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ON YOUR KNEES

It was real. It was all real, and Julian was staring at it. He was locked in the bathroom stall with the hole just next to him.

He giggled. At least the room was empty and he was alone.

And then… the door to the bathroom creaked open.

Julian has always been curious, but his latest obsession has taken that curiosity to a whole new level. At first, it was just videos and stories and pictures, but then he began to wonder, do they really exist?

One quick internet search later and he finds out. Even better, there are several close to where he lives and works. But can he just accept the word of an internet stranger? And so Julian ends up outside a small bar wondering, dare he go in?

When Julian’s curiosity gets the better of him, it sets him off on a journey of pleasure, discovery, feminization, and debauchery that changes the course of his life forever. The only question left is just what will it take to satisfy Julian’s curiosity, and just how far is he willing to go?


One

It took Julian longer to find the bar than he’d expected, and he’d got lost more than a few times as he’d roamed along the back streets and the alleys looking for it. When he finally found it he paused outside. This couldn’t be the place, could it?

The bar was smaller than he’d been expecting, hidden down a narrow alley off an out-of-the-way street, poorly lit and signed, so that he’d walked by it several times without even realising. He wondered if it being so small and so well hidden meant that the rumours were more or less likely to be true.

As he pondered this he took a deep breath, wondering if he should just walk away now, but then he’d never find out, and his curiosity would remain, and he’d probably just end up back here another night, thinking the same thing. Surely it was better to get it over with now and move on, right?

And it was, in the end, just a bar. He could grab a drink, see if it was true, and then leave. He didn't need to do anything, did he?

Julian smiled, stepped off, and headed towards the front door.
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It had all started several weeks earlier, while Julian had been browsing the internet at home, bored and horny and unable to sleep. He was doing what he usually did under those circumstances, looking for porn to watch.

Finally living alone after college, it was one of the perks he now enjoyed. He could watch porn whenever, and where ever he liked. So, as he sat on the sofa unwinding after a long day at work, he scrolled through his favourite site looking for something new to watch, waiting for something to catch his eye.

The problem was, porn was becoming kind of stale. He’d seen it all before, hadn’t he?

While he’d been living with his parents growing up porn had been something he’d had to consume in secret, rarely finding a time and a place where he could really enjoy it. During college, he’d always lived with people so that again he’d not really had space to ever really watch more than a few minutes at a time, and even then rarely. Plus, he’d also been so busy with his studies and parties and just hanging out with friends that he’d mostly not really been bored enough to watch a lot of porn.

When he’d got his own place a few months ago he finally had time and space enough so that he could do what he’d always wanted to do, and he’d gone on a porn binge. He’d watched more porn in the last few months than he’d watched in his entire life previously, so much that the unthinkable had happened.

He’d grown bored of porn. It was all so similar and unsatisfying. Sure, in the beginning, it had been fun in a sinful kind of way, to indulge, but after a while, he’d seen all there was. There was still pleasure in it of a sort, watching the hot girls performing, their beautiful bodies and pretty faces, the make-up and the hair and the clothes so exaggerated and sexual, but it just felt a bit stale. It felt like there was something missing. But then…

His gaze settled on a video that caught his attention. The woman in the thumbnail was stunning, everything Julian admired in a woman, curvy and blonde and sexy, clad in a tight outfit, a tiny mini-skirt and snug top, heels and stockings, her make-up almost lurid, with big puffy lips, garish hoop earrings, thick fake lashes, and long brightly coloured nails, but she was kneeling in a room that was almost jarring against her carefully curated sexuality.

Where she appeared clean and well-kept, her look of wanton sluttishness the product of a lot of work and effort, the room she was in was grimy and grim, the walls scrawled and etched with graffiti, the floor dirty. Something about the juxtaposition captivated Julian’s attention, the suggestion of debauchery, debasement, filth. He smiled and clicked on the video, and that had begun his obsession.
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After that first video, Julian had become enthralled by the idea and the fantasy.

Glory holes.

He’d heard of them before as a concept of course, but he’d never thought they were real. They were just urban legends, right? But now he’d found that porn of them existed, and though he of course knew that the porn was curated and staged, that it involved sets and actresses and actors, cameras and lighting, something about the way they were staged thrilled him in a way other porn videos never had.

The grimy sets, the hot women, the anonymity of just cocks being stuck through the holes in the wall, the brazen sexuality of women kneeling and sucking cocks, sometimes letting them fuck them in seedy bathroom stalls, the debasement of it, the hedonism, the indecency and the indulgence, it was all so perfect that he couldn’t stop watching them. And though he expected to grow bored, he never did.

After a couple of weeks of his obsession, he’d begun to fantasise about the scenarios he watched, imagining what it might be like to find a bathroom like that in real life. When shopping, or out drinking with friends, or at work, he’d wonder if maybe he might stumble across such a bathroom, the hole in the wall, and he’d feel himself growing hot, flustered, unable to concentrate.

But they were just urban myths, right? It was just porn.

Yet, something about the idea had buried itself deep into Julian’s brain. The seediness, the hot women sucking, fucking, the faceless cocks throbbing, cumming, and he began to wonder if maybe, possibly, there was a tiny grain of truth to the myths.

So, one night, after a long day of not being able to focus on his work due to his new daydreams, Julian sat down with a search engine open instead of his favourite porn site, and he began to enquire. It was just curiosity, but he had to know.

In the beginning, all he had found was more porn, videos and pictures, stories, but then he’d widened his search, and dug deeper, and he’d found a site discussing real-world locations for actual, real, glory holes.

It had to be fake, right? Just people pretending, a collective fantasy to get off to, but what if it wasn’t?

Julian, unable to resist, knowing that his curiosity would just keep eating at him, made an account and began to browse. What he’d found had surprised him.

There were several sites listed in his city, close to where he lived and worked. There were real glory holes out there, existing in the world, at least according to the site he’d found. He didn’t dare believe it, but… he knew it would be easy to check.
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And so Julian stood outside the dive bar, his heart racing, and he reached for the door handle. He pulled it open and the smell of stale beer and spirit alcohol washed over him. There was music playing, and the bar was busier than he’d been expecting, but wasn’t crowded.

And everyone looked… normal. Julian smiled. He wasn’t sure what he’d been expecting, but after the days leading up to that moment, the fretting and the doubting, the double-guessing himself and the nervous excitement, he found the normality of the bar anticlimactic.

It was… just a bar. A rather seedy, grimy, run-down bar, but just a bar like so many others he’d visited. The idea that a bar like this might be the place of his fantasies seemed ridiculous, but…

He was here now, so he should at least check, right?

Julian thought about heading straight back to the toilets that had been described in the post he’d found, located out the back, to the left, along a short hallway, the directions clear in his mind, but he figured first a drink, to settle in, so he didn’t look strange. Plus, a drink would gird his courage.

Julian crossed to the bar and waited for the barmaid to serve him. She was young, and pretty, dressed in tight ripped jeans and a tight top, full-figured with perky tits and a round bubble butt. Her bright pink hair was short and messy, her face was scattered with piercings, and on her exposed skin there were several tattoos.

She was hot. Not like the women in the videos, more at home in a place like this, but still really hot. Would she be the one who’d be on the other side of the hole?

The thought excited him, his belly fluttering, his cock throbbing. Or maybe it would be one of the other women in the bar?

He looked around, saw a range of other patrons, a few women, some hotter than the barmaid, some not quite as attractive, a range of ages and appearances and styles. Were any of them secretly like the sexy women in the videos he couldn’t stop watching? Did they enjoy kneeling down in dirty bathrooms waiting for anonymous cocks?

Or maybe…

Julian looked around at the other men in the bar. The thought had occurred to him that if glory holes were real there’d be no way to pick who was on the other side. What if it was a man?

Julian blushed. He had decided when coming to a decision over whether to visit or not, whether to explore if it was even real or not, that a man being on the other side was acceptable. It was part of the thrill, wasn't it? Not knowing who it was.

Yet, being in the bar, alone, belly fizzing with nerves, he realised he had no idea how glory holes were supposed to work. Was there a side for the girl, or the person who’d be sucking the cock, and a side for the person getting their cock sucked? Was there a system to communicate, a series of knocks or something to let people know you were there, what you wanted, what you were willing to do?

His head spun. He didn’t even know if it was real or not, and already he was tying himself in knots. What if he found it was real, and went in, and… a faceless, anonymous cock poked through the hole?

What was he supposed to do? He shifted, belly fluttering, and he bit his lip without thinking.

In all the videos he’d seen the cocks had been faceless, and the focus had been on the beautiful women. They had all been having so much fun, relishing the chance to tease and suck and milk the anonymous pricks poking through the holes.

When Julian had imagined finding a glory hole for real, using one, he’d imagined he’d be the one putting his cock through the hole, getting it sucked. But what if something went wrong? What if…

The thought of being in a small, dirty, seedy bathroom, with a faceless, hard, throbbing cock waiting for him, made his heart skip. What was he supposed to do if that happened?

His mind drifted back to all the videos he’d watched, the hot women on their knees. They’d all looked so excited and captivated and horny when the cocks had poked through the holes in the walls. Was sucking cock really that much fun? Or were they just performing?

And why was he worrying about it?

Julian had come here just to see if glory holes really existed. He wasn’t actually going to use one, was he? It’d be madness to poke his cock through a hole in the hopes a random, faceless stranger would suck it, and he’d never even thought about men sexually, so it wasn’t like he had come here to suck a cock. But… he was curious.

What if…

“What can I get you?” The barmaid said.

Julian started at her question. She was suddenly right in front of him, waiting, watching him. Did she know why he was here? Did she know what he was thinking?

Julian panicked and suddenly found it hard to speak.

“I… er… beer. Please.” He muttered.

The barmaid smiled at him. Julian felt his cheeks glow hot. Did she know?

“Sure.”

And with that she was gone, pouring his drink. When she returned she took payment and left him alone to drink. Maybe she didn’t know?

Julian felt frozen. He drank from his glass. Maybe he had been lied to by that site. Maybe there was no glory hole. Maybe they really were a myth.

There was only one way to find out, but…

He wasn’t ready for that yet. Emptying his glass Julian made eye contact with the barmaid. Maybe after a second drink, he’d be brave enough.
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Julian got up from his seat and scanned the bar. A few people had left, and a few new people had arrived, but it was, overall, a little quieter than when he had arrived. He scanned the back of the room for the door and, seeing it, made his way towards it.

He was two drinks in, and he didn’t know if he was quite brave enough yet to go find out if there really was a glory hole in the backrooms somewhere, but he needed the bathroom so, regardless, he headed off to explore, the directions in the post he’d read clear in his mind. As he went he could almost feel people watching him.

Did they know? Was anyone going to follow him?

Julian, nervous, kept his head down and pushed through the doors, turned left, headed down a narrow corridor. At the end was another door with a bathroom sign hung on it.

This must be it. Julian thought to himself.

His heart was hammering. He took a deep breath, a dank, cloying smell, and pushed his way in.

The room was everything he’d imagined it to be. Dingy, dirty, covered in flyers and posters and graffiti, with three stalls at the back. Which one was he supposed to pick?

Julian did not have long to decide though, and in the end, he just dashed to the closest one. Locking the door he moved to stand over the toilet, undoing his pants, sighing in relief as he emptied his bladder, looking around at the scrawls on the wall. Much of it was just profanity, but a fair amount was lurid and lewd, artwork and poems, promises of a good time.

As Julian finished up he shook his cock clean and slipped it into his pants, doing them up. He looked over the wall to the side, a rather graphic cartoon of a man’s genitalia, and then…

Julian froze. There was a hole in the wall. A hole in the wall between the stalls. A hole at waist height, large enough to slip a fist through.

It was real. The glory hole was real, and Julian was staring at it. He was locked in the bathroom stall with the hole just next to him.

He giggled. At least the room was empty and he was alone.

And then… the door to the bathroom creaked open.


Two

The drumming of Julian’s heart seemed so loud he panicked that the person who had entered the bathroom might hear it. He took a slow, quiet breath, and tried to calm down. Maybe they’d enter the other stall at the far end, and even if they used the middle stall they’d probably just come here to use the bathroom, right?

The door creaked as it swung shut, and then there was the click of footsteps, the click of heels. It was a woman…

Julian froze. What if she thought he was a pervert, here for the hole, waiting here to use the hole, waiting to stick his cock through hoping someone would play with it, suck it, waiting for someone to stick their cock through so he could play with it, suck it, make it cum. But… wasn’t that why he was there? At least in part.

He was here for the hole, to see if it was real, to sate his curiosity. But he wasn’t here to use it, was he?

Maybe if he just stayed still and didn’t make any noise she would come here to do whatever it was she wanted to do and would then leave, then he could sneak out and leave and never come back. He knew glory holes were real. That was enough, right? He could go back to his obsession with videos knowing that they did exist, and that would be enough to fuel his fantasies. Right?

The heels clicked closer, and Julian turned, careful not to make a sound, to watch the hole in the wall. She’d pick the far stall, right?

But then Julian saw feet, black high heels, moving, and a shadow passed over the hole as the door to the middle stall closed, the click of the lock. Maybe she’d not realised Julian was in the stall?

He knew he should just leave, flee the bar now she was locked in the stall, but he couldn’t. He had found out what he needed to, had found a real glory hole. That was enough.

