be very dedicated to your company and your job. You've also shown yourself to be adaptable, self-disciplined, and able to handle intense stress.”

Brittany paused and smiled.

“I'd like to propose to my father that he buy your company. And that he fire Bates and Ralphie—and any other deadwood—and put you in charge. Interested?”

“Are...are you serious?”

“Very.”

“Oh my God, yes!”

“Excellent.” Brittany held out her hand. “Welcome to the Gunner family.”


My New Mistress

by Scarlett Thomas-Wolfe

I am waiting to be taken possession of. I am being loaned by my Master to another Dominant for a few months. He wouldn’t tell me anything about my new owner, but did warn me not to embarrass him by misbehaving.

I’m a trim 29 year old female. I’m also a willing sex slave. I’m kept, used, and treated like a human sex toy. I’m free to leave at any time, and can halt the action with just a word or gesture whenever I wish. Not that I can imagine many circumstances in which I’d want to do that.

I am blindfolded by my former Master before he leads me into the foyer of my new owner’s home. I am of course naked and on a leash, crawling behind him.

He tells my new owner that I am obedient and that I enjoy a fair amount of pain. He also reaffirms that at some point he does want me back.

And then he’s gone. I hear his heavy footsteps receding in the hallway and the door closing behind him. I wait, trembling, unsure what to expect.

I’m surprised when I hear my new owner’s voice for the first time. My new Master is a woman! I’m bịsexual, but my former Master never allowed me to play with females, aside from other slaves. I tingle and feel my pussy contract at the thought of being at the mercy of a woman.

My new owner informs me that I am going to be given a series of tests to see if I am ready to perform to her standards. I nod and answer, “Yes, Mistress.”

She removes the blindfold and tugs my leash. I am still on my hands and knees, and know better than to look up, so all I can see are her red stilettos and black stockings.

I crawl behind her down the hallway. She opens the door to what I am guessing is her playroom. I see bare hardwood floors, a double bed’s wrought iron footboard, the edge of a quilt, and the legs of a wooden chair. I don’t dare lift my head.

“This is your suite. Each suite is much the same. You have two dressers, one for ‘toys’, the other for clothing.”

I gasp. I have not been permitted clothing before.

“Oh, I know that gasp, you have been denied clothing before. Well, I am a woman and I know what your body goes through every month. Believe me, I WANT you to wear clothing at that point. But to continue. You are to clean your room and any toys that we use. Your bathroom is en suite. You will maintain it as well.

“There is also a closed circuit TV. It will be displaying nonstop BDSM porn. I’m going to keep you in an almost constant state of arousal. You are of course forbidden to self-pleasure. The TV is monitored. Don't let me hear that you’ve broken any rules, because I don't provide mercy to rule breakers.”

She orders me to stand. I see her for the first time. She is magnificent. Wavy, flame colored hair, a figure to die for, and eyes that would be the envy of emeralds. Her lips are painted a color that, if I am lucky enough, will stain my skin.

I pray to be that lucky.

She cuffs my wrists to the metal pipes of the footboard. My collar is removed and replaced with a choke collar. She attaches a leash with enough play to enable me to remain standing with my head bent but my back straight. If I try to raise my head I choke myself.

She stands behind me and runs her hands over my ass and down my legs. I moan softly as my pussy moistens. I feel her nails as she draws her fingers back up my legs. I’m in heaven, and can't stop myself from thanking her.

Her hard nipples press against my back.  A finger parts the lips of my pussy. I tense a little, knowing that she is about to find me wetter than I’d like. She slides her finger in with ease. My pussy constricts around it. She tugs the choke chain with her free hand and slips another in.

“Oh God, yes please,” I whisper. I can't help myself. She’s so different from my male Master. He was all force. She is subtle but far more arousing.

“You will begging every time I enter your room before I’m finished with you, slut,” she hisses in my ear. She pulls the chain tighter.  A third finger is already inside me. “I will make you addicted to my use and abuse.”

I fight back the urge to start begging to cum right now. Instead I manage to say, “Yes Mistress. I look forward to serving you in any way you see fit.”

I have become wetter in the first ten minutes of her ownership than I ever was after hours of being fucked by my former Master. She withdraws her fingers and smears my pussy juices across my face. I feel empty and wanting with her fingers gone. I want more. I want her!

She releases the chain, letting me catch my breath. I brace myself for what I hope will be the best day yet of my sexual life.

She moves to the bed and kneels on it, facing me. She slowly bends her head and takes my left nipple in her mouth. I catch a hint of lilac in her hair as I bow my head lower. She teases my taut nub with her tongue and lips. She plays with the right one using just the tip of one finger, drawing tight circles around it. I want to cum. I want to beg. But my former Master preferred me to only scream out in pain or extreme pleasure when he fucked me, so that is my how I behave for her. My pussy walls are contracting against themselves now that her fingers are no longer there. I moan and purr as softly as possible as she teases my nipples. I want her mouth to capture the other nipple for the same delicious torment.

“Oh does my pet slut enjoy this?”

“Yes Mistress.” I can barely get the words out.

She rewards me by repeating what she’s doing with my right nipple, again tracing her fingertip over the left one. I am covered in goosebumps. My pussy aches for release.

“Oh yes,” I mumble. “More please!”

I immediately feel her teeth. I am caught off guard by the sudden change in the pressure and the violence of the bite. I gasp in pain. But my pussy only aches all the more. I am hooked. I want nothing more than to serve her.

“Oh Mistress, thank you! Abuse your pet slut! Use me for your pleasure!”

Oh God, I want to explode! My body is alive like never before. My former owner fucked me not two hours ago, but I wasn’t this aroused. How does she know me so well?

I cry out in pain as she twists one nipple while biting the other. My juices start to drip from my yearning folds.

She stops and leaves the bed. My upper body collapses against the iron footboard like a discarded towel. She leaves me panting and wanting.

She returns and attaches nipple bands to my breasts. I am used to clips, but not to these bands. My abused nipples swell around them. She then attaches nipple clips, but only after putting the chain that is attached to them through the bars of the footboard. Every movement will now cause me pain.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I moan. I am impressed by her sadistic creativity and by how serious she is about my training.

She places a jeweled princess plug against my lips and tells me to get it wet. I suck it into my mouth and pass my tongue around it. It’s longer and thicker than the one I’m used to wearing, but not as big as a cock. She pulls it out and brings it to my ass. She teases me for a moment or two, then shoves it in. I whimper and moan, thanking her again and again.

Once the stainless steel plug is all the way in, she warns me that a spanking will be next. “Yes please, Mistress,” I answer.

She begins with a few warm up swats with what feels like a leather paddle. Then she starts to hit me like she means it. I jump and jerk as much as my restraints allow. With each twitch and jolt, I either choke myself or make my nipples feel like they are being torn off. I especially enjoy it when the paddle catches the princess plug just right and seems to drive it farther into me. I thank her repeatedly.

She finally stops and removes the cuffs and clips. I again repress the urge to beg to be allowed to cum.