Yet for some reason he remained stationary, watching the hole, his curiosity gnawing at him. He could just stand and watch, wait. He wouldn’t peek, so that if she was using the bathroom he wouldn’t see anything, but if she was here for something more he’d know. He didn’t need to do anything. He was just a tourist. He’d never actually use it. Right?

The person in the stall next to him moved, and Julian waited, holding his breath. He watched shadows moving over the hole as she shifted, and then the feet were gone, the woman stepped back. Julian exhaled a sigh of relief. She was just here to use the bathroom. He could leave. It was like he had suddenly been granted freedom.

And then he saw her knees as she knelt on the filthy bathroom floor, and a shadow moved over the hole before a hand slipped through, delicate fingers, painted nails. Julian felt a thrill run down his spine as she gestured for him to come closer.
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Julian could not move. He was frozen. Too scared to move closer to the hand, too fascinated to flee. Was she really here to use the glory hole? But… why else would she put her hand through the hole and gesture to him?

She held her hand out, palm up, fingers curling as though to encourage him to come closer. Her hand looked so soft and smooth and warm.

Who even was she? Julian looked at the nail polish, a deep red, and tried to remember if he had seen a woman with that colour nail varnish in the bar. He’d been keeping his head low though, had been focused on his drink, trying not to look around and draw attention to himself. There had been several women possibly, and all of them were hot in their own way. Was it one of them or someone new he hadn’t seen enter?

“Come closer honey, I’m not going to bite.” A voice, soft and alluring, spoke.

Julian, without thinking, did as she told him. He stepped towards the wall, her hand. Her fingers moved and they found his trousers, his crotch, the growing bulge of his cock, teased over it.

How long had it been since he’d been intimate with a woman? Too long was the only answer that came to mind.

And her hand was so soft and warm, her touch enticing.

“You know I’ve been thinking about this all day.” The voice said. “Thinking about a hard, fat cock, feeling it, and now here you are to make my dreams come true.”

Julian shivered. He was nervous, anxious, excited, aroused. It was like one of the porn videos he’d watched, the grimy bathroom, the hole in the wall, the sexy girl craving cock, eager to play with it, suck it, milk it of cum, only … the hot woman was on the other side of the wall. He was the faceless cock. It felt oddly surreal.

What did she look like? Julian could almost see her, like one of the women from his videos, on her knees, waiting.

“Why so shy honey? Do you not want to get your cock out for me? I can feel you getting hard. Why not get it out and slip it through and let me play with you? I can promise you’ll enjoy it.”

Julian remained silent. Her hand teased over the swelling bulge of his cock, his dick throbbing. She wanted him to get it out and put it through the glory hole so she could play with it, him.

Dare he?

“Aww… are you shy? Nervous? Is that it? This your first time?” Her voice was soft and sweet.

Her hand moved, fingers wrapping around his cloth-covered cock, squeezing. Julian moaned, pressing into her grip. It felt good, his fantasy come to life, only… different to what he’d expected.

“I… yeah.” Julian managed to mutter. “It’s my… it’s my first time at a place like this.

“Oh I see. How fun.” The voice said. “I love newbies. But… maybe I’m being presumptuous then. Are you here to get your dick played with, or play with a dick? Because you can get both here. Maybe you don’t want me to play with your cock?”

“No… I… I do.” Julian said, a little too quickly.

The voice giggled.

Julian was blushing, hot, flush, head spinning. Why had what she’d said made him so flustered? He was here to have his cock played with, wasn’t he?

He thought about his fantasies, the hot women on their knees in filthy rooms, serving faceless cocks stuck through holes in the wall, stroking them, sucking them, fucking them. He wanted to be one of those faceless cocks, didn’t he?

“Well then, why wait? I’m here, and I’m horny, and I’ve been thinking about sucking cock all day. Why not let me pleasure you?” The voice said.

The words sent a shiver along Julian’s spine. His blush deepened. She wanted to suck his cock. All he needed to do was…

Julian fumbled with his belt, his buttons, his zip, and he undid his trousers, pulled his cock out of his underwear. It was hard, throbbing, and as he watched he saw the woman’s hand reach out to close her fingers around his shaft.

“Fuck… so hard. Let me feel it in my mouth.” She said. “Please…”

Julian felt it would have been rude to deny her such a polite request.
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Julian stepped forward, towards the wall, the hole, guided by the hand. She eased his cock through the glory hole and he felt his body, his chest and belly and face, press against the partition between the stalls.

His cock was on the other side, floating there, faceless, anonymous, exposed for a hot girl to play with, a toy for her. Julian closed his eyes and could almost see her like in one of the videos he’d watched.

He’d just come here to see if glory holes were real, and now here he was, dick stuck through a hole in a wall, an unknown woman’s hands caressing it, stroking it, teasing it. He had no idea what she was going to do to him, how she was going to play with him, pleasure him, but just imagining it was making his cock swell, so hard it almost hurt.

Fingers teased, caressing, hands stroked, and he could feel her breath. Something warm and wet dripped over his shaft, spit, lubricating his cock. Julian moaned, mind spinning as his fantasy was played out on the other side of the wall.

“Ready for me newbie?” The voice said.

Julian nodded, then realised his foolishness.

“Yes. Please.” He managed to mutter.

Hands stroked down his cock, wetted with spit, warm breath, and then…

Julian moaned, thrusting uselessly against the wall, as he felt lips wrap around the tip of his cock, kissing, sucking, tight, pressing. The seal of the unknown woman’s lips opened, stretched by his hard cock, and she moaned in pleasure as she took his cock into her mouth, the vibrations sending a shiver up Julian’s spine.

Her mouth was so warm, wet, hot and tight. She sucked hard, moaning in delight. Clearly, she was enjoying herself. She really had been craving this, really was horny for it.

Her hands at the base of his cock teased, stroking gently, squeezing, fingers cupping his balls, and the unknown woman took his cock deeper, the tight wetness of her mouth enveloping his prick.

“Fuck… that feels… good.” Julian muttered.

There was the sound of muffled giggling, her noises garbled by his cock gagging her. She began to move, head bobbing up and down, tongue lapping. Julian could not believe how good it felt.

He’d had his cock sucked before, had been intimate with girls before, but this… this was like nothing he’d experienced before. She was skilled, and the thrill of the situation, of his fantasy coming true, just made everything more intense.

Julian could almost picture her, on her knees on the floor of a grimy bathroom, sexy, horny, sucking a faceless cock because she needed it, needed to feel it, wanted to taste the cum, his cum. She was sucking hard, working her hands and lips and tongue, clearly hungry for cock, cum, and he couldn’t help but wonder if it really felt that good.

Was it that much fun, coming into a dirty bathroom to suck cock? Was sucking cock that good? Were the thrill of debasement and corruption and sin really so intoxicating?

He could feel the thrill of being the faceless cock, the joy of anonymous sex, the seedy location, the shame of what he was doing, and he wondered if it was the same for her. Was sucking cock in a glory hole really that much fun?

Before he’d been able to dismiss them as just porn, the subject of urban myth and fantasy, but now he knew they really existed, that people really came to them. People came to them to get their cocks played with, sucked, and people came to them to suck cock, and maybe more…

Did it really feel that good?

Yet, he couldn’t focus on his thoughts. His mind was racing, but it was his body that ruled in that moment.

The woman on the other side of the wall was almost ravenous, and he could hear the wet slurping, the gagging, the sucking, could feel her hands, lips, fingers, her hot wet mouth so tight.

She sucked, hard, and her head worked up and down. She held his cock so tightly he couldn’t move, belly and chest pressed to the wall, and she had complete control. He felt oddly powerless, his cock just an object for her to play with, suck, satisfying her hunger. He was just a faceless cock, and she wanted his cum.

As he pictured her, on her knees, working his cock with her hand, lips, tongue, he could feel his body tightening. His cock was throbbing, lips and tongue working over his wetted prick, sucking hard, and it swelled, engorging. His balls tightened and he knew he would not last much longer.

She too could feel it, and he could tell by her moaning, her harder sucking, her faster, harder movements, that she wanted him to cum. She sucked, taking his cock deep, and held it there for a moment, swallowing over and over to milk his cock.

Her moans were muffled, her arousal, her excitement, driving him closer. It felt so good and he couldn’t help but wonder what it felt like to be her. Was sucking cock really that good?

“I’m close. I’m going to cum. I’m…”

Julian felt her suck harder, holding his cock in her mouth. He had warned her and she still held his cock in her mouth. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. The thought was enough to drive him over the edge.

Julian’s cock throbbed, swelling, and he moaned as he came. The woman on the other side of the wall moaned in delight as he erupted into her mouth, swallowing, and Julian was cumming, hard, filling her eager mouth with his spunk as she sucked hard, swallowing every last drop.

“Fuck…” Julian moaned.

The woman giggled as he filled her mouth, milking his prick with her hands, lips, tongue, his cock buried deep in her hot wet mouth. He came, hard, cumming over and over, and she kept her lips wrapped tight as she swallowed all of it.
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Julian shuddered in bliss. The faceless woman sucked, hard, milking him for every drop.

As his climax subsided, Julian felt a rush of emotions. The woman on the other side of the wall was still sucking, mouth wet, lips tight, and as she pulled her head back there was a noisy slurping and then an audible pop as his dick left her lips.

“A little quick off the trigger there newbie. I would have liked to enjoy your cock for a little longer, but your cum is delicious, so I’ll let you off.”

He could hear her smile. His head was spinning, a rush of emotions. As she released her grip on his cock he stepped back from the wall, fumbling to put his spit-wetted cock away.

“I… thank you.” He managed to mutter.

“I’ll look forward to seeing you again.” She said.

Julian had only come to see if glory holes were real. He’d never meant or planned on using one, and now here he was, having cum in an unknown woman’s mouth, with her suggesting he was going to come back again.

“I… maybe. But… I need to go. Thank you.”

Julian didn’t know what was expected, didn’t know the protocol for situations like this. How long had he even been in the bathroom?

He just knew he needed to leave. Doing up his trousers, Julian made for the door, unlocking it, hurrying. Why had he done that? It had been fun, yes, but…

Behind him, he heard the click of the stall door, the creak of it opening. Without thinking he turned and looked over his shoulder and he saw her, the anonymous woman who had just sucked his cock, swallowed his cum.

She was stunningly gorgeous, with long curly red hair, freckled cheeks, big green eyes. She was wearing a smart, tight black dress, black heels, and her deep red lipstick was smeared. As she stepped out of the stall she swayed her hips, wiggling her ass, heels clicking, her tits barely contained by her tiny dress.

Julian watched as she met his gaze, locked eyes, and licked her lips.

Julian felt his cheeks burn.

“See you soon, newbie.” She said, grinning. “I’ll be looking forward to next time.”

Julian floundered. He’d only come to see if glory holes were real. He’d never meant to use one. Yet he had, and now, here he was, face to face with the anonymous woman who’d just swallowed his cum.

“I… maybe.” Julian muttered.

It was all too much for him. Without another word, Julian turned and fled. There wouldn’t be a next time, would there?


Three

As the days passed Julian grew increasingly frustrated. He had hoped that time would dull the memory of his encounter at the glory hole, would fade his memory of that beautiful woman, but, if anything, it had the opposite effect.

With each day between then and now, his memory only seemed to brighten, and the image of that woman in her black dress, her fiery red curls, only grew bolder. He tried watching more videos to push the memory away, to replace it, but the videos were no longer as much fun.

Compared to the real thing, porn was a poor substitute. And as he watched the hot, sexy, beautiful women on their knees in grimy rooms, sucking faceless cocks, he couldn’t really see them, but saw instead the nameless redhead who’d so eagerly swallowed his cum. It didn’t matter what they looked like, if they were blonde or brunette, he just saw the redhead, on her knees, sucking his cock.

He could almost feel it in those moments, and as he touched himself, trying to relieve the increasingly pent-up frustration, he could almost relive the experience of her lips, her tongue, sucking, swallowing. No one had ever touched him like that before, pleasured him like that.

In the end, he gave up on the videos, on porn, and he went cold turkey in the hopes that denying his desires would cause them to wither and die. But that didn't work either.

Instead, he just began to fantasise and daydream to the point where he struggled to focus. She had been so eager, so keen. Did it really feel that good for her?

Refusing the urge to masturbate, hoping to quell his desires, to get over his awakened curiosity, he began to fixate. He was so horny it was difficult to think about anything but his time at the glory hole.

In all the videos he’d watched he’d been fixated on the girl, had watched her having so much fun, being a slut sucking on a faceless cock, had watched her pleasure as she’d stroked, sucked, sometimes even fucked. He’d always just thought that was for the video, but…

The anonymous redhead had definitely been enjoying herself. Maybe it was as much fun as it appeared in the videos.

Something about that thought tickled at the back of his mind, and the longer he went without relieving his pent-up desires, the worse it got. He hoped that foregoing porn and masturbation would help, but it didn’t.

Instead, all he could think about was the noises the anonymous redhead had made. She made it sound so fun, and her smile as she looked at him as he left, that grin…

He wasn’t sure what he’d imagined a real glory hole experience would be like, he’d just needed to know if they were real. Now he knew they were, but his encounter there had only fired his curiosity, not quenched it.

He’d just been the faceless cock, and sure it had been fun. But what had it been like for the mysterious redhead? Why did she do it? Was it really that much fun, or was it an act?

As days passed, Julian found it harder and harder to settle, and he knew he needed to do something about it. He was finding it hard to sleep, was finding it difficult to concentrate on work, wasn’t able to focus on things he normally enjoyed.

All he could think about was the glory hole and that anonymous red-haired woman. Maybe if he could just talk to her?

Just the thought of returning made his body hot and his cock throb. One more visit couldn’t hurt, could it?
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The bar was relatively quiet when Julian arrived, but it was still early. There was no sign of the woman, so he grabbed a beer from the bar and found a seat in the corner where he could watch the door and the rest of the room, and he settled in to wait.

As he drank he saw other patrons come and go, people stopping in for one drink after work, others coming in for a few. People would arrive alone, in pairs, or in groups, would drink on their own like him, or would meet up with friends. It was all surprisingly normal, and if he hadn’t known about the glory hole he’d never have suspected anything out of the ordinary.

As it was, he did know, and maybe it was because of that knowledge that he did spot the odd pattern of strange behaviour. Every now and then someone would leave to go to the bathroom, and they would be followed.

Sometimes it was a man going first, to be followed by a woman, or another man. Sometimes it was a woman going first, then to be followed by a man, or, to Julian’s surprise, another woman.

Often the people would remain gone for a while, returning after some time with smiles on their lips, looking flush, though a few times they would return relatively quickly, looking stoic, as though it had just been a trip to the bathroom. Clearly then not everyone was here for the glory hole.

But, watching it all, Julian began to wonder, began to daydream.

Maybe he could just go back there and wait for someone else. He’d been fixated on the redhead, but maybe anyone would do. Maybe he was obsessed with his encounter not because of her, but because of the thrill of the situation.

Perhaps he could just go back there alone and wait. There were plenty of women in the bar, and, though he’d always thought of himself as a straight man, the thought of another man sucking his cock did intrigue him. But…

What if he went back there and waited and what came through the hole wasn’t a hand, but a cock. What if a man followed him and offered his cock through the hole for Julian to suck on.

What was the protocol? Julian had no idea if there were rules to it all. But did rules really matter?

Was there anything wrong with just going back there and seeing what happened? He’d had fun last time, and he couldn’t deny that there was a growing sense of curiosity. Maybe he could just…
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“I was hoping to see you again newbie.” A voice said. “I was beginning to worry I’d scared you off.”

The voice was soft and familiar. Julian started at how close it was and turned to see the mysterious redhead standing close to where he was sat, a drink in her hand.

“Is that seat taken?” She said, pointing to the chair next to Julian.

He was mute. She was just as gorgeous as he remembered, if not more so.

She was tall in her heels, slim, with an hourglass figure, a short black fitted skirt that hugged her hips and ass, a simple white blouse that emphasised her trim waist and perky tits, her long legs clad in sheer stockings.

Yet, it was her face, and her eyes in particular, that captivated Julian. She was beautiful, her face framed by a mane of wild, bright red hair, with eyes that sparkled like emeralds. Her smile made his belly flutter, and it was all he could do to shake his head.

“Wonderful.” She said, sitting down next to him.

She shifted so she was close, and her leg touched his, her thigh pressing against his. He took a deep breath and caught the scent of her perfume, floral musk. She was intoxicating.

It was all he could do to stop himself from staring at her lips. Those lips that had sucked his cock so proficiently. He didn’t even know her name.

“So, unable to resist coming back for more?” She said, giggling.

Julian blushed.

“You know, I was the same. My first time I was so nervous, just like you, but then after that first time I just couldn’t stop thinking about it, and in the end, I knew I had to come back again, and then again, and again, until it became a habit, an addiction. Now I’m practically a regular, but it's just a bit of harmless fun, right? We’re all adults, having fun.”

Julian nodded.

“What’s your name newbie?” She asked.

“Julian.” He managed to mutter.

The redhead smiled. Her lips were a deep red, the same colour as the last time he’d seen her, only it was not smeared across her face like last time. Just remembering that, and the cause, made him blush.

“I’m Gemma.” She said. “And I’m pleased to see you again.”

Julian’s blush deepened. He felt his cock throb.

“So, I suppose I should ask, what brought you here in the first place?”

Julian stammered, flustered, but he managed, eventually to mutter an answer, and the pair fell into conversation.

Julian told Gemma what had brought him to the bar, finding it easy to be honest given their previous interaction, and she listened, nodding. She told him her story, one that was surprisingly similar.

“Like you I was curious. I’d seen things online, read things, and then I heard there was a place near me so… I just couldn’t resist. My first time I was a nervous wreck, but it was so much fun.” She said.

She smiled at him.

“How was your first time?” She asked.

Julian felt his cheeks almost glowing.

“Good.” He muttered, grinning. “Amazing even.”

Oh, you flatter me.” She said. “I like it.”

Julian explained that he’d just been curious, not even sure that such places even really existed, and that he’d never intended to use it, but that things had just… happened. His explanation made Gemma grin.

“So I lured you in is what you’re saying? You came in all innocent, not really thinking about using the hole, and then you couldn’t resist me. I corrupted you.”

The way her eyes sparkled with mischief was captivating. She shifted closer to Julian, pressing more of her body against his. She bit her bottom lip and stared into his eyes, then made a show of licking her lips, showing off how wet her mouth was.

“I think I like you, newbie.” She said. “But… you said you came here because you were curious, right?”

Julian nodded.

“Yet you’re back here, again, so… did your first visit not sate your curiosity?”

The way Gemma spoke the question made Julian’s heart skip. She was grinning, watching him closely.

“Maybe there's more you’d like to experience? Maybe there’s more you’re curious about?”

Julian nodded. He shifted, aware of how hard his cock was getting. She was so hot. The sight of her red lips, her wet mouth, the memory of how it had felt, was making him squirm. Worse, there was something about the situation, about how they’d met, about the closeness of the glory hole that was making his head spin.

He was still curious, about so much. He did want to experience more.

“Well then, why don’t you come with me? Maybe I can help satisfy some of those curiosities.”

And with that, she offered Julian her hand, her nails the same deep red as her lips. He took it, and as she rose to her feet he rose with her, and he let her lead him off towards the door at the back of the bar, where the grimy, seedy bathroom waited.
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Once in the bathroom, Gemma practically dragged Julian into the stall, choosing the one on the far side of the room, pushing him in first before following him in and then locking the door. He stood with his back to the wall, staring at her, excited, anxious, timid, horny.

The stall was much like the other, except there was no hole in the wall of this one, no glory hole. They were alone. Was she going to suck his cock again? Or…

“Still curious?” Gemma asked, her voice like nectar.

Julian nodded.

“How curious.” She said, smiling.

As she bit her bottom lips, wiggling her hips and ass, Julian felt his cock throbbing. She was so hot. It had been one thing to use the hole, have her on the other side of the wall while she played with him, teased him, swallowed his cum, but it was another thing entirely to be trapped in a grimy bathroom stall with her, getting to watch her.

“Very.” He managed to croak.

“Good.”

She moved, stepped in close, and then pressed her body hard against his, kissing him suddenly, deeply. Her hands pressed into his chest, roamed up to his neck, encouraging him, and without thinking his hands went to her hips, pulling her in closer, roamed round to her full ass, squeezing.

Her lips were soft, wet, and the memory of how they had felt wrapped around his cock flared brightly. Her tongue, the tongue that had teased his prick, pressed into his mouth. He moaned, kissing her back.

Gemma squirmed, grinding against him, his hard cock, then pulled back, grinning. Julian stared into her eyes, almost mesmerised by how beautiful she was, the thrill of the situation. What was she going to do to him?

“I know that look in your eyes you know.” Gemma said. “I know what you’re curious about.”

Julian blushed.

“What…”

She pressed a finger to his lips.

“You want to know why I do it don’t you? You want to know if it's as much fun as I make it seem, don’t you? I know because I was just as curious as you are when I was new.”

Julian nodded. She was right.

“Well, if anything, I’d say it’s even more fun than I make it look. The thrill of it, the joy of it, the delight of feeling a hard cock in your mouth, it’s a bliss like nothing else. And the excitement of coming here, feeling sexy and hot, coming into a filthy bathroom and getting on your knees to suck a faceless cock that’s being stuck through a hole in the wall, knowing that cock is hard for you, because it wants to feel your mouth, that it wants you to make it cum, needs you to make it cum, it's just… addictive.”

“You really enjoy it?” Julian asked.

The way she talked about it made it sound so thrilling, so hot, so sexy. His head was spinning, a rush of emotions that left him giddy.

“I do. I love it. My first time I… I wasn’t sure. But then when I finally worked up the courage to try it, I just… it blew my mind. It’s just so much fun. It’s thrilling, a feeling of power and debasement, shame and arousal, excitement, the joy of being naughty. There’s nothing like it.”

Julian stared at her lips. The look on her face made it obvious she was telling the truth.

“There’s nothing like visiting a place like this, a glory hole, and finding someone waiting for you to service them, knowing they’re so desperate for you that they’ll stick their cock through a hole in the wall and let you use it as your toy. There’s nothing like waiting in a place like this for someone to arrive, so horny you can barely think, hoping they’ll let you play with their cock. Aching for it.”

“You… you make it sound really hot.” Julian said.

His cock was throbbing, hard. He was so horny he could barely think.

“It is.” Gemma said. “But… you don’t have to take my word for it you know.”

Julian stared at her for a moment, blinked. What was she suggesting?

“Get on your knees for me.” She said, grinning, her eyes sparkling. “Get on your knees, and you can find out for yourself just how much fun it is.”

Julian looked around. There was no glory hole so how…

And then Gemma shifted. She stepped back, lifting her hands to the hem of her skirt. Julian watched as she lifted her skirt up, exposing the tops of her stockings, the bare flesh of her upper thighs, her suspender straps, her panties, her…

Julian blinked. There was a subtle bulge in her panties. His mouth watered and his belly fluttered.

With her skirt raised, Gemma slipped her panties down, freeing her cock, and it throbbed, swelling, getting harder.

“I thought you were curious?” She said.

Julian giggled, nervous, blushing. He was curious.

Slowly, his belly fluttering, he fell to knees in the grimy, dingy bathroom, and he watched as Gemma’s cock got harder, thicker, longer. He was really curious.


Four

Gemma stepped forward, her cock level with Julian’s face. Without thinking he reached up and gripped it, wrapped his fingers around it. It was just as beautiful as the rest of her, smooth and pretty, hard, thick, long, throbbing...

“My, someone really is curious.” Gemma said. “I thought I might need to persuade you, but I can see that you’re eager to see for yourself how good it feels.”

Julian blushed. He could see and feel Gemma looming over him, hot and sexy, but his eyes were glued to her cock, the thickness of it hanging between her smooth, thick thighs.

His hand moved almost on its own, stroking Gemma’s prick, teasing down. It throbbed in his grip, responding to his touch, and Julian could not help but smile, a fluttering of nervous excitement in his belly. It did feel kind of good.

“You can be firmer. You won’t break it.” Gemma said.

Julian looked up, looked into Gemma’s eyes, and nodded. He squeezed, stroked a little harder, faster, and the way Gemma moaned, thrusting her hips, told him he was doing it right.

“That’s it. Show me how curious you are newbie. Use me to satisfy all those curious little desires you have.” She said.

Julian blushed. He looked back down to her cock, mesmerised by it. It was so thick and hard, so pretty, just like her. He had watched so many videos of girls in bathrooms like this, sucking the cocks of strangers.

They all made it look like so much fun, like sucking cock was so exciting. Was it?

He giggled. This was his chance to find out.

Taking a deep breath, Julian stoked down, his hand sliding to the base of Gemma’s prick, and he leaned forward, his lips pressing gently to the tip of her cock.

He’d never done anything like this before, but… he wanted to see what it was like. He was curious. That was all. It was his one chance to find out how it felt.

Julian kissed the tip of Gemma’s cock, softly, then pressed his head down. He had watched so many videos that he had a good idea of what to do. He knew what felt good for him, and he had a vague impression of what Gemma had done to his cock on the other side of the glory hole.

As he moved he kept his lips sealed tight, allowing the girth of Gemma’s cock to force his mouth wide, penetrating the hot, tight, wetness of his mouth. Her moans of pleasure urged him on, and he pressed harder, feeling her cock forcing his lips apart, forcing his mouth wider.

As the tip of her cock pierced the seal of his lips, popping into his mouth, he began to work his tongue, sucking gently. He moaned, giddy, a flush of joy, the thrill of what he was doing. It really did feel good, being on his knees in a seedy bathroom, sucking a beautiful stranger’s cock.

It felt really good. Addictively good.

Julian sucked harder, working his tongue, and began to take more of Gemma’s cock into his hot, wet mouth. She moaned, thrust, and forced her cock deeper.

[image: ]

Gemma lifted her hands to Julian's head, gripped his hair tight, and she began to fuck his mouth. He felt her force her cock deeper. He was sucking, licking, lips tight, and his head spun with the thrill of what he was doing, what she was doing to him.

“Fuck your mouth feels so good. Such a pretty little curious slut aren’t you?”

The words washed over Julian. He nodded, cheeks hot. He kept sucking, wanting to feel more, began to work his hand even as Gemma pulled her cock out, working her hips backwards until just the tip was in his mouth. He sucked, hard, not wanting to let go of it.