She takes my leash and points to the floor. I immediately get down on all fours. She leads me around the room, making me crawl behind her, before ordering me to get on the bed and kneel. She shackles my ankles to the footboard, then pulls my arms behind my back and binds them together and attaches them to the center of the footboard. My leash, still attached to the choke chain collar, gets attached to the headboard. I am completely at her mercy. 

I feel a dildo being pushed into my dripping slit, but can’t see it. It’s bigger than I’m used to. She tapes it in place with a strip of surgical tape across the back of my thighs and the base of the dildo. My pussy is fuller than it’s ever been and desperate to cum for her.

She reattaches the clips to my swollen nipples and tapes a Magic Wand to one thigh. The head of the vibrator is shoved against my clit. I gasp as I realize she’s going to force me to orgasm. No one has ever forced me to cum with a vibrator before. My Master didn't care if I came or not unless his cock was involved.

She tests the speed setting of the wand, startling me. I jerk upward, pulling the chain and the attached clips. I scream as the sharp pain in my nipples drives me over the edge and I cum. I can't stop myself. I feel the muscles of my ass and pussy clenching the toys filling them.

My Mistress rejoins me on the bed. She props herself against the headboard, her legs spread and her pussy presented to me like a gift from God.

“Did I give you permission to cum, slut?”

“N-no, Mistress! I’m so sorry, Mistress!”

“You will be punished for that, of course. But first you will lick me. You will worship my pussy and make me cum. I will cause you to release as well, with the help of the wand.” As if I needed to be reminded of it, she buzzes my pussy again.

“You will come to associate your releases with giving me pleasure. The happier you make me, the more pleasure you’ll be granted.”

She moves closer. She smells so clean. Her pussy glistens with the dew of her arousal. I lower my mouth to her warmth. Unable to use my hands, I must rely on my mouth to satisfy her.  I part her folds with the tip of my tongue and make contact with her clit. She twitches ever so slightly. I find her opening and delve inside. I take my time and explore, wanting to give her as much pleasure as possible.

I feel the vibrator come to life as I return to her clit. I tug it with my lips, pulling it into my mouth, then flick it with the tip of my tongue. I taste her juices as they begin to flow and thicken from my efforts. Her nectar is sweet and encourages me to even greater effort.

She buzzes my clit, turning the vibrator on and off and several times as I worship her. My body shudders and cum drips down the inside of my legs. She occasionally pulls the leash attached to my choke collar or the chain connected to my nipple clips. The random jolts of pain make me swoon against her.

She pushes my head more firmly against her mound. The collar chokes me, but I don't care. I lick harder. I want her to cum more than anything. I want to be the reason she erupts in glorious bliss.

She releases the leash and the chain. I am panting and dripping as she pulls away. She lets me catch my breath before getting off the bed, leaving me to lick my lips clean and to savor the lingering taste of her sweetness. My head remains lowered, not only due to the choke collar but also from the energy spent in trying to bring her release and my own multiple orgasms. She reaches under my arms and removes the clips from my breasts, then rolls off the bands. The blood rushing back to my swollen nipples brings them alive, causing me both great pleasure and great pain. I nearly collapse, but the collar prevents me from laying my torso on the bed. My wrist and shoulders ache from the angle they are being pulled. But I am still being treated better by her than my former owner.

She removes the cuffs from my wrists, allowing me to move my arms, and I thank her. She unfastens the leash from the headboard. My legs are still shackled to the bedposts. I fall forward, resting my upper body on the mattress.

I feel the lash of a flogger on my upturned ass and thighs. The surgical tape securing the dildo in place provides some protection, but most of my flesh is exposed and vulnerable. She turns the vibrator back on as she lashes me. I am aroused by the mix of sudden pain from the flogger and the now-constant buzzing of the wand against my clit. I cum again and again. I thank her and beg for more. To be permitted to do more for her.

The flogging stops as abruptly as it began. She yanks the tape away, then unshackles my ankles. I am ordered to lay on my back. My ankles and wrists are again secured, this time leaving me spreadeagle. The butt plug is still in my ass, the dildo is still in my pussy, and the buzzing wand is still firmly pressed against my clit. She hasn’t turned it off for roughly five minutes.

She picks up the flogger. This time she attacks my swollen nipples and my pussy, giving each the same number of turns. I squirm, but can’t move much. She has me bound very securely.

“Oh, my little slut seems to like it when I make her cum and give her pain at the same time? Do you like it, slut?”

“Oh God! Yes, Mistress, use your slut! I’m such a bad girl. Punish me for cumming without permission!”

She climbs back onto the bed and straddles my waist without touching me. Her eyes gaze down into mine. She turns the vibrator to high before grabbing my nipples and twisting them, making me scream. The stimulation from the vibrator is almost unbearable. But what pushes me over the edge is not the vibrator or the pain but the way she looks at me as I lie helpless beneath her, enduring her abuse. I cum harder than I have ever cum in my life. I struggle and thrash, thrusting my pelvis upwards and twisting my upper body.

She changes tactics and pinches my nipples instead of twisting them. I erupt in another orgasm. I whimper incoherently. She rises and turns off the vibrator. She removes the tape from my thigh and puts the vibrator on a stand beside the bed. She allows me a few moments to recover.

She partially withdraws the dildo, then rams it back into me. She repeats this over and over, watching my reaction. She pushes it all the way in and rubs my clit with her thumb. She continues to fuck me as she torments my clit. She keeps bringing me close and then stopping short.

I remember what she said earlier. That she would make me beg. I beg and plead. I even try to bargain, offering to do anything she wants if she will only grant me release.

She stops and walks away. I turn my head, trying to follow her with my eyes, but she disappears from my field of vision. I am soaking wet, a hot mess. My body is bruised from the spanking and flogging. My clit and nipples are throbbing and swollen. My ass and pussy suck hard on the toys buried inside me, as if trying to devour them.

She returns with a strap-on around her waist and an evil look on her face. She releases my ankles and pulls the dildo from my pussy. She rubs it across my lips and commands me to open up. She slides the dildo in as soon as I do, pushing it deep enough to make me gag. The taste of my own cum fills my mouth. I am ordered to keep the dildo there until she tells me otherwise. I nod, no longer able to speak.

She raises my legs onto her shoulders and kneels between them. She drives her strap-on into my pussy. I gasp around the plastic cock in my mouth. The strap-on is even bigger than the dildo she just removed from my pussy, and much bigger than most of the real cocks I’ve experienced.

She starts fucking me. She pounds me harder and deeper than most of the guys I’ve had. Saliva trickles down my chin. I try to scream, but the dildo in my mouth makes it impossible.

I’m in heaven.

She continues to pummel me. I’m getting close to cumming again, this time just from her fucking me. If my hands weren't bound I would wrap them around her waist.

I let out a muffled wail as I explode over and over in my strongest orgasms yet. She pulls the plug from my ass and replaces it with the her strap-on. She goes all the way in with one brutal shove. A blast of pain hits me as my ass is opened wider and deeper than ever, but the pain is welcome. She ravages my ass with the same intensity that she used on my pussy.