“You want me to fuck your mouth?” Gemma asked, holding her cock barely in Julian’s mouth.

Julian nodded, teasing his tongue over the slit of Gemma’s prick, sucking hard, lips tight. He wanted it more than he had ever known. He wanted to suck her cock, wanted her to fuck his mouth.

Gemma laughed, kindly, pleased with Julian’s honesty. To reward him she thrust, gently, slowly, filling his mouth with her cock.

Julian moaned in bliss, lost in the giddy sensation of it, the thrill of it. He was just like those girls in the videos he was obsessed with… well, almost.

Gemma was in the same stall as him. He knew her name, could see her, feel her, and she could touch him, grip his hair. What would it feel like, he wondered, to kneel in the middle stall of the bathroom like Gemma had, waiting for a cock to come through the hole, a faceless, nameless, anonymous cock, and worship it, suck it, make it cum, swallow it, just as she had.

The idea made his cock throb, hard. He had always thought of himself as straight, since that seemed to be the default option. But… maybe he wasn’t? Or maybe he was and he just really liked cocks?

He didn’t have time to puzzle over that though.

Gemma thrust suddenly, hard, gripping his hair tight, and began to fuck his mouth, his face. Julian sucked, hard, working his hands, and he did his best to pleasure her as he used his mouth, his lips and his tongue, for her pleasure.

“You’re better at this than I thought you’d be. Either you’re a natural, or you’ve been studying. Have you sucked cock before newbie?”

As Gemma thrust in and out of Julian's mouth, he shook his head.

“Well, maybe you’ve been watching a lot of how-to videos then? Have you? Lots of porn of pretty girls sucking cock? Is that what you like, telling yourself that you’re just watching for the hot girls, while secretly fixated on the cocks, wishing you were that girl, on her knees, getting to suck cock, getting to feel that hot cum in your mouth?”

Julian blushed. There was a rush of shame, embarrassment, excitement. Is that why he’d been so fixated on the glory hole videos?

He’d thought it was the situation that turned him on, hot girls in dirty rooms getting to suck faceless cocks, that it was the girls, but maybe Gemma was right. Maybe it was the cocks. Had he really been wishing he could be in the girl's place?

Is that why he’d come here, to the bar, to the glory hole? He giggled, the sound muffled by cock, as he realised there was no way he could deny it any more, not given his current situation, what he was doing, how easily Gemma had convinced him to get on his knees.

But… it was fun. It was just as hot and sexy and fun as Gemma had made it seem. Sucking cock, letting her fuck his face, submitting to her prick, letting her use him, was a joy. He could only imagine how much fun it would be to use the glory hole, to kneel on the bathroom floor and wait for a cock to come through that hole so he could suck it, milk it, feel the hot cum.

First, though, he wanted Gemma’s cum. He wanted to feel it in his mouth, wanted to swallow it, wanted to sate his curiosity.

Gemma worked her cock deeper, harder, faster, and Julian sucked, working his lips and hand and tongue, her cock wet with his spit. She was moaning. He was moaning. The sounds of sloppy sex filled the small bathroom stall.

“Fuck… that’s good but… I think I want something more.” Gemma said.

She pulled back, pulled her cock out of Julian’s mouth with an audible pop, sloppy and wet. He pined, wanting more, wanting her cum. Julian looked up from her perfect cock, looked into her dazzling green eyes.

“Please…” Julian said, almost begging.

Gemma just smiled.

“I’ve been horny all day newbie, and while it’s been fun getting you to admit what you really want, and your mouth is lovely, I want something more substantial. A girl has needs after all.”

Julian blinked. Gemma smiled, wiggling her hips, ass, her cock swaying.

“Think you’re capable of satisfying them, newbie?”

Julian smiled, nodded, not quite sure what Gemma meant, but eager to find out.

“Good. Now, get your cock out and stand up and come fuck me. Teasing you in the bar, getting you to admit what a slut you are, and then having your mouth on my pretty dick has me so pent up I’m about to burst.”

Julian blinked. Gemma wanted him to…

Without another word Gemma turned around to face the wall and bent over, her hands palm down on the graffiti-covered surface, back curved, ass high, legs spread.

She looked magnificent, her ass round and pert, thighs thick and smooth, legs long, in heels and stockings and suspenders, her skirt hiked up around her waist. Julian wanted desperately to feel her cock in his mouth again, but he was definitely not going to turn down the beautiful woman’s request.
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Julian wasted no time in getting to his feet and pulling down his pants and underwear. His cock was already rock hard from the thrill of sucking Gemma’s cock, and it had only gotten harder as she’d asked him to fuck her, as she’d bent over, exposing her ass.

“Come on newbie, don’t keep a girl waiting.” Gemma said, grinning.

Julian smiled. He stepped forward, moving closer to the stunning redhead, and looked down at her pert, round ass, the flawless smooth skin, her legs spread to expose her crack, her hole. She wanted him to fuck her. He couldn’t believe his luck.

“I’ve been thinking about you since we met that night you know, hoping I’d see you again, fantasising about you and what we could get up to. There was just something about you that caught my eye, and I’m beginning to think I know what it is.”

“I… what?” Julian asked, curious.

Gemma just smiled.

“No spoilers newbie. Fuck me first, make me cum, cum in me, and then maybe I’ll let you know.”

Julian smiled. She was so brazen, so sexy, so hot. What was it she had seen in him that caught her eye?

There was only one way to find out though. He had to fuck her, make her cum, cum in her. It didn’t sound like a bad deal to him.

Julian stepped closer and reached out to grope Gemma’s ass, the soft skin, hands roaming, squeezing. She moaned, pressed back.

Her ass pressed into the hardness of his cock, his prick resting in the crack, and she ground down, working her ass against him. He thrust, the sensation bright and hot, and she moaned as the head of his cock teased over her entrance.

“Fuck… you feel so good, newbie. But, you can’t just tease a girl like that. You’ll break my brain.”

Her voice was hoarse with lust, and she looked back over her shoulder at him, biting her bottom lip.

“Please…” She whispered.

Julian’s heart skipped at the word. She was practically begging him.

How could he say no?

Julian shifted one hand down to his cock, his hips pulling back, and he gripped the base of his shaft to better aim it. Without speaking he let a drool of spit fall from his mouth, wetting the head of his cock, running down Gemma’s crack. She giggled.

“Filthy…” She said. “I like it”

Julian smiled. His heart was racing.

Gripping his cock he teased the wetted tip along Gemma’s crack, over her entrance, pressing barely into the lubricated, tight hole. She gasped, pressing back, and he could feel her ass opening, stretching, eager to swallow his cock.

“Fuck… yes… fuck me…” She moaned.

Julian obliged. He pressed his hips forward and he stared down, watching as Gemma pressed back, the pair both eager, and her ass opened, stretching, as his cock sank deeper.

With one hand on the base of his shaft, the other on her ass, Julian thrust, and his cock sank deep, filling Gemma, and she moaned loudly, the noise filling the bathroom stall. Julian didn’t care if people heard though, if people discovered them. He only cared about the woman in front of him, about fucking her, making her cum, cumming in her.

He was addicted to her.

“Harder. Don’t be gentle. I need you to fuck me hard.” She said.

Julian did as she asked. He thrust, hard, filling her ass utterly with his cock, then pulled back, slowly, until just the head of his cock was inside her, tugging at her tight entrance, teasing her.

His cock throbbed, hard, Gemma’s ass clenching, squeezing the sensitive tip of his prick, the sight of her, bent over, skirt lifted, ass, legs, her beautiful face, grinding her ass on his cock. It was too much, and he could not control himself.

Julian thrust, hard, deep, and Gemma gasped in delight as he filled her tight hole with his cock. She worked her hips, pressing her ass back, fucking him as he fucked her.

“Yes… fuck me, newbie. Fuck me and cum in me and make me cum. I’ve been so horny thinking about meeting you again.” She said. “Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

Julian did not need to be told twice. He thrust, deep, then pulled back before fucking back in. He worked his cock in and out of Gemm’s tight ass, fucking her, his hips slapping against her round, pert, smooth, fat ass, and she ground back, working her hips and ass in time, squeezing her tight hole to milk his cock.

Her moans urged him on, the sounds of her pleasure. She was so hot, so sexy, and he could feel his climax nearing.

Wanting her to cum with him Julian shifted forward slightly, one hand on Gemma’s hip, gripping her as he worked his cock in and out of her ass, and with the other, he reached around and down.

Her cock, hard, still wet with his spit, was swaying with the motion of their rutting. Julian grasped it and began to tease, fingers caressing the tip, drooling with precum, stroking.

“Fuck…” Gemma moaned loudly.

With his finger clasped around her cock she was caught, Julian’s prick in her ass, her dick in his hand, and as she worked her hips back and forth, she was able to fuck herself back onto Julian’s cock before fucking her pretty cock into his hand.

“Yes… that’s it. Harder, deeper, faster.” She said. “Fuck me. Fuck me, newbie. Fuck me and cum in me as I cum. I’m going to cum.”

Julian fucked harder, deeper, faster, working his hand on Gemma’s cock, slamming his prick into her tight hole. She worked her hips back, chasing the pleasure, squeezing her hole down, and Julian could feel her dick throbbing, swelling, even as his began to swell.

He was close. He was going to cum. He was going to cum inside this beautiful woman while fucking her in a dingy bathroom stall. It was thrilling and exciting and dirty, but that just made it better.

“Fuck. I’m cumming. I’m going to cum.” Julian moaned.

He slammed his cock deep into Gemma’s ass, held it there, and she ground her ass back, working her hips to feel all of him as his cock swelled, throbbed, and erupted.

He squeezed down on her dick and he felt her too throbbing, swelling, cumming.

They were cumming together. Julian’s cock in Gemma’s ass, Gemma’s cock in his hand.

Julian came hard, his cock pulsing, cumming deep into Gemma’s tight hole as she ground down, squeezing as she came as well. He filled her, his spunk warm and sticky, and she wiggled, delighting in the sensations, sending shivers of pleasure along his spine.

“Fuck…” She finally managed to whisper. “That was good.”
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As Julian slipped his cock out of Gemma’s ass he felt her hole clench down, eager to keep his cum inside her. He let go of her dick, his hand sticky with her cum, and stepped back to allow her to clean herself up.

There was an awkward silence while the pair tidied themselves and redressed, Julian wiping his hand with tissue, slipping his underwear on, putting his cock away, pulling up his trousers, Gemma pulling her panties on, smoothing her skirt down.

Once she was done she turned to face him, grinning. Apart from the flush in her cheeks and her slightly dishevelled hair, Julian would never have guessed just what she’d been up to had he not known.

“That was fun.” Gemma said.

Julian agreed, blushing, thanking her. His head was still buzzing with the thrill of it all, so many questions about what it all meant. He’d sucked her cock, and liked it. He wanted more.

Could he really revisit the glory hole again, with a different purpose, to sate more of his curiosity? The thought made his belly flutter. In the moment it had felt right, but now he wasn’t sure. Maybe it was just Gemma that had brought that out of him. And… what had she seen in him that had caught her eye?

“You said… you said you’d tell me if I fucked you, made you cum, came in you. Well, I… I did, so… what was it?” Julian asked. “What was it about me that caught your eye?”

Gemma smiled, blushing. It was the first time Julian had seen the brazen, sexy woman blush.

“Give me your phone a second.” She said.

Julian frowned, but did as she asked. Quickly she typed in a number, and then a moment later a phone rang, her phone.

“Now you have my number, and I have yours. I’ll call you.”

“But…” Julian began.

Gemma held up a hand, silencing him.

“I said I’d tell you after you fucked me, but I didn’t say how soon after you fucked me. I’ll tell you newbie, but not now. Wait for my call.”

Gemma smirked, and she leant forward to hand him his phone and she kissed him on the lips, firmly, wet and passionate. He kissed back, delighting in it, and then her lips were gone again.

“Look after yourself newbie, and see you soon.” Gemma said.

With that she turned and unlocked the door to the bathroom stall and left, heading out of the room, leaving him alone to process everything that had happened. He blinked, dazed, and before he could forget saved Gemma’s number into his phone.


Five

Julian waited. And waited. And waited.

Days passed with no call. Maybe Gemma wasn’t going to phone him? Maybe she’d just been teasing him, or maybe she’d changed her mind. She’d said to wait for her call, but maybe he could call her?

But then… what if it was a wrong number?

He thought about going back to the bar, to look for her, wait for her, but he daren’t. Just the thought of the bar sent a thrill through him, hot and cold, his cock throbbing.

If he went back to the bar to find her, wait for her, he didn’t know what might happen. If she didn’t turn up would he be able to resist the lure of the glory hole? And if he couldn’t, he wasn’t sure which stall he’d end up in.

Having Gemma suck his cock through the glory hole had been amazing, and he wanted to experience it again, but… after sucking her cock he could feel newly awakened desires stirring, his curiosity not quite sated. If he went back to the bar he wasn’t sure he’d be able to resist the urge to enter the middle stall, get down onto his knees and wait for a cock to play with.

The thought of sucking, licking, feeling a cock cum in his mouth, swallowing, was enough to make his body hot and his cock hard. But… was he ready for that? He didn’t know.

So, instead, he decided it was better just to stay away and wait for her call, hoping that she’d remember. So he waited.