I had stopped paying attention to her hands, but notice that they are no longer on my thighs. Then I feel it. She uses a nipple clip on my swollen clit. Even the dildo in my mouth cannot stop my scream. It’s more out of surprise than pain, but the pain is definitely there. She slips three fingers into my pussy while continuing to fuck my ass with her strap-on. I am close to exploding again. I can't believe how well she knows my body.

Her head tilts back and her entire body shudders as she cums like a tempest. I release once more, and for the first time in my life I squirt.

She withdraws from my pussy and pulls the dildo from my ass. She removes the clip from my clit and the dildo from my mouth. I am a babbling idiot. My legs are trembling and twitching. I fight to catch my breath. I can only mumble “Thank you, Mistress.”

She was right. I will beg every time I see her. I am addicted. I will beg to serve as her slave.

“And now, you filthy slut, I am going to punish you for cumming without permission. I will have you completely trained for my needs by the end of the week. I am very good at knowing just how to punish my slaves for maximum effect.

“The rules are very easy. If you are making me cum and are able to ask, ask, or better, beg for permission. If you can't speak but I am cumming, you may cum.” She hissed several of the words.

“Now BEG for your punishment, you worthless whore.”

Disobeying her comes at a price, but occasionally it is so worth the cost.

But that story is for another time.


Turned into a Medical Demonstration Doll

by Zoe DeNoir

“Jack cheated on me again. I want to kill that bastard.”

Annalisa frowned.

“Again? Seriously? This is what, the third time?”

“Yeah. That I know of.”

“This has to stop, Caroline.”

“I know. I'm going to speak to a divorce lawyer tomorrow. I'm sick of working my butt off while that asshole drinks beer and watches football all day instead of looking for a job.”

A mischievous smile lit Annalisa's face.

“I have a better idea. There's some women you need to meet.”

Caroline could hardly believe she was meeting Sybil Matheson, the billionaire CEO of Nova Nanotech.

“It's a pleasure to meet you, Ms Matheson,” Caroline stammered as a servant led her and Annalisa into a parlor.

“Please, call me Sybil.”

The female tech tycoon was younger than Caroline had expected. Perhaps forty or forty-five. She was a striking woman, elegantly but casually dressed in low-heel pumps, dark slacks, and an ivory silk blouse that subtly showed off her statuesque figure. She had long raven hair with streaks of premature white that only added to her arresting appearance. And pale grey eyes that seemed to peer right into Caroline's soul.

“This is Dr Stein, my top bioengineering expert. She led the team that developed the technology we'll be using to cure your husband of his cheating.”

“Call me Pandora.”

Pandora was also younger than Caroline would have expected, probably in her late thirties. She looked more like a goth or punk rocker than a senior scientist at one of the world's largest tech companies. Her red hair struck out haphazardly in every direction, like a young female Einstein. She wore faded black jeans, scruffy running shoes, and a T-shirt with snarling zombies reaching out to dismember whoever was in their path. Multiple tattoos adorned her arms. One extended across the back of her left hand.

“Pandora specializes in nanobots—molecule-sized robots—that modify biological systems at the sub-cellular level. It's no exaggeration to say she's the world's leading authority in the field.”

Sybil introduced Caroline to the other four women in the room. All were very prominent in the community. They included the city's deputy chief of police and the vice president of a controversial women's rights association. They were all members of a group Caroline had never heard of called The Sisterhood. Caroline had had to sign a contract vowing never to speak to anyone about this group or its activities unless it was to recruit potential candidates in need of their “services”. And even then she couldn't say much, or reveal the identity of anyone in the group. Caroline was still in the dark as to just what it was that The Sisterhood did.

Sybil invited Caroline and Annalisa to take a seat. An attendant brought a tray of coffee, tea, pastries, and fruit, then vanished. Sybil asked Caroline to tell them what had brought her here. Caroline started to cry as she described her husband's infidelities. Sybil put a hand on her shoulder as if she was a longtime friend.

“We're going to teach Jack a lesson he's never going to forget.” Sybil proceeded to describe the special project Dr Stein had been working on for the last eight years, and how their newest invention could “rehabilitate” Jack.

When she finished, Caroline was smiling for the first time in days.

“Jack, you need to learn a lesson.”

“I already said I'm sorry a dozen times, babe.” Jack didn't even turn from the big screen TV, where his favorite football team was deadlocked in a battle for a spot in the quarter finals.

“Look at me when I'm speaking to you, you miserable fuck.”

Jack turned to Caroline with a frown. Caroline couldn't believe she'd once considered this loser a catch. She'd met him during her first year of medical school. He'd still been an undergraduate, but because she'd skipped three grades in elementary and high school, he was a year older than her. She'd been smitten with his hunky good looks and swept off her feet by his charm. She'd also been enamored with his rock-star status as the varsity football team's lead quarterback, although she knew next to nothing about sports. She'd never been the girlfriend of somebody who was popular before.

Jack's glory days as an athlete were now just a memory. As was his charm. At least with Caroline. He could clearly turn it on when he wanted to pick up some bimbo. He still had his looks, but his muscles were no longer toned, and he was starting to get a beer gut. Caroline could barely stand to look at him.

“You need to be punished for what you did, Jack. Otherwise you'll just keep doing it again and again.”

Jack's eyebrows raised.

“Punished?”

“Yes, punished.”

Caroline had a malevolent grin that Jack had never seen before. The self-assurance melted from his face.

“You're going to participate in an experiment. You're going to help test a machine that transforms people into...well...pretty much whatever it's told to.”

Jack stared at his normally meek wife as if she'd just told him the Earth was flat.

“I've made friends with a couple of people who work at Nova Nanotech. Perhaps you've heard of them? They developed the biofabricated organs that hospitals now use for transplants. And the molecular bots that construction companies are starting to use to build small houses.”

The worried look on Jack's face warmed Caroline's heart.

“As your punishment, I'm going to turn you into a medical demonstration doll. And I'm going to use you to teach my students some unpleasant health care procedures.”

Jack's team scored a touchdown. He didn't even notice. He swallowed the remnants of his beer and put the empty can on the end table beside the coaster.

“You've got to be kidding.”

“Do I look like I'm kidding, you worthless shit?”

Jack's eyes widened. He was used to Caroline insulting him in a heated rage. But not to her disrespecting him in a calm, confident manner like this.

“Look, if you paid a little more attention to me, and a little more attention to your looks—“

“Fuck you. That's not going to work anymore.”

Jack's brow furrowed.

“And what if I just say no?”

“Not a problem. I'll call a divorce lawyer this afternoon.”

Jack stared at his wife. What the fuck has gotten into her?

“By the way, you know about the amendments to the divorce laws that were passed last week, right?”

“It's the playoffs, babe. I haven't had time to follow the news.”

Caroline smirked. Jack paid only passing attention to the news regardless of what was happening in sports. And when he did, his eyes glazed over at stuff like politics and law.