And when the phone finally rang, with her name on the screen, his heart leapt.
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Julian looked up at the row of buttons, scanning the numbers for the one he wanted, making sure it was the right apartment block and the right address. Gemma had been clear in her instructions, but had not stayed on the phone long enough to clarify or answer questions.

He was to arrive at her address at six o’clock that Friday, or not. It was his choice. But the why and the what were not explained to him.

So, several days later, Julian found himself outside a block of apartments looking for the number Gemma had given him. He found it after a moment, took a deep breath, pressed her buzzer. He was five minutes early.

There was a moment of silence, Julian’s heart thundering, and then the speaker crackled.

“Hello?” Gemma’s voice, distorted, but her.

“Hi, I… I’m early. Do you want…”

“Come on up. Everything’s ready.”

The speaker cut out and the door buzzed, telling Julian that it was unlocked and he could enter. He slipped in, and headed for the stairs, navigating his way to Gemma’s front door.

By the time he arrived her door was already open and she was standing there waiting for him, a big smile on her face. She looked just as dazzling and stunning as he remembered, though a little more dressed down.

She was in loose, pink sweatpants and a cropped t-shirt that clung to her tits. The outfit did very little to hide her curves, her hips, ass, chest, and though her face was bare of make-up, her hair tied up in a messy bun, she still looked cute, though in a cosy, cuddly way instead of the beguilingly sexy way she’d appeared before.

“Come in.” She said, stepping out of the door and holding it open.

She gestured for Julian to enter and he did as he was instructed. She followed behind, letting the door swing shut behind her, the lock clicking closed.

“You want anything to drink before we begin?” Gemma asked.

Julian looked around her flat. It was clean and cosy, if a little messy, with shoes and bags scattered in the hallway, coats hung on hooks on the wall.

He wasn’t sure what it was they were going to begin though, and he felt a thrill of nervous and excited energy.

“I… water would be good.” He said. “But… what is it we’re going to be doing?”

Gemma just smiled.

“We’re getting ready to go out, of course, silly. It’s Friday night, time for us to go out and have some fun. After our last meeting, I figured you might like to join me on a night out. If you want you can go home? But I thought we had fun last time, and aren’t you still a little curious?”

Julian blushed. The way she said the word curious made his body hot, his cock throbbing. He could still remember the way her dick had felt in his mouth. He’d been thinking about it all week, wondering what it might be like to have her cum in his mouth, what it might be like to swallow, feeling her cock throb between his lips.

“I…” He stammered. “I… yeah, I am.”

Gemma grinned, giggled, wiggling her hips and ass, bouncing on her heels excitedly in a way that made her tits bounce.

“I knew it. Now, you head through to the bathroom, I’ll get you water, then we can start.”

She gestured to an open door, the bathroom, then vanished off towards the kitchen. Julian wasn’t sure what it was they were going to start, but he could not deny that he was curious.
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“Strip for me.” Gemma said. “Then I can get started.”

She spoke in a matter-of-fact tone, calmly, but with resolve and force. She stood, waiting, watching. Julian squirmed. She wanted him to strip?

“Come on! I’ve already had your cock in my mouth and my ass, so it’s not like you have anything to hide. The quicker this bit is over the more time we can spend on the important bits.”

Julian stalled. They’d barely spoken since he’d arrived, Gemma bustling him about, and he still had so many questions.

“I… you said you were going to tell me what it was about me that caught your eye. You never said. And… where are we even going? Why do I need to get ready here? If you’d said...”

“Shush now, no questions. But… tonight is a surprise, and I don’t want to spoil it by just telling you what I have planned. I think you’ll like what I have in mind though, so you’ll just have to trust me, okay? Didn’t we have fun the other night?” She said.

Julian nodded. He had enjoyed their tryst in the bathroom, and he had been unable to stop thinking about it. He’d had a lot of fun, and he wanted more.

So, slowly, Julian began to strip, taking off his clothes until he was naked, covering his slowly hardening cock with his hands. He was blushing, giddy, flustered.

“I… what do I need to do now?” He asked, smiling.

Gemma beamed.

“First I need to get you smooth.” Gemma said. “Which means we need to use this.”

She held up a pink razor and a can of shaving cream. Julian blinked. Smooth? She was going to…

“Unless you want to go home, and you don’t want to find out what surprise I have planned for my curious newbie.”

Julian was silent for a moment. He took a deep breath. He didn’t need to do this. No one was forcing him. He was free to leave.

But if he did he’d never find out what Gemma had planned for him. He might never see her again. He laughed, head spinning, and came to a decision, committing himself to finding out just what the beautiful woman had planned for him.

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Gemma giggled excitedly.

“Perfect. I knew you wouldn’t disappoint me.”

And with that, she began getting Julian ready.


Six

It started with Gemma making Julian smooth, shaving his entire body, legs, belly, chest, butt, arms, armpits, cock, even his butt crack. At first, he found it embarrassing, but as she worked he began to find it oddly thrilling, the act of her smearing shaving foam over him, the way the razor slid over his skin, the stripping back of his hair to make him smooth.

It didn’t take as long as Gemma had feared, since Julian was far from hairy, but she took her time, making sure to get every last hair, working slowly and methodically, delighting in teasing him, fingers roaming over his increasingly soft body, caressing his legs, belly, arms, chest, cock, butt, even slipping along his crack, a single fingertip teasing over his hole, sending a bolt of pleasure through him that made him jump.

When she was finally done she gave him one last look over before telling him to get into the shower. Julian did as he was told, stepping into the flowing water to rinse off the foam and to wash, using the soap she gave him—the scent of it floral and sweet, the lather leaving his skin soft and smooth.

As he washed he couldn’t help but remark about how much more sensitive his body was, how good it felt. He’d never have thought just getting rid of his body hair could feel so good, but… his skin tingled and fizzed, and his hands roamed slippery over his body as he washed. As he stepped out to dry himself off he blushed, aware of how Gemma was looking at him.

“You look cute. Stop fretting. Now, onto the next step.” She said.

With that, she hurried him through to her bedroom.

“Time for us to get dressed and do our make-up.” She said.

“I…”

Gemma silenced Julian’s protest with a look.

“I said trust me, remember. I just know you’re going to enjoy tonight, but… if you don’t want to come with me, you are of course free to leave.”

Julian was silent. He was very curious about what she had planned.

“I thought so.” Gemma said, grinning. “But if you want to come out with me, you need to let me help you get ready. It's part of the fun.”

“I… okay.” Julian said, sighing.

Yet, there was a fluttering in his belly, nervous at what Gemma was suggesting, but also excitement. The memory of the glory hole was still bright in his mind, all those videos he’d watched, the hot girls. Maybe if he went along with Gemma’s plan they’d get to do more of that together.

Just thinking about her cock in his mouth was making him hot, and he still hadn’t gotten over how good it’d felt to cum in her ass. Getting to spend more time with her was worth whatever she had planned, right? And who knew, maybe it would be fun.

With that Gemma set about helping Julian dress in his underwear for the night. He was shocked to start, but she quickly assuaged his fears and got him to cooperate.

She had a set of stockings, suspenders, a bra, and panties for both of them. Black for her, white for Julian. He’d never worn anything like it before, but the sight of it, the feel of it in his hands, made him hot.

“Stockings and suspenders first, then panties and bra. It’ll make things easier. Trust me.” She said.

He did as she said. Julian slipped the stockings on first, sheer silk caressing his smooth legs, tight and sexy, and then, with Gemma’s help, fitted the suspender belt. Next went the panties, lacy and snug, then finally the bra. Julian blushed as he realised his bra was padded, adding weight and heft to his chest, making it seem like he had small, perky tits.

With the underwear on, smooth, shaved, he felt surprisingly feminine and girly. He’d never been the most masculine man, but he’d never considered himself overly feminine either, just sort of… average. Yet, stripped of body hair, in panties, padded bra, in stockings and suspenders, he was stunned by just how hot he looked.

The stockings and suspender straps made his legs look long and shapely, with plump thighs, and the panties, small and high cut, made his butt look round and full. The suspender belt made his waist look thinner while making his hips look wider, and the bra really did make it look like he had tits, which subtly changed the way his chest and shoulders looked.

Was it really that easy? True, he didn’t look as hot as Gemma—few people did—but he looked hot. The thought made him squirm and blush, and it was only as Gemma got undressed, stripping out of her casual clothes, that Julian was able to tear his gaze off of his new, remarkable body.

Julian was mesmerized by the sight of Gemma undressing and dressing. She was gorgeous, with long legs, trim waist, wide hips, a plump ass, and full, perky breasts. Yet, it wasn’t her womanly curves that held his gaze, nor her beautiful face.

It was her cock. It was perfect. Even soft it drew his attention. Julian could remember how it felt in his mouth, and he could feel his lips tingle, mouth suddenly empty.

“Easy there newbie. No getting your hopes up. We’re saving that for later.” Gemma said, noticing Julian’s attention.

To emphasise her point she wiggled her hips as she slipped her panties on, her cock swaying. Julian blushed, flustered by quite how much he craved her cock. What had happened to him?

Yet he didn’t haven’t much time to worry about that. Once Gemma was dressed in her black lingerie, a set that matched his white underwear, she moved them on to the next phase in their preparations. Make-up.

Gemma sat Julian down and did his make-up for him, talking to him about what she was doing so he would learn, she said. She added eye-shadow, mascara, eyeliner, creams, blushes, highlights and shadows, she added lipstick, lip-gloss, fake lashes and fake nails. Once she was done with him she did her make-up, the same process as she’d gone through with him, and she made him watch so, again, he could learn.

“You’ll have to do your own eventually.” She said, matter-of-factly.

Would he?

The make-up did not take long in Gemma’s skilled hands, and, without giving him a chance to look in a mirror, she moved on to the final step. Getting dressed.

“This is for you, and this is for me. I thought it’d be fun to almost match.” Gemma said.

Julian looked at the outfits she’d chosen for them and his heart skipped. Being shaved smooth, the underwear, and make-up was bad enough, but this…

“Come on.” She said.

Julian knew that if he wanted to find out what she had planned he had to go along, and he’d already come so far. He watched as Gemma began to pull on her outfit, his cock throbbing at how sexy she looked.

He wanted so badly to feel her again, her lips on his cock, his lips on hers, his cock in her ass. It wasn’t that bad, was it? Laughing, shaking his head as he resigned himself, Julian began to dress.
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The outfits were simple enough, short, tight dresses—Gemma’s in black, Julian's in pink—decorated with sparkly sequins, but they were so short and tight that his outfit left a lot of Julian’s newly smooth body on display. He knew that people would stare.

As it was just walking around people would be able to see his suspender straps. If he were to bend over, or sit in the wrong way, or even just go upstairs, people would be able to see his panties. And the way the dress fitted him, with a reinforced waist that cinched, it made his ass look rounder, hips wider, chest fuller.

He… he looked…

“You look hot.” Gemma said, looking him up and down. “A proper sexy girl.”

Julian blushed, her compliment making something in him flutter.

“But… we need more. Just a little extra.”

With that she moved to a small cupboard, pulling out a box, and then to a drawer in her dressing table. She pulled out a selection of jewellery and carried it over to Julian.

“I think this, and… this, and this obviously.” She said, picking items out.

There were some clip-on earrings, a necklace, rings, a bracelet. Gemma fitted them on Julian as he stood still, head spinning. He hadn’t seen a mirror since the bathroom so he wasn’t sure what he looked like, but he was curious, a nervous fizzing in his belly, a sense of anticipation and excitement.

“And finally…” Gemma rummaged in the box. “… this.”

She pulled out a mass of long, curly blonde hair. A wig. A pretty, platinum blonde wig.

Julian just stared at it. He was going to be a blonde…

“Let me fit it for you. Next time I can show you how but right now we should probably hurry or we’ll miss all the fun.” Gemma said.

Julian was too stunned to ask what fun they’d be missing. As he stood, frozen, Gemma moved in close and she set about fitting the wig on his head, clipping it firmly in place so that it almost felt like his real hair, tugging at his roots as he shifted.

The long, bright blonde locks cascaded over his shoulder, full and bouncy, and Julian couldn’t help but grin. Why was he feeling so giddy, so happy?

“Last thing, heels. Then you can see.” Gemma said.

She grabbed two pairs of shoes, matching, one in pink, one in black. Julian knew which ones were for him, and he blushed.

Gemma slipped the pink heels onto Julian’s feet then put the black on hers. She was taller than him, but only by an inch or so. Standing next to her he felt an odd thrill.

She was so hot and sexy and pretty. Did he look like that? Was he that hot?

“Now, want to see the final product of all our work?” Gemma asked.

Julian was still. He did, but… there was fear as well as excitement.

He wanted to see, but he was worried he’d be disappointed, that what he’d see would just be him in a dress with make-up on in a wig, a boy made up like a girl. What he wanted was to be hot and sexy and pretty, like Gemma. He giggled as the thought settled. The thing holding him back was that he was worried he wouldn’t be pretty enough. What did that mean?

“I… I’m not… I don’t think I can.” Julian said.

Gemma stared at him for a moment, then smiled, softly and kindly.

“You’ve nothing to worry about. One, you look stunning, and two, I’m here with you. I’ll look after you and make sure you have an amazing time. I know it can be a bit nerve-wracking the first time, but you’ll soon get used to it and then you’ll learn to love it. Trust me. Didn’t I show you a good time before?”

Julian blushed, he giggled again as he nodded.

“Exactly. And didn’t you come here because you were curious? If you get undressed now, and leave, then won’t you always be curious? Don’t you want to find out what it is I have planned? Why I invited you here? Why I got you all dressed up?”

Julian nodded again.

“Then step in front of the mirror and look at yourself. Take a good long look and see just how amazing you are.” Gemma said.

Julian smiled. He was curious, and he did trust Gemma. He wanted to discover just what she had planned, and he wanted to see just what he looked like. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, gathering his courage, then moved with careful steps towards the mirror.
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“Fuck.” Julian whispered.

He was frozen, stunned, staring into the mirror. Only… he was gone. His reflection had vanished, and in its place was a hot, sexy, dazzling young woman. The kind of young woman Julian would have crawled across hot coals to spend time with.

He shifted, turning, and the woman in the mirror turned with him. Her body was lean and trim, svelte, but with subtle hips, a trim waist, a round ass and small, perky tits. Her legs were long and full, shapely in her stockings and heels, and the shortness of the dress meant her lacy stocking tops were just visible.

“You look good, right?” Gemma asked.

Julian nodded. He, she did look good. She was so smooth and sexy, and as she shifted, posing, unable to stop staring at herself, Julian couldn’t help but feel a thrill running up his spine.

In the stockings, the caress of his thighs against each other was sensual and erotic. His body felt alive with new pleasures and sensations. But… it was his, her face that really captivated him.

She was gorgeous, with big, bold eyes and full lips, sharp features, and her long flowing blonde hair combined with her pink dress and pink heels made her look like a sexy bimbo out for a night of fun. The thought of what that fun might be, given how she was dressed, made Julian’s body ache.

“I look… I look hot.” He said.

He couldn’t believe how good he looked, and he couldn’t believe how happy it made him. He could not stop smiling as he stared at the girl in the mirror.

As she moved he admired her curves, the swell of her ass, her tits, her lean body. With a bit of work, targeted exercise, and maybe some more padding in her bra, she could have a figure to die for. Julian’s mind wandered, and he couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to have a body like that, with a fat ass, and real tits.

The thought made his cock throb in his panties, and his heart fluttered with longing. This was all so new yet, he already didn’t want it to end.

He turned, to get a better look at his magnificent butt, but he was unsteady in his heels and his foot slipped. He tumbled, falling, but…

Gemma was there to catch him, holding him, setting him on his feet.

“Careful. You need to go easy as you get used to walking and moving in those. After tonight you can keep them, and I’d suggest wearing them around the house as you do your chores to get practice in.” She said.

Julian nodded. He found he really did want to be good at moving in heels. He wanted to walk with the same grace and poise and wiggle as Gemma, wanted his ass and hips to shift and roll and sway just as hers did. What did it feel like to have tits like hers that jiggled with each step, and… why did he suddenly feel like he wanted to find out?

“But for tonight, just stay close to me, and remember heel to toe, one foot in front of the other. We’ll go slow, and there aren’t many stairs, plus… you won’t be on your feet much anyway.”

Gemma giggled. Julian blushed, wondering exactly what she meant.

“But… there is one final detail we need to fix. Your name. Julian isn’t a name for a girl as lovely as you, and I can’t introduce you as newbie, though it is a cute nickname.”

Julian blushed, he opened his mouth to object but… she was right. He looked back to the mirror, saw the girl there. She was not a Julian.

“How about…” Gemma paused, thinking. “Jynx.”

Julian blinked. Jynx…

Jynx giggled, blushing.

“I love it.” She said.


Seven

It was dark by the time Gemma and Jynx arrived at their destination. The taxi ride there had been thrilling, Jynx nervous about being out in public for the first time, alert to people’s reactions but… it had not been as bad as she had feared.

If anything, people’s reactions were quite flattering. As they’d headed out she had stuck close to Gemma, their heels clicking on the pavement, but soon she had begun to relax. She had been worried people would stare, and though people did stare, it was not the kind of attention she had been worried about.

If anything, the attention she got was thrilling and reassuring, men staring at her openly, looking her up and down with appreciation, eyeing her with lust and desire. Cars would slow down so that the drivers could get a good look at her, at the two of them, and passing groups of men would smile at them, looking back as they passed by to get a second, third, and even fourth look at the two sexy women.

“You’ll get used to the attention, because as hot as you are you’ll be getting a lot of it.” Gemma said. “So… just try to relax and enjoy it.”

Jynx blushed, giggled. She had been called hot. The word made her happy. And she was quite enjoying all the attention. She felt sexy and beautiful in a way that was new and wonderful and addictive, and already she didn’t want it to end.

When the cab arrived the pair slipped in, and they began to chat as the car pulled out into traffic. The drive did not take long, so Gemma just made sure to give Jynx the most important tips for the evening.

Stay close to her, don’t drink too much, relax and enjoy yourself, feel free to try new things, remember that at any point she could say no and leave and it would all be over.

“I’m not going to force you to stay, or to do anything you don’t want. Remember that. I invited you out because I figured you’d enjoy this. It’s supposed to be fun, okay?” Gemma said.

Jynx nodded. She was still wary of the unknown, but already the evening had been more fun than she’d been expecting, and she’d got to try something new. If her last two encounters with Gemma were anything to go by, she had very high hopes for the rest of the evening, though she could not deny how nervous she was about it all.

Still, the attention they both got from the cab driver, the way he kept staring at them in his rear-view mirror, glancing at their long, stocking-clad legs, their bodies in their tight dresses, their pretty faces, was reassuring. Jynx squirmed in her seat, blushing, horny, not used to provoking such obviously lascivious reactions. Gemma though was nonplussed, well accustomed to being the centre of attention.

As the car pulled to a stop outside an old factory building Jynx felt a thrumming bass growing more intense, vibrating the car. Gemma turned to Jynx and smiled.

“We’re here.” She said. “Now, come on, I can’t wait to see how you enjoy the surprise!”

With that, she paid the cab fare and slipped out. Jynx followed her, her dress riding up, and she could feel the cab driver’s eyes glued to her legs and ass as she flashed him her panties.

She giggled, blushing, but could not resist a wiggle to show off. The driver’s eyes went wide, and he stared after the two of them as they strutted towards the brick building, heels clicking on the hard ground, their asses wiggling.

“Slut.” Gemma said, laughing.

“I… I couldn’t help it…” Jynx said, biting her bottom lip.

The word slut lit a fire in her belly. Was she a slut?

“I know. Which is how I know you’re going to love what I’ve got arranged for you.”
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Gemma led Jynx up to the front doors of the building, where two large men in suits stood on either side. Jynx smiled at them nervously, aware of just how closely they were watching her, but Gemma was confident as she strode towards them.

“Is everything ready Leon?” She asked.

The larger of the two men smiled, nodded. He then stepped in to open the door for Gemma, a wave of loud music crashing over them. Gemma turned back to Jynx to gesture for her to follow.

Inside it was warm and dim, with low, coloured lights set into the walls and ceiling. Gemma led Jynx through a maze of corridors, and though she could hear music and voices, she saw no one, as though it were just the two of them, and then…

Gemma led Jynx out into a massive room, full of people, the music loud, a din of movement and chatter.

“Let's enjoy ourselves a little first. Then I’ll take you to your surprise.” Gemma said.

She reached out and grabbed Jynx’s hand and dragged her through the press of bodies towards a distant bar, and Jynx could not help but look around in awe. The place was bustling with people, some in groups around tables, chatting, others clustered in corners, in pairs or threesomes, getting closer, while most people were either around the bar or on the massive dance floor, moving to the heavy, drumming beat.

The room was damp with sweat and breath, but the atmosphere was hedonistic and vibrant, alive and electric. Jynx could feel herself getting carried away.

Yet, it was more than the atmosphere, the lighting and the music and the dense air. Around her hundreds of people were having fun, but it was like nothing she’d seen before.

They were all beautiful, the men and the women around her were some of the most attractive people she’d ever seen, their ages and bodies and appearances all so varied, yet all of them were stunning. As people danced they ground their bodies close, hands on each other, lips, and she could see around the dance floor people heading off towards the back of the room and a series of doors, grinning, flush, excited. Men and women, men and men, women and women, groups of men and women, pairs and groups of people Jynx couldn’t even assign labels to. Her heart was racing.

What kind of club was this? Jynx’s head spun as Gemma led her, and it was all she could do to cling on to her friend.

“Two lime and sodas please.” Gemma said.

Jynx turned to see Gemma ordering two drinks from a pretty-looking boy behind the bar, his face powdered with dazzling, sparkly makeup. He was gorgeous, with lips that made Jynx’s belly flutter. The whole club was full of people that made Jynx’s belly flutter, yet… it was Gemma that still captivated her most.

“Here, drink this and we can explore, let you take it all in for a bit.”

Gemma handed Jynx a glass, the surface cold, and the two went off hand in hand to explore.
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The club was like nowhere Jynx had been before, so vibrant and alive, people free to just have fun, and she felt a sense of joy and liberation at being allowed to just exist. As they walked, she began to get the knack of strutting in heels, and with so many people staring at her, watching her, she couldn’t help but put a little extra wiggle in her walk.

As the pair explored people found reasons to come and talk to them.

Some of them clearly knew Gemma well, charming, attractive men and women, and they greeted her with hugs and kisses on the cheeks, smiling at Jynx as Gemma introduced them. The people were all delighted to meet Jynx, greeting her like an old friend or someone they’d been waiting eagerly to finally connect with, and Jynx quickly found herself overwhelmed.

Others came to talk to the pair and introduce themselves just because they had seen them and wanted to get to know them better. Both Gemma and Jynx received compliments, requests to dance, offers of drinks, from men, women, beautiful dazzling beings like Jynx had never met before. She was almost sad when Gemma turned them down, again and again, telling them that they both had other plans, but maybe they’d like to join them, giving them a wink.

The people seemed to understand well enough, and they would thank Gemma, smile at her, at Jynx, before departing. Jynx could only wonder what the other plans were.

It didn’t help that all of them made her feel flustered and hot. The way they looked at her sent a shiver through her, the way a starving man might look at a lavish five-course meal, eyeing her legs and ass, her body, even her face, her lips with desire, and the compliments they gave her made her blush. Her body throbbed, a rising sense of desire and lust, the room dense with an atmosphere of arousal and sex. She was so horny she could barely think straight, and as she finished her drink Gemma turned to look at her, grinning.

“Come on. I think it’s time I showed you your surprise.” She said.

Jynx paused for a moment, then giggled. Gemma, grinning, led her to the back of the club and through one of the doors there. Jynx was dragged along a series of narrow corridors, the noise of the club receding. After only a short walk they reached a door, painted black, with a green light above it.

Gemma stopped outside it. Turned back to face Jynx, grinning.

“Are you ready?” She asked.

“I… I’m not sure.”

Gemma nodded.

“I know you’re nervous, but… I wouldn’t have arranged this, or helped you get ready, or brought you here, if I didn’t think you’d enjoy it, if I didn’t think we’d both enjoy it. I’m not going to lie, I’m really looking forward to tonight, what I have planned, getting to enjoy it with you, but you don’t need to go through this door. I can take you home, or take you to a waiting room while I enjoy this surprise alone, or we can just go and enjoy the club together instead, have a few drinks, dance, and then head home. It’s your choice. And remember, you only need to partake as much, or as little, as you want, okay?”

Jynx’s heart was fluttering. Her head was spinning with possibilities.

“I… yeah, I understand. But… I’m too curious to turn back now. I want to find out what you’ve got planned for me.”Jynx said.

Gemma smiled. Her eyes sparkled.

“Somehow, newbie, I just knew your curiosity would get the better of you.”

And with that Gemma opened the door and let Jynx in.
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The room was small, only a little larger than a department store changing room, and almost circular, with eight walls of equal size around them. It was brighter than the rest of the club, with only one door. The pair of them were squashed together, but there was just about enough room for them to move around, and Jyxn looked momentarily confused as she took in her surroundings.

The floor and the walls were padded, soft, and in the ceiling several lights buzzed, stark white, and she saw… screens set in the corners, four of them, each showing a live video feed of the two of them, taken from different angles.

Jynx watched the videos for a moment, then shifted, posing for the hidden cameras, giggling. She really did look sexy. Then she saw Gemma look at her, waiting, and Jynx tore her gaze from her image and blushed, realising she had been caught admiring herself.

“You like the videos?” Gemma said.

Jynx nodded.

“I… yeah, I like seeing myself like this. It’s… fun.” Jynx said.

Gemma was grinning.

“Somehow I’m not surprised.” Gemma said. “But I’ll keep that in mind. After we’re done I’ll see if I can get a copy of the recording.”

Jynx blinked.

“Recording?” She asked.

Gemma nodded.

“Of course. These cameras are not just being fed to the screen up there, but to screens outside too, so people can watch us both, and everything they capture will be recorded. Normally it’s deleted after twenty-four hours, but I’m sure I can snag us a copy since it’s a video of us.”

Jynx blinked, confused.

“But… why are they filming us? Why would people want to watch us? What are we going to do?”

Jynx was blushing, squirming. She bit her bottom lips, her body hot. She was so close to Gemma that she could feel the heat of her body. What was it the cameras were going to record?