“As of last week, divorce is no longer no-fault. If one spouse cheats, and the other divorces them because of it, the cheater gets nothing. No share of the assets. No alimony. And the aggrieved spouse automatically gets the house. The divorce process has also been streamlined. It only takes a few weeks now. You're going to need to find a new place to live.”

“Babe, look, can't we talk about—“

“Fuck you. This is a take it or leave it offer.”

“Look, this is crazy. I don't want to lose you—“

“You don't want to lose being supported by me and living here for free. You don't want to end up having to move back in with your mother.”

Jack paled at the mention of his mother. The boy band music she constantly played drove him nuts. The way she talked on and on—to him or anybody else who happened to be around—about her sexual adventures made him wish he was at the dentist's. And worst of all, her endless chores and errands would put an end to his idle days of quaffing beer and watching sports.

“Look, I've been trying to find work, babe. The economy is really bad right now. Robots and AIs are taking all the jobs...”

“There are still jobs. Maybe if you'd majored in something other than the history of volleyball you'd have better luck finding one.”

“I was planning to become a professional football player. I didn't think it mattered what I studied. I almost got picked as—“

“I don't want to hear it. All you ever talk about is sports and how you nearly made the big leagues. You're twenty-nine years old, Jack. It's been six years since you finished university. You haven't held onto a single job more than six months. And it's been a year since the last one.”

“Sweetie, let's talk this over. I'm sorry that—“

“I have nothing more to say. We have an appointment at the lab tomorrow afternoon at 3:00. You'll be serving as a medical demonstration doll for my class the following morning.”

“This is crazy. I just made a mistake. I promise it won't happen—“

“You've made the same mistake three times in a row. At least. And each time you make the same promise. You need to learn a lesson.”

“But—“

“I'm sure your mother will be delighted to have you back.”

“Alright, I'll do it. Whatever.”

“Wonderful. I'll let the team at Nova Nanotech know you've agreed to volunteer.”

“Take off your clothes and lie on this bed,” Dr Stein ordered.

Jack was flustered. He was in a lab with Dr Stein, a technician named Ludmilla, and Caroline and Annalisa. He had not expected to be ordered to strip in front of a small female audience.

“Come on, hurry up! I haven't got all day.”

Jack reluctantly peeled off his clothes and got onto the hospital bed.

“Do you think you could make his penis bigger?” Caroline asked. “It's a little on the small side. My students are going to need to be able to see what I'm doing.”

Jack's face reddened. He had movie-star looks that drew second glances, but his erections, at barely more than four inches, were nothing to brag about.

“Sure,” said Dr Stein. “He is kinda small.”

“He's hung like a chipmunk!” Annalisa tittered.

Jack looked like he was going to argue, but had enough sense to keep his mouth shut.

Dr Stein nodded to Ludmilla.

“How does ten inches sound?” Ludmilla asked.

“Perfect.”

Ludmilla turned to a laptop that interfaced with the AI who would control the nanobots conducting Jack's transformation.

“Amy, enlarge the subject's penis to ten inches. And enlarge his testicles proportionately.”

“No problem, Ludmilla,” a female voice responded.

“The AI is female?” Caroline asked.

“Technically she doesn't have a gender,” said Dr Stein. “But Sybil felt that, given her superhuman intelligence, it was only fitting that she be female.”

Annalisa and Caroline both laughed.

Ludmilla turned her attention back to Jack. She deftly attached an IV to the back of his hand. Jack winced as the needle pierced his skin.

“This IV will introduce the nanobots into Jack's bloodstream,” Dr Stein said. “From there, they'll be able to get into his cells and rearrange things as needed at the molecular level. The bots will modify his brain so that it no longer responds to his commands. They'll also make other modifications. His body will be fortified so that it can take more punishment than normal without lasting harm. And so that he can go almost indefinitely without eating, drinking, or using the bathroom. And of course we'll give him a decent-sized penis to reduce the elf-sized one he came with.”

Annalisa snickered.

“The bots will also build a transceiver in his brain that will allow Amy to hear his thoughts,” Dr Stein continued. “She'll be monitoring him day and night. If at any point he can't take anymore and wishes to renege on his agreement, he can let Amy know using the transceiver. Sort of like the safeword system used in BDSM circles. Sybil is adamant that—for legal compliance reasons—everyone who participates does so of their own free will. Since none of these clowns got consent from their victims, if it was up to me I'd just force them, whether they like it or not. But Sybil's the boss.”

Caroline nodded. If Jack backed out, she'd just proceed with her original plan of divorcing him. But she was pretty sure he wouldn't renege on their deal, despite the misery she had in store for him. He really didn't want to have to get a job. Or move back in with his mother.

“If you'd like, I can give each of you a transceiver too,” offered Dr Stein. “Sybil, Ludmilla, and I all have one. The process is less involved than the whole body transformation Jack is undergoing, so you won't have to be put to sleep for it. We just inject the nanobots in your arm, and they do the work in the background, without you even being aware of it. Once the transceiver is assembled, you'll be able to hear everything that goes through Jack's mind. And you'll be able to talk back to him by sending thoughts from your mind directly to his. You'll be able to 'hear' everything that Jack thinks and feels, but he—and anyone else with one of these transceivers who happens to be nearby—will only be able to 'hear' what you decide to share with them.”

“That sounds cool,” said Annalisa. “Like telepathy. I'll take one!”

“Great. Roll up your sleeve, please.”

“I don't know about this,” fretted Caroline. “The technology is still experimental.”

“The transceivers are safe. They were developed years ago, and have been thoroughly tested. The military is already using them, and a version for civilians is on its way.”

The idea of not just watching Jack suffer but being able to hear his thoughts firsthand as he was getting schooled appealed to Caroline. Jack's treachery was bringing out a very sadistic side of her.

“Alright, I'll take one.”

“Jack's transformation will take between one and two hours,” Ludmilla said once she had given Caroline and Annalisa their transceiver injections. “I'll stay here to ensure that everything goes smoothly. The two of you can grab a coffee in the cafeteria while you wait, if you'd like.”

“Sounds good,” replied Caroline. “See you in a while.”

“Bye bye, Jack,” said Annalisa as Ludmilla pulled a white sheet over his face.

“Ready to see him?”

Jack was on the hospital bed where Caroline and Annalisa had left him, still covered from head to toe by a white sheet. A daunting erection tented the thin fabric. Ludmilla was standing beside him. Dr Stein had left.

“Go ahead, Ludmilla.”

The technician pulled the sheet down to Jack's shoulders. His face looked the same, but was completely inert, like a model in a wax museum. A mix of shock and horror distorted his handsome features. Annalisa giggled.

“Can you do something about his face? I was hoping for a more neutral expression.”

Jack's eyes flitted to and fro. He seemed to be trying to speak.

“The technology still has some bugs that we're working on. I sometimes think Amy has developed a sense of humor. She may have given him that expression as a joke.  Other than his face, everything appears to be in order. I advise just leaving him as he is. If we make Amy redo him, something else could get messed up.”

“Okay, no problem. I think he wants to say something. Dr Stein mentioned that we'd be able to hear his thoughts.”

“Yes. Amy, activate the neuro-transceivers.”

Babe, can you hear me? Jack's voice pleaded inside Caroline's head. Annalisa and Ludmilla could hear him too.

Yes Jack, I can hear you.

Honey, do we really have to do this? I could make this up to you some other way. Maybe I could do the dishes for a week.

Annalisa guffawed. Caroline didn't find it so amusing, knowing that Jack was actually serious.

“Is there a way to turn my transceiver off? I don't want to listen to him whine all night.”

“Just think the words transceiver off, and you'll stop hearing him. And transceiver on if you want to hear him again.”

Babe, no, wait—

Shut up, Jack. Transceiver off.

Jack's voice disappeared. Annalisa chortled, then turned hers off too.

“Let's have a look at his new cock!” Annalisa pulled the sheet down to Jack's thighs.

His new cock was a lot bigger than his old one. Not only longer, but thicker. His balls had been enlarged to match.

A wicked grin crossed Annalisa's face.

“You said his modified body would be a lot more resilient to stress and injury. Mind if I test that out?”

“Maybe that's not such a good—“

Annalisa gripped Jack's balls and gave them a hard squeeze. Jack's eyes nearly popped out of his head. Caroline giggled.

“They seem pretty solid.” Annalisa gave his nuts a brutal yank. Jack's eyes rolled into the back of his head. A tear ran down one cheek.

Annalisa gave his cock a playful slap, making it wobble. She whacked his cock again, harder this time. Caroline joined in. Jack's new cock seemed to have been designed to stay permanently erect. His boner bobbed back and forth like a pendulum.

“I'm so sorry, Jack!” Annalisa's voice dripped with sarcasm. “We're being so mean. Let me make it up to you.”

Annalisa wrapped her fingers around the base of Jack's shaft. She slowly slid her hand up to the head, then slid it back down again. She repeated this several times. If Jack had been capable of getting any harder, he would have. His eyes pleaded with her to continue.

“You like that, huh?” Annalisa crooned. Her free hand cupped his sack and squeezed, gently this time. Her fingers caressed the head of his cock.

Annalisa's sensuous ministrations quickly drowned out the lingering ache in Jack's groin. Was it his imagination, or was his supersized cock even more sensitive than the old one? He willed his body to move, trying to thrust in her hand, but his muscles wouldn't respond.

“I bet you'd like this even better if I took you in my mouth, wouldn't you Jack?”

Caroline and Ludmilla both looked at Annalisa as if she'd lost her mind. Annalisa ignored them. She turned her neuro-transceiver on so that she could hear Jack's reply. Caroline turned hers on too. Ludmilla's was already on.

Yes! Fuck yes! Suck my cock, Annalisa! Jack was almost frantic with lust.

Annalisa's hand continued to slide up and down his shaft. Her grip tightened. Her other hand massaged his balls almost lovingly.

Beg for it, you worthless fuck.

Anger flashed in Jack's eyes. He wanted to grab Annalisa's head and force it onto his hard-on, but his arms refused to obey his brain.

Please go down on me, Annalisa. Please!

Annalisa lowered her mouth to his cock. She paused just above the head, so close that he could feel her warm breath on his skin. Jack could no longer string together a coherent sentence. He let out a needy moan.

Annalisa stepped back and laughed.

“Did you really think I was going to suck your cock, loser? As if!”

All three women burst out laughing.

“Goodnight, Jack,” said Caroline. “I'll see you tomorrow.”

No, wait! Please! I need to come! You can't just leave me like this!

“Yes, we can.” Caroline gave Jack's straining cock another swat, batting it like a cat playing with a captured mouse.

“Your demonstration doll will be waiting for you at the school when you arrive,” said Ludmilla. Jack's eyes widened as he realized he was going to be left in the lab overnight.

Caroline grinned as Ludmilla pulled the sheet back over his face.

“Today I'm going to demonstrate several medical procedures involving the male urogenital system using this demonstration doll.”

Jack blinked as Caroline pulled away the sheet. He was still in the hospital bed from the lab, unable to move. The bed had been wheeled onto the middle of a stage in a lecture hall at Caroline's school.

Caroline was standing beside him. She was wearing blue scrubs and a surgical mask. Jack had never been to her workplace, and wasn't used to seeing her dressed like this. Annalisa, who also taught at the school, was nearby. Ludmilla was there too. Annalisa and Ludmilla were both wearing lab coats and were also wearing masks. Annalisa's lab coat was hanging open, revealing a low cut blouse that showed off her full breasts. Jack couldn't help but stare. He had wanted to fuck Annalisa ever since he'd met her, when he and Caroline had still been dating.

The university where Caroline taught was women-only. Sloping rows of seats filled with female students ascended almost to the ceiling in front of the stage. Three cameras mounted on tall tripods surrounded his bed, broadcasting live images to an enormous monitor mounted on the wall overhead.

Annalisa turned on the AI-controled cameras with a voice command. Jack's naked body appeared on the display above. One of the cameras zoomed in on his crotch. There were a few snickers, whispers, and nervous giggles from the students. He felt self-conscious and helpless, neither of which were feelings he was used to.

Ludmilla had left the lab yesterday a few minutes after Caroline and Annalisa. The hazy light filtering through the sheet covering his face had been replaced by utter darkness as she turned off the light and closed the door. He'd heard the click of the door's lock. Then nothing.

Amy, the AI that had turned him into a sentient life-sized doll, was supposed to be monitoring his thoughts to make sure he was safe.

Are you there, Amy? he had asked. Can you hear me?

Yes, Jack. I can hear you. Do you wish to back out of your volunteer agreement?

Well, no. But—

Then don’t bother me. I have more important things to do than talk to you, you moronic waste of skin.

It had seemed like he was in that dark, tomb-like room forever. He'd had no idea what time it was, or even if it was still day or if night had fallen. Anxious thoughts darted through his mind. What is Caroline going to do to me tomorrow? What if something goes wrong with one of the medical procedures she demonstrates, and she injures me? What if they just leave me here in this room, and don't come back? What if the AI can't restore me, and I stay trapped like this forever?

Eventually Jack had fallen into a fitful sleep. He'd woken several times as the interminable night dragged on.

At last Ludmilla had returned. She'd brought another technician. They had kept the sheet over his head as they wheeled his bed through a maze of corridors and into the back of a van, which drove him to Caroline's school. They had talked about him as if he was a piece of furniture they were delivering. The other technician had left after they wheeled him onto the stage.

“Today's lesson will as usual be available online, in case you want to review any part of it,” Caroline announced.

Jack's discomfiture increased. No one had told him that this was going to be recorded.

Caroline, please reconsider this. I'll do all the housework for a whole month if you just give me another chance!

Caroline gave him a look that would have made a crocodile cringe. Annalisa brought her hand to her mouth, struggling not to laugh.