“I think you need to look around. Take in your surroundings properly. I’m sure that’ll make things a little more self-evident.” Gemma said, grinning.

Jynx turned and looked around the room. The padded floor, the padded walls. She frowned, confused, and then she saw it. Her heart skipped.

One of the walls was filled with the door they had entered through, but the other seven were plain, empty, except for the holes. In each of the other seven walls, there were two holes, all of them at slightly different heights, the circumference of them surrounded with additional padding. The holes peered out onto nothing, blackness, void, but Jynx knew instinctively what they were for.

Fourteen holes. Just the two of them. Four cameras. She turned to Gemma and smiled.

“Fuck that’s hot.” She said, her voice nervous, awed.

“I knew you’d appreciate it. Now, shall we get started?”

Jynx’s cock throbbed at the thought, aching in her panties. She looked up at the screens above her, live video feeds being broadcast to how many screens throughout the club, the feed being recorded, two hot women ready for a fun night. She was just like one of the women in the videos she’d been obsessed with, only… this was better.

“Yes. Please.” Jynx said.

And with that, Gemma looked up into the camera and nodded.

“Let’s get this party started people. We’ve got a newbie to christen.”

And with that Jynx heard movement, and then in the darkness behind the holes, there was movement.


Eight

Jynx could only stand in awe and watch as the shadows behind the holes surrounding her resolved into something real. Flesh and blood. Cocks emerged through the holes, surrounding her and Gemma.

There were four of them at first, then six, nine, twelve, then finally fourteen. All the holes were filled with cocks, pricks of various colours and sizes and shapes, all of them hard and growing harder. They were there for her, arranged by Gemma, a surprise for her to sate her curiosity, a chance for her to be a glory hole slut.

Jynx was frozen though. There were so many of them. She’d only used a glory hole once before, and she had been on the other side of it, she had been the one sticking her cock through, having it played with, and though she’d sucked Gemma’s cock, had enjoyed it, that felt… different.

She had been able to see Gemma, had felt drawn to her. These were all faceless cocks, floating there, attached to… Jynx had no idea who they were attached to. Were the people on the other side of the walls people she had met in the club, were they people she knew as Julian, or were they complete strangers?

Yet, just thinking about it was exciting her. Her body was hot, cock throbbing. The anonymity and mystery made it better.

She giggled, the sense of naughtiness only made more intense by the fact that people could see her and Gemma. Though the other side of the wall was unknown, unseen, and the cocks would remain anonymous, people could see them, watch them, admire them. Could she really give in and explore her curiosity? Or was this too much?

“Well…” Gemma said.

Jynx was still, eyes wide, looking around at all the perfect, hard, throbbing, waiting cocks surrounding her. Could she really just get down on her knees and touch them, suck them. She’d only ever sucked one cock before, Gemma’s. If she did this then… what did it mean?

“Well, while you stand there thinking about it I’m going to get started. It’d be a crying shame if beautiful cocks like these went to waste.” Gemma said. “But if you get bored of just watching, know I’d love to have you join me. I have so many things planned for you.”

With that, Gemma fell to her knees, and crawled to the nearest wall, reached out to grip the two cocks in front of her, and began to stroke.

Jynx watched in awe, saw the two cocks swelling, becoming harder, and the others around the room twitched in longing. Were the owners of the cocks watching them on screen? Were they longing for Gemma’s touch? Were they aching for Jyn’s attention? The thought made her belly flutter and she giggled.

She watched Gemma get to work, captivated by her friend’s eagerness.

The room was so big that there was no way Gemma could reach opposite walls at the same time, so while she shifted her grip between the cocks in front of her handling two of them at a time, the ones on the other side of the room were left neglected. Jynx watched them, twitching, calling to her, inviting her to touch them, feel them, so many cocks pleading with her.

She stepped backwards, and her back collided with the door. She should leave now, shouldn’t she, turn and run before…

Jynx watched as Gemma leaned forwards and took one of the cocks in front of her into her mouth. Jynx had felt that mouth, knew how good it felt, and she could only watch as Gemma began to worship cock.

Gemma slurped, one cock in either hand and one in her mouth. The room filled with the wet sounds of her sucking, head bobbing up and down, her lurid moans of delight and pleasure.

Jynx was mesmerized. Around her thick, long, glorious pricks throbbed, calling to her. The scent of them filled the room, thick musk. Her cock was hard in her panties.

She could just give in to her desires, her curiosity, be like one of the girls from the videos she so enjoyed. This might be her only chance.

Yet she couldn’t move. She could only watch as Gemma, so pretty and sexy and hot, enjoyed herself. She was perfect. She had arranged all of this for Jynx, had gone through all of this effort, and why?

What did she see in her? Jynx blushed as her mind fluttered. She watched Gemma sucking cock, wet slurping, hands stoking, and she craved her friend’s touch, Gemma’s mouth on her cock, wanted to wrap her lips around Gemma’s cock, wanted to feel again what she’d felt in that grimy bathroom. Yet, she wanted more than that too.

Watching Gemma in the moment was just like watching one of those videos, a hot girl on her knees, sucking faceless cocks, getting to enjoy herself, abandon decorum, embrace her inner slut. Jynx felt the pull of it, the lure, the craving, her curiosity.

What would it feel like to be one of those girls?

What would it feel like to embrace her inner slut, to get down on her knees and suck cock, touch them, tease them, make them cum. Her mouth watered. She had wanted so badly to feel Gemma’s cock cum in her mouth, but had been denied.

Here, now, was her chance to experience that, a cock cumming in her mouth. It was her chance to taste cum, to swallow, to suck cock after cock, to be the slut she had always secretly dreamed of being. All she needed to do was move. Take a step forwards. Kneel.

Jynx looked up at the screens and saw herself, beautiful, sexy, hot, a wanton woman out for a night of fun. This was her chance to see if it was as much fun as all those videos made it seem. This was her chance to see if it was as much fun as Gemma made it seem. She was Jynx. She just needed to…

Jynx turned her attention away from the screens, away from Gemma, and focussed on the cocks sticking through the holes in the wall, waiting for her, throbbing. She stepped forward, and then fell to her knees.
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Now she had admitted to herself what she wanted, needed, there was no restraining her. Jynx crawled forwards, towards the walls behind Gemma, and she watched in delight as the cocks in front of her throbbed at her approach, growing harder, thicker, longer.

Could they see her? Were they waiting for her touch? Did they long for her attention? The thought excited her.

She felt sexy, hot, brazen, and without thinking, she reached out to grip the two cocks closest to her. They were hot and thick and hard. She could feel the pulse of them. She began to stroke, blushing, giggling. Behind her the noises of Gemma enjoying herself, the wet slurping, the moaning, was making her body ache.

Jynx shifted her grip, stroking each cock in front of her in turn. There were so many.

She smiled, and, feeling suddenly emboldened, she leaned forwards to kiss the tip of the cock immediately in front of her. It pulsed at the touch of her lips, begging her for more. She blushed, hot, body aching, and paused, lips pressed tight.

Could she really?

Jynx pressed her head forward, the hard, thick cock forcing her mouth wide as her curiosity got the better of it. She needed to know what it really felt like to be a glory hole slut.

Behind her, she could hear Gemma enjoying herself, so many cocks, and the sounds of it only added to the thrill and the pleasure as she took her first anonymous cock into her mouth. She pressed her head down, taking more and more between her lips as they were stretched wide by the girth of it. She sucked hard, her tongue moving on its own to explore the hot, thick, throbbing prick in her mouth.

The tang of precum on her tongue made her moan. What would it feel like to have it cum on her face? What would it feel like to have it cum in her mouth? What would it feel like to swallow it?

She wanted to experience all of it.

Moaning, sucking, slurping with wet, tight lips, Jynx began to enjoy herself, sucking one cock with her mouth as her hands got to feel the others around her. There were so many, and all of them were different. It was heaven. She was a glory hole slut in heaven, and she never wanted the moment to end.

She sucked, bobbing her head up and down, and the thrill as she began to focus entirely on the cocks around her, without the distraction of the people they were attached to, thrilled her. The anonymity of it all, the power of the situation, having so many cocks lusting after her, having them all to herself, having so many cocks to share with Gemma, the sinfulness of it all, only added to her pleasure. In this moment she was free to be sexy, brazen, a slut, and she was going to embrace the opportunity to truly sate her curiosity.

As Gemma sucked, moaning, working numerous cocks behind her, Jynx began to worship the pricks in front of her, she sucked, hard, stroking, and her body throbbed, her dick so hard in her panties it hurt.

She bobbed her head faster, taking the cock deeper, sucked harder, and she could feel it swelling, throbbing, growing harder and fatter. The tang of precum on her tongue grew stronger.

The cock was going to cum. It was going to cum in her mouth. She was going to feel it, taste it. The thought thrilled her, and she began to suck harder, faster, taking it deeper, moaning in giddy bliss. The cock swelled as she sucked harder, wanting it.

And then… it came, hard, cumming, filling her mouth, almost choking her. Jynx did her best to swallow but there was too much. Her mouth overflowed, and some of it spilled down her chin even as she kept swallowing, trying to keep up with the flood of it.

She moaned, her dick aching in her panties. It felt better than she ever could have imagined.

She kept sucking, milking the cock for all it had, but all too soon it began to soften. Jynx pulled back, sucking hard, slurping, and her lips left the softening cock with an audible pop. Gemma was still slurping, moaning, and Jynx wanted more. Luckily her hands were still full, and around her were even more cocks waiting for her attention.


Nine

Jynx was in paradise. There were so many cocks, and as she made one cum, it would only be replaced with another. She had sucked three already, had let them fill her mouth, had swallowed, but there were still just as many surrounding her.

With her mouth and hands full, she lost herself in the bliss of being a glory hole slut, and behind her, she could hear Gemma enjoying herself just as much. Only… now that she came to think about it, the other noises had stopped.

“Having fun newbie?” Gemma whispered into Jynx’s ear.

Jynx jumped at the closeness, the surprise. She made to move, pulling her head back, pulling her lips off the cock in her mouth, but then there was a hand on the back of her head, pressing her head down again.

“Just enjoy yourself. You don’t need to speak.” Gemma whispered.

The pressure was gentle, and Jynx found it easy to submit, letting Gemma work her head back down, taking more and more of the thick, throbbing cock into her mouth. Her lips were wrapped tight, and she sucked hard, working her tongue.

“You look so pretty with your mouth full of cock, cum smeared all over your chin.” Gemma whispered.

Jynx giggled, the noise muffled by cock. She squirmed as Gemma’s other hand caressed down her back, over her ass, to her legs, and then crept under her dress, teasing her inner thighs, Gemma’s warm hand on smooth skin.

“You know, I’ve been having fun, but… well, when I stopped for breath and saw you behind me, on your knees, enjoying yourself, your ass up, legs spread, I couldn’t help but crave something more.”

As Gemma’s hand crept higher, teasing up, Jynx couldn’t help but spread her legs wider. Her body was so hot, throbbing, her dick so hard in her panties that it hurt.

One hand pressed her head down, gently, more of the cock forcing its way into Jynx’s mouth, pressing at the back of her throat, and as her hands worked on two more cocks, Jynx felt fingers slipping under her panties, creeping up along the crack of her ass, pressing in until…

Jynx moaned loudly, delight and bliss and wonder, as a fingertip just barely teased at the entrance to her virgin hole. Jynx pressed her hips back, wanting to feel more, sucking hard.

“My, someone is keen.” Gemma said.

If a fingertip teasing felt that good, then what would more feel like? Jynx sucked hard on the cock in her mouth as she pressed back, eager to find out.

Only… Gemma pulled her finger back, never letting Jynx feel more than the tip. Jynx pined, aching, body hot. Her curiosity raged. She needed to know what it would feel like. She wanted to experience everything.

Jynx pulled her head back, struggling against the gentle pressure of Gemma’s hand, slurping, wet, sloppy lips, and the tip of the cock popped from her mouth. It throbbed in front of her, wet, hard, so eager to fill her mouth, and she wanted to return her attention to it, wanted to feel it, make it cum, but she wanted something else more.

“Please.” Jynx whispered, breathy. “Please, I’m so fucking horny. I… I need to know what it feels like.”

Jynx looked back over her shoulder as she continued to stroke the cocks on either side of her. Gemma was so hot, her hand entangled in Jynx’s hair, caressing Jynx’s ass, finger teasing over her hole.

“Please what?” Gemma asked, giggling.

Jynx remembered clearly how good it had felt to fuck Gemma in her tight ass, and remembered even clearer how much fun it had been for Gemma. She had been curious about sucking cock, had been curious if it really was as good as Gemma and those girls in the videos made it seem, and… it had been even better.

So, Jynx knew she had to try this. She had to see what it felt like to be fucked like the glory hole slut she was.

“Please, I… I want you to fuck me. Fuck me, hard, like I fucked you. Fuck me hard, cum in me. I need to feel you inside of me. I need to feel your cock inside my ass.” Jynx said.

She blushed as she spoke, barely able to believe what a slut she was being, but it felt right. It was the truth, and there was no hiding from it any longer.

This whole adventure had begun with her being led by her curiosity, not quite sure what she wanted, or needed, but Gemma had known. Gemma had shown Jynx the truth, had allowed her to admit it, and it was as though the floodgates were finally open and the rush of joy and pleasure and freedom she felt was almost overwhelming.