Jack knew that he could still back out by calling on Amy. But then he’d have to find a job. Or worse, move in with his mother.

Caroline turned back to her students.

“We'll start with a standard penis and testicular examination.”

Caroline drew a pair of disposable latex gloves from a box on a cart beside the bed. Jack's heart sped up as she unhurriedly pulled them on. He loved having his junk fondled. But not like this. Not on camera in a room full of female students in a sterile medical setting, with his wife using him as a teaching prop.

“During an examination such as this, one should not only examine the penis and scrotum, but the surrounding area...” Caroline gripped Jack's balls and roughly pulled them out of the way so that she could access the area behind them. Her manner was cold and clinical. The thin rubber encasing her hand felt weird against his skin. He was nonetheless aroused by her touch.

When was the last time I had sex with Caroline? Jack couldn't remember.

“You need to inspect the area surrounding the penis and testes both visually and manually. Look for lesions, rashes, bumps, and any other abnormalities...” Caroline poked and prodded Jack's groin, upper thighs, perineum, buttocks, and pubic mound as she lectured her students.

“As you perform this examination, some patients may develop an erection. Most of them won't be as big as this one.”

A few students giggled.

“Down, boy!” Annalisa gave Jack's cock a stinging slap, eliciting more laughter. Jack yelped, but no sound came out.

“Such spontaneous erections are perfectly normal, but usually embarrassing for the patient. You can simply ignore it if it happens. Or better still, verbally reassure the patient that it's a commonplace reaction and nothing to be concerned about.”

Annalisa playfully batted Jack's cock again, producing another squawk of pain that only she, Caroline, and Ludmilla could hear.

Caroline took one of Jack's nuts in her hand. It filled her entire palm.

“When examining the patient's scrotum, you should again both look and feel for abnormalities. You need to observe and palpitate every square centimeter to ensure that nothing is missed.”

Caroline held Jack's ball between her fingers and thumb, sliding her fingers over the skin in search of any bumps or other aberrations. She continued to lecture her students, describing ailments that could be uncovered by an examination of this sort.

Jack was used to taking the lead in the bedroom, and it felt weird to be at Caroline's mercy. She was normally gentle and submissive, but was manhandling his sack as if he really was an inanimate object. He was pretty sure she wouldn't be this rough with a real patient. Despite his embarrassment and discomfort, his need for release continued to grow.  The humiliation and suffering seemed in some bizarre way to be escalating his excitement.

“You should never squeeze the testicle, as this would be exceedingly painful for the patient and could cause serious injury.”

Caroline gave Jack's ball a squeeze, as if to illustrate her point. The pain hit Jack like a line drive to the face. His entire body tried to convulse. His eyes rolled up beneath their lids. The rest of his face remained frozen in its permanent rictus of shock and fear.

Annalisa smirked. Caroline and Ludmilla stayed poker-faced, not wanting to alert their audience that anything unusual was happening.

Caroline, be careful for fuck's sake!

I am being careful. I didn't crush it.

Caroline's hand moved to his other nut. She gave it the same in-depth manual inspection. Then she ran her fingers over the dangling flaps of skin that connected his balls to the base of his torso, pinching them between her fingers and thumb. Jack's arousal resurfaced, despite the lingering ache radiating from his sack.

Caroline blathered about follow-up tests that should be done if an abnormality was detected. Jack's eyes glazed over. Caroline squeezed his sack, harder this time. Jack silently howled.

What the fuck are you doing, you goddamn cunt!

Watch your language, Jack. Or I'll demonstrate an orchiectomy on you.

An orchi-what?

I'll cut your 'nads off with a scalpel.

Jack paled. Caroline gave his sack another squeeze. His eyes watered. The three women on the stage grinned beneath their masks.

Caroline's hand moved to Jack's cock, continuing her demonstration as if nothing had happened.

“When manually examining a patient's penis, I like to start at the base and work my way up.”  She wrapped her fingers around the base and slowly slid her hand upward, her fingers squeezing and probing as she did. Her grip was so tight it bordered on painful, but Jack barely cared. His arousal flared back to life, stronger than ever.

Caroline reached the head of Jack's cock. She slid her fingers over its curved surface with one hand while maintaining her grip on his shaft with her other, teasing him.

I need to come! Could you finish me off, babe?

It took every ounce of Caroline's self control not to laugh out loud.

He thinks you're going to wank him off! Ludmilla exclaimed. What an idiot! My vibrator is smarter than he is.

Your vibrator's also a hell of a lot more useful! added Annalisa.

Caroline turned back to her students. Her next statement made Jack forget all about his need to come.

“Next, I'm going to demonstrate the injection of medication directly into the penis with a hypodermic needle.”

“Another situation where it may be necessary to introduce a medication directly into the penis is when a patient has priapism—an erection that won't go away on its own. This can result from a multitude of causes, including an adverse reaction to erectile dysfunction medication. Priapism can result in permanent damage in as little as four hours...”

Caroline had picked up a syringe from an instrument tray, and was holding it in her hand as she addressed her students. Jack hated needles. He sensed that she was drawing this out on purpose.

Babe, haven't you done enough? Please! I promise I'll never cheat on you again...

Jack's suffering was making Caroline a little wet. She hadn't expected to feel any arousal during this procedure, just a sense of satisfaction from getting even. She couldn't remember the last time he had used the word “please.” His subservient manner was adding to her excitement.

You can quit if you want, Jack. Your mother will be delighted to have you back, I'm sure.

A spark of anger flashed in Jack's eyes. Caroline had no right to punish him like this. So what if he'd slept with some bimbo.

Caroline's brow furrowed as she read his thoughts. Jack tried to clear his mind, desperate not to antagonize her further. Ludmilla smirked.

Caroline picked up a vial and filled the syringe. Perspiration broke out on Jack's forehead. His face was the color of a lizard's belly.

“When injecting a drug directly into the penis to treat a condition such as priapism, the needle should be inserted deep enough for the medication to reach the corpus cavernosum...”

Caroline gripped the base of Jack's shaft. His heart galloped as if trying to escape from his rib cage. The tip of the needle bit his skin. Caroline held it there without pushing deeper as she continued her lecture.

“Although you need to get the needle in deep enough to reach the corpus cavernosum, it's vital that you not push it in so deep that you pierce the urethra...”

Jack would have peed himself if he'd been able to. His machismo had melted like an ice cream cone dropped on a sidewalk on a hot summer day.

Caroline pushed the needle deeper and depressed the plunger. The pain was sharp and fast. She  kept the needle embedded in his cock as she blathered about the biochemistry of priapism and the medication typically used to counteract it, drawing out his torture. Jack scrunched his eyes closed, trying to pretend that he was anywhere else.

What a pussy, mocked Annalisa. You should start dating real men, Caroline.

Annalisa's right agreed Ludmilla. He cheated on you. You deserve a turn...

That's not a bad idea, mused Caroline. Jack has had his flings. Why shouldn't I?

Jack's eyes popped back open. Hey, that's not fair!

Oh my God, I can't believe this clown! Ludmilla shook her head in disbelief.

If you don't like it, you can leave, Jack.

Caroline withdrew the needle, picked up a cotton-tipped plastic stick, and continued her lecture.

“Next I'm going to demonstrate how to use a swab to collect a fluid sample from the end of the penis. This is done to test for gonorrhea and chlamydia...”

Jack wondered if he had died and gone to Hell.

“This test can be uncomfortable for the patient. One should strive to be gentle. Don't just jab it in like this...”

Caroline gripped Jack's cock and rammed the head of the cotton-tipped swab into the opening. Jack's eyes bulged.

“Instead, you should insert it gently, like this.”

She withdrew the swab, giving it an unnecessary twist as she did. Perspiration trickled down the side of Jack's face. She prodded the opening of his urethra, then slid it back in. She was gentler this time, but it still hurt. The sensation was now more scratchy than sharp.

“Rotate the swab once it's in to ensure that you get a good sample.” She turned the swab in a complete circle, further abrading and irritating the delicate flesh inside his urethra. She left the swab in and continued to lecture the students about STIs.

It seemed like Caroline was never going to shut up when she abruptly pulled out the swab, treating Jack to a final jolt of scratchy pain.

Jack told himself that the worst of this ordeal must surely be behind him now. What could she possibly do that would be worse than sticking a needle deep into his penis or shoving a swab into his urethra?

Caroline looked at him and smiled.

“Next I'm going to show you how to insert a catheter through the penis into the bladder.”

Jack seriously wondered if he should ask Amy to call this off.

Caroline had pulled on a fresh pair of gloves and was swabbing iodine disinfectant over the tip of his perpetual hard-on. The rust colored liquid was cold against his skin. He could see the catheter on the instrument trolley. He could hardly believe that thick tube was supposed to fit into the narrow opening of his penis.

Caroline smiled, reading Jack's thoughts. Remember how your mother used to make you do all the laundry? And how, if she didn't feel like picking up a guy, she'd look after her own needs? And what a sticky mess her panties would be every time she did that?

Jack reminded himself there were worse things than having a long rubber tube shoved into his dick.

Caroline picked up the catheter and slathered it with lube. His anxiety mounted as she told the class she had picked the thickest gauge of catheter for this demonstration. She yattered about medical situations that could make catheterizing a patient necessary.

You know, remarked Ludmilla casually, when we reverse Jack's transformation, we could make his penis even smaller than it was before. If you're going to be dating other men, you won't have any need for his pathetic little cock. And it would make it really hard for him to cheat again. Imagine the reaction when he drops his pants and the skank he's picked up sees that his tool's the size of her little toe?

Caroline laughed out loud. She couldn't help it. She told her audience that she'd just remembered a funny cat video.

You can't do that! I won't stand for—

Annalisa cut him off. Shut up, Jack. If you want to continue living with Caroline, you're gonna do whatever the fuck she tells you.

But—

Annalisa gave his cock another swat. “God, whacking this thing is fun! So much more relaxing than squeezing a stress ball.”

Several of the med students laughed.

“Be sure to get a good grip on the patient's penis when you insert the catheter.” Catherine grabbed Jack's undulating boner. Jack's libido peeked out of hiding as Caroline's gloved fingers closed around his meat.

“I find it helps to tug the penis forward a little as you're sliding it in.” Catherine pulled Jack's erection upward. She poked the rounded tip into his urethra.

“The subjective sensation of having a catheter inserted can vary greatly among patients. Some find it irritating or even extremely painful. Others don't find it particularly bothersome. There are actually fetishists who insert rubber catheters inside themselves for sexual stimulation...”

Jack quickly discovered that he was one of those who experienced catheterization as extremely painful. His eyes scrunched as Caroline unrelentingly forced the long tube deeper. It hit the muscular sphincter at the entrance of his bladder. She rammed it through without pausing. He would have screamed if he'd been able.

“Once the catheter’s inside the bladder, we inflate a balloon inside the bladder to hold it in place.” She demonstrated how the balloon was filled with saline inserted through an inner tube that ran inside the larger tube she had just inserted. Jack braced himself for more agony, but this step proved to be more or less pain-free.

Caroline secured a pouch to Jack's leg that would collect the drained urine. Jack's face flushed as the overhead monitor showed the contents of his bladder being voided into the clear plastic bag in front of over a hundred watching young women. He was glad that none of the cameras were focused on his face.

Jack wondered apprehensively what Caroline had in store for him next.

“We're going to wrap this up with a couple of procedures to evaluate the condition of our dummy's prostate. This will require inserting a finger into his rectum.”

Hey! You didn't say anything about sticking stuff in my ass!

A prostate exam is a routine part of a urogenital examination, darling.

Jack inwardly cringed. He could think of few things less manly than having his ass probed by his wife.

“Most often, a digital rectal exam is done with the patient standing and leaning forward, with their arms braced on the exam table. But it can also be done with the patient lying on their side, with their legs folded up to their chest. Dr. Lane, would you help me move the dummy onto his side so that I can access his posterior?”

“Most certainly, Dr Evans.”

Caroline and Annalisa rolled Jack onto his side and folded his legs against his chest.

Caroline, do you really have to do this?  With all these young women watching?

Do you want to back out of our deal?

A memory popped into Jack's head of the time his mother had shagged every member of his university's arch rival football team. Oh, I'm sorry, dear! I thought I was fucking the boys on your team. I wanted to, um, give them some encouragement. I must have walked into the wrong locker room. He'd had to listen for weeks to his mother talking about how well endowed the star quarterback had been.

Annalisa and Ludmilla struggled not to burst out laughing as Jack relived the shameful memory. Jack's face turned the color of a concupiscent female baboon's ass.

Ludmilla shook her head. Oh my fucking God! How did you ever end up with this loser?

Well, Jack? What's it going to be? Caroline demanded.

Jack's resistance crumbled.

Keep going.

Caroline pulled on a fresh pair of gloves and slathered lube over her index finger. She described the mechanics of the digital prostate exam and what to feel for. She brought her finger to Jack's virgin rosebud.

“Alright, let's see what shape this patient's prostate is in.”

Caroline pushed her finger into Jack's ass. She didn't stop until it was buried to the knuckle. Jack was surprised by how big it felt. It was uncomfortable, but not really painful. She moved it to and fro, evaluating the size and texture of his prostate. As usual she described what she was doing to her audience as she worked. To Jack's surprise, her invading finger started to feel nice. His cock tried to twitch. Annalisa smirked.

“Now we're going to demonstrate how to do a prostate massage. This can be done to collect a semen sample if a patient is unable to masturbate due to erectile dysfunction, religious beliefs, or some other reason. It's also sometimes done therapeutically for certain disorders such as benign prostate enlargement and prostatitis, although its use for such conditions is far from universally accepted. Normally this is done by a urologist or other health care practitioner who has been specifically trained in prostate massage. But it can be done by a general practitioner, so we're going to demonstrate it for you.”

You've got to be kidding!

Do I look like I'm kidding, Jack?

Jack resigned himself to this last indignity. At least the cameras aren't showing my face. These women all think I'm a mannequin. None of them will ever recognize me if they see me on the street.

One of the cameras zoomed in on Jack's face. His jaw tried to drop, but couldn't move. He wondered how hard it would be to emigrate to Australia.

Some of the students tittered at the horrified expression frozen on Jack's features. “He just got the tests back from that STI swab, and he's not happy with the results,” joked Caroline.

Annalisa gave Jack's balls a playful slap. “You need to learn to keep those in your pants!” she admonished with mock sternness.

Caroline and Ludmilla laughed out loud. So did many of the students.

“Getting back to the prostate massage...” Caroline said as the guffaws died down. “Once the prostate has been located, gently stroke it with your finger....”

The sensation was a little uncomfortable at first, but soon started to feel pleasant. Caroline droned on about what she was doing in dry, clinical terms. Jack closed his eyes and tried to imagine that he and Caroline were in their bedroom, with no one else around. His revived libido quickly overshadowed the lingering aches in his sack and cock.

“In about 6% of cases, one may not be able to reach the prostate with one's finger. There are strict rules governing interactions between medical personnel and patients that may be perceived as sexual in nature. However in our state, it is permissible to use an assistive device to reach the prostate if it cannot be reached with a finger.”

Jack's eyelids flew up as if they'd been yanked by a ripcord.

Annalisa retrieved an enormous artificial cock from a lower shelf of the instrument trolley and handed it to Caroline with a smile.

“Normally we would use a less daunting tool. This one is too big for the average patient's rectum. However I'm confident this dummy can take it. And if he can't, he won't be hard to replace.”

The artificial cock in Annalisa's hands was even bigger than his own ten-inch behemoth. It looked distressingly lifelike.

Babe, please, tell me you're not actually going to stick that thing in my ass!

I let you fuck me in the ass. It's only fair that you return the favor, don't you think?

But...

Jack struggled to think of a counter-argument. The best he could come up with was that his own cock had only been a third the size of this one. But he couldn't bring himself to point this out.

Maybe moving back in with my mom wouldn't be that bad. I could tell her I'm looking for work, and then watch TV in a sports bar.

You need to have money to do that, Jack. A bar is not gonna let you sit there all day if you're not buying any food or drinks.

Jack resigned himself to letting Caroline shove the giant silicone penis in his ass. It's just a medical procedure, he told himself. Nothing but a medical procedure.

His three tormentors laughed inside his head.

“It's important to use lots of lube when inserting an instrument like this in a patient's rectum. And to go slowly. It's not a bad idea to prep the patient with your fingers.”

Caroline pushed a second finger into Jack's forbidden entrance. She rotated her fingers inside him, slowly loosening him up. The initially uncomfortable sensation grew increasingly pleasant. She pushed a third finger in. To Jack's consternation, his arousal increased.

Caroline withdrew her fingers. Jack felt the head of the enormous dildo nudge his crack.

Oh fuck...

Jack inwardly grimaced as Caroline pushed the monster cock in. His ass was stretched wider than it had ever been stretched. He felt like he was being torn in half. Caroline watched his face as she slowly, relentlessly filled him.

You're my bitch now, Jack. If you want to continue living with me, from now on I'm the one who calls the shots. Got that, you fucking loser?

Jack stifled the urge to tell her to go fuck herself.

Annalisa smacked his balls, making them wobble. Pain shot out in every direction like an exploding sun.

Don't you dare tell your mistress to go fuck herself, worm.

Annalisa turned to the audience. “Sorry, I couldn't resist,” she said sheepishly. Some of the young women giggled. Caroline couldn't recall ever seeing her students so lively.

Caroline, I think it's as far in as it can go!

The dildo had reached the juncture between Jack's rectum and his large intestine, which were at a 90 degree angle to each other.

It's barely halfway in, bitch. Brace yourself. This fucker is going balls-deep.

Jack said a prayer for his ass.

Caroline forced the fake cock deeper. Jack silently groaned. He could literally feel his insides being rearranged. Caroline kept going. Jack's eyes rolled into the back of his head. He nearly passed out. He almost asked Amy to make her stop. But he didn't.

“There we go!” Caroline beamed. “All the way in!”

Jack couldn't believe she'd managed to get that monster all the way in. He could feel it stretching and compressing his guts almost to his rib cage.

“Not only are we allowed to use assistive devices when performing a prostate massage in our state, but we're also allowed to provide manual stimulation. Dr Lane, would you be so kind as to assist?”

“Certainly, Dr Evans.”

Annalisa gripped Jack's massive cock. Any thought of asking Amy to let him tap out disappeared. Annalisa was going to jack him off!

Annalisa looked down at Jack with an evil smile. She gripped his cock and gave it a violent tug. Jack would have whimpered if he'd been able to.

“You should really use lube if doing this to a patient,” Annalisa told the students. “But since this is just a practice dummy, I won't bother.”

Caroline pulled the dildo out slightly, then forced it back in. She continued moving it back and forth. It barely moved at first, even with all the lube. She persisted, drawing it out a little further each time. Jack's ass slowly loosened up. A weird pleasure began radiating through him as she fucked him with the massive sex toy.

Annalisa continued tugging his cock. Her fingers and palms were soft and warm against his hard flesh, but her long fingernails scraped and scratched his skin. Despite this, his arousal kept growing. Her grip tightened. She yanked his hard-on as if trying to detach it from his body. She was stronger than she looked, and he wondered fearfully if she might actually rip it off.

Caroline, Annalisa, and Ludmilla all watched his face, relishing his fear and shame. Caroline's thrusts grew faster and more powerful.  Jack felt like he was being mounted by a bull. Annalisa's movements also quickened, matching Caroline's pace. Jack felt like a volcano building toward an eruption. He wanted to push Annalisa to the floor and fuck her till she screamed. But he could only lie there helplessly as his wife and her best friend savagely milked him.

Annalisa reached between Jack's legs and squeezed his aching balls with her free hand. Her other hand pumped him like a race car piston. Caroline pummeled his ass so hard the bed rattled.

Jack lost it. A geyser of cum shot into the air. Ropes of warm, creamy goo hit his torso and face. Some of it landed on Annalisa's lab coat. Gasps and titters erupted from the audience. One of the cameras zoomed in on Jack's cum-splattered face, eliciting more laughter. Jack's face darkened to the color of a pomegranate.

“That's it for today,” Caroline announced. “I hope you found our demonstration instructive.”

Relief washed through Jack. At last, it's over. Now they can turn me back into a man again.

“You're all going to get the chance to practice with this doll over the next month. There will be a daily four hour practice session in Lab 4. Each of you will be able to try out all of the procedures we studied today. I'll post the schedule online.”

Caroline couldn't help but laugh out loud as Jack silently wailed in frustration.
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