“Please, fuck me.” Jynx said.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Gemma said.

And with that, she lifted up Jynx’s dress and began to pull down her panties.
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As Gemma stripped Jynx off, Jynx wiggled her hips to help her, and she caught sight of herself in the screen above. She looked so hot on her knees, dress hiked up around her waist, legs spread, a cock in each hand, with the hot redhead stripping off her panties. She wondered how hot she would look while getting fucked. The thought that other people would be watching thrilled her.

“No ignoring our special guests though.” Gemma said as she slipped Jynx’s panties off over her heels.

Jynx blushed. She’d gotten distracted. She nodded, biting her bottom lip as her belly fluttered, and turned her attention away from the screen, from Gemma, and looked back to the cocks jutting from the wall in front of her. She didn’t waste a moment before wrapping her lips around the thick, wet, throbbing cock that bobbed in front of her face, and the sound of her wet slurping made her dick ache.

As Jynx sucked she felt Gemma move, and she glanced up to the screen above her. The scene sent a thrill through her.

A hot blonde on her knees, sucking a cock in a glory hole, stroking two more, a slut drunk on pleasure eager for cum. It was like one of the movies she was obsessed with, but… better, because it wasn’t just the blonde.

Behind the hot blonde was a stunning redhead, kneeling between her spread legs. The blonde's dress was pulled up around her waist to expose her perfect, round, pert ass, and the redhead was moving to pull her dress up, slipping her panties off to expose her cock. Her perfect, hard, throbbing, beautiful cock.

Jynx watched as Gemma shifted, grabbing a small bottle that sat by the door that had gone unnoticed, pouring a generous dollop into her hand, then working it over her prick, glistening, wet, hard. Jynx’s hole clenched. And then…

Gemma ran her slippery palm over Jynx’s ass, her crack, her hole, even as she watched, and Jynx was reminded that she was that hot blonde. She was the one sucking cock, her lips tight, tongue lapping, choking herself on it, stroking two more cocks, mouth tight and wet and hot, and she was the one about to get fucked by the hot redhead, by Gemma.

“Ready for me newbie?” Gemma asked.

Jynx moaned her yes as Gemma worked her lube-coated fingers over her asshole, teasing them in, wetting her entrance, stretching her. The pleasure was so intense she couldn’t help but suck hard on the cock in her mouth, and she felt it throb in response.

“Good, because I’ve been wanting to try out that cute little ass of yours for far too long.” Gemma said.

She slipped her fingers out, and Jynx, sucking, stroking, mouth and hands full of cock, watched the screen as Gemma moved in close behind her. Gemma nudged Jynx’s legs wider with her knees, and gripped her cock with her hand, aiming it at Jynx’s virgin hole.

Jynx watched in delight as Gemma moved closer, sucking hard, her mind lost on a tide of pleasure and lust and need. She was that hot, slutty blonde, and she had never been happier.

And then she felt it.

Gemm’s cock pressed at her hole, teasing, pressing just barely in, and her body shivered with new sensations, craving more. Jynx pressed her hips back as Gemma eased forwards, and the fat girth of Gemma’s prick slipped into Jynx’s hole, stretching her, splitting her open.

Jynx moaned, the pressure, pain, pleasure. Gemma’s cock was hard, wet, thick. Jynx pressed back, wiggling her hips, wanting more, and Gemma obliged. Gemma thrust and Jynx moaned in bliss, the noise muffled by cock, as the thick, girthy head of the sexy redhead's cock popped past her outer ring and sank deep into her ass.

“Fuck you feel so good.” Gemma moaned. “Your ass is so tight and hot. I could get hooked on you.”

Jynx blushed, hot, the thought thrilling her. She wanted the redhead to get hooked on her if it meant more of this.

As Gemma fucked her cock deeper, the thick, throbbing, wet length of her prick sinking into Jynx’s ass, Jynx pressed back. She spread her legs wider, curving her back, offering her ass to the redhead, watching the whole scene on the screen above her while she sucked hard on the cock in her mouth, stroking the two on either side of her with her hands.

It was the most lurid, arousing sight she had ever seen, and she was in the centre of it. She was that blonde. She was that glory hole slut, and as Gemma pressed her hips forward, fucking the entirety of her cock into Jynx’s tight, virgin ass, Jynx knew there was no going back.

“Fuck you are so pretty, newbie. I knew you’d enjoy this, that you’d do well, that you’d enjoy it, but… you are more than I could ever have hoped.” Gemma said

The words, the praise, made Jynx’s heart flutter. She worked her hips and ass back, fucking Gemma as her friend fucked her, and the two began to fall into a rhythm, rutting, the sounds of sex, flesh slapping against flesh, filling the room.

As Gemma thrust deeper, pulling her cock out until just the head was inside Jynx’s ass, tugging at her entrance, Jynx moaned, and she felt a knot of pleasure unravelling inside her. It was new, bright, intense, and she wanted more.

She sucked, hard, stoking, and as she watched herself on the screen she giggled, knowing others were watching her too. Were they turned on by watching her get fucked in her ass by her friend? Were they aroused by seeing her suck cock?

As though to answer her question, Jynx felt the cock in her left-hand throbbing, swelling. She stroked harder, and then…

The cock came. Jynx giggled, sucking hard, fucking back onto Gemma’s cock, as the prick in her left hand came all over her, coating her in hot, thick, sticky spunk. The thrill of it made her dick ache, twitch, and she wanted more.
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As Gemma fucked Jynx, hard, slamming her cock into her tight ass, she let Jynx enjoy the buffet of cocks that surrounded her, and Jynx was only too happy to relish the opportunity to gorge herself. She stroked, sucked, licked, kissed, teased her way around the room, the only constant the cock in her tight ass, fucking her, driving her closer and closer to the edge, to release, but she didn’t want to end yet.

Jynx quickly lost count of how many cocks she made cum, too focussed on the pleasure in her ass, the sensation of Gemma squeezing her ass, gripping her hips, or pulling her hair as she manoeuvred her around the room while fucking her. The thrusting, in and out, the thick cock caressing the spot of pleasure inside her ass, was making Jynx’s cock leak, so hard it was painful.

“Two more to go, then you and I can cum newbie.” Gemma said. “Two more, then I get to fill your ass with my cum and claim you.”

Jynx moaned. How long had she been doing this? It felt like barely a moment and yet also forever. Still, she did not want it to end, but she wanted Gemma to cum inside her even more.

She thrust her ass back, hard, chasing the pleasure that had been building, clenching her hole to milk Gemma’s cock. Gemma’s hands were on her hips, pulling her back onto her fat prick as she slammed it into her ass. The pleasure crashed over her, wave after wave after wave.

Jynx sucked harder on the cock in her mouth, stroked faster and on the one that was in her hand. She was covered in cum, her hands, arms, face. It was in her hair, and her belly was full.

Only two more, then she could feel her friend cumming inside her, then she could finally cum. She was exhausted, almost broken, but she would finish this. She would endure, because she wanted to experience all of it, wanted to embrace her truth as Jynx.

As Jynx worked her lips and tongue, her hand, sucking, choking herself, she rode Gemma’s cock, delighting in how the redhead was fucking her. The cock fucked in and out of her wet, slippery hole, the thickness teasing over the knot of pleasure inside her, and she glanced up at the screen above her to see the messy, cum-covered, well fucked blonde fucking back, legs spread wide, exhausted but eager for more. That was her, and she was happy.

“Fuck… I’m so close. Make them cum. Make them both cum and then I can cum in you, then I can make you cum.” Gemma said.

Jynx moaned, nodded, and worked her lips, tongue, and hand faster. She sucked, hard, and she could feel how close the last two were. A moment longer, her hand and mouth both working, head giddy, body hot, craving cum, desperate to feel Gemma cumming in her ass.

And then… she felt them throb.

The cock in her mouth throbbed hard, swelling, almost at the same time as the one in her hand. They were so close. She teased them, sucking, stroking, working her hips back onto Gemma’s fat cock. The cocks grew fatter, pulsing, and then they were cumming, hard.

Jynx moaned in bliss and delight as the cock in her mouth came, and she swallowed the hot cum, lapping it up as it filled her mouth over and over. The cock in her hand erupted over her arm and face, adding to the layers of cum that already caked her, hot and thick and sticky.

The two cocks came almost together, throbbing, making Jynx moan as she swallowed and stroked. She felt like such a slut, and she still had one final cock to make cum.

Jynx pulled her lips back off the slowly softening cock in her mouth, slipped her hand off the other, and dropped down onto all fours, exhausted, lifting her ass high as she spread her legs as wide as they would go. She was breathing hard, her heart racing, body covered in cum, but she was not done yet.

“Fuck me, please. Fuck me hard, cum in me, cum in me and make me cum.” Jynx moaned.

Gemma smiled. The hot redhead nodded, her skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. The room reeked of sex, and she fucked her cock into her friend hard, filling her.

“Fuck. Yes. Such a good slut, aren’t you, newbie? Such a pretty little slut. I knew you’d enjoy this. I knew you’d make a perfect little slut. But… you’re going to be my slut, aren’t you?”

Jynx smiled, nodded. Gemma had given her so much, had helped her discover a whole new world of pleasure. She would give her anything, but the thought of belonging to her just made her happy.

“Yes… I’m your slut. Your pretty little slut. Just… fuck me, cum in me, make me cum and I’ll do anything for you.”

And that was all Gemma needed to hear. She fucked deeper, harder, faster, and Jynx fucked back. She worked her hips, ass, grinding down, squeezing, clenching, milking.

The pleasure was more than she had ever felt before, the joy of freedom, the thrill of being a slut, the delight of being pretty, the bliss of getting fucked. And all of it was being captured on video. People were watching. They had watched her lose her virginity, had watched her make all those cocks cum, swallowing, being painted in cum, and now they were going to watch her cum as Gemma came in her ass.

“Yes, more, there… I’m so close. Don’t stop.” Jynx moaned.

Gemma smiled, fucked hard, deep, fast. Her cock was throbbing, swelling, growing fatter, stretching Jynx’s hole.

“Fuck… yes. There…” Jynx moaned.

She pressed back, clenching down, and then she felt it.

Gemma’s cock throbbed, hard, and she fucked deep, held her cock there, and she was cumming. She was cumming inside Jynx’s ass, filling her with hot, thick, sticky spunk. She was cumming inside her, claiming her, and that knowledge, watching herself on the screen above, feeling the hot cum filling her, Gemma’s cock throbbing deep in her ass, was enough to tip her over the edge.

Jynx came, hard, as Gemma came inside her, and her dick throbbed, spilling her jizz onto the floor. She gasped, ass clenching, milking, and the release, the bliss, the pleasure, was more intense than anything she’d ever known before.

“Fuck…”

The pair moaned together, connected by more than their flesh, and the joy of the moment crashed over them. As Gemma’s climax began to subside her cock started to soften, and Jynx squirmed as her dick dripped the last few drops of cum.

She clenched down as Gemma pulled back, pulled out, wanting to keep the cum inside her, and turned to look back at her friend and lover, smiling. She was exhausted, but satisfied, covered in spunk and full of cum. She looked up at the screen above and saw herself, collapsed, a sexy blonde who’d just had the time of her life.

“That was… wow.” Jynx said.

Gemma smiled.

“I’m glad you had fun newbie.” She said. “Because I did too, and I can’t wait to do this again.”

Jynx smiled, wiggling her butt.

“I’ll be looking forward to it.” Jynx said.

Gemma stared down at her.

“There’s just one issue.” Gemma said. “I’m going to have to come up with a new pet name for you, because after that, there’s no way I can keep calling you newbie.”

Jynx giggled, blushing, aware that after all she’d been through, all she’d done, she was definitely not a newbie any more.

“How about… slut. It’s short and sweet and accurate.” Jynx said.

Gemma considered it for a moment, then nodded, smiling.

“Perfect, slut.” She said.


Epilogue

Jynx sat at her dressing table in front of her mirrors putting the final touches to her make-up and her hair, her belly fluttering with excitement and nerves, her cheeks aching from smiling. She couldn’t believe the day was finally here.

She’d met Gemma only a few months ago, and yet in such a short time everything had changed, and all of it for the better. She had experienced so much, had gone on so many wild adventures, had done so much, and she was happier than she had ever been before.

With her make-up done she turned her attention to her hair. Over the weeks and months she’d become quite skilled with make-up and hair and getting herself ready, so it did not take long, and it was even easier now that her own hair was so long and thick and full, dyed pink, falling in loose curls down to her shoulders. She loved her new hair, just as much as she loved her new figure and her new self.

Finally, with her styling done, she turned away from the mirror, away from her reflection, the girl who still made her smile when she saw her, knowing that was her. Rising to her feet, she moved across to her bed to get dressed.

The gown was just as amazing as she remembered it, pink, well fitted, the skirts flowing and the body tight. It would make the most of her new curves, and she knew that everyone would be staring at her. She wanted them to stare. She loved it when they stared.

As she slipped the gown on over her matching pink lingerie she turned to check how she looked in the full-length mirror. She smiled, beaming, heart skipping.

“Perfect.” She said.

The final touch was her heels, pink six-inch platforms. Jynx giggled as she remembered when such shoes would have terrified her, the thought of tumbling, and falling so significant that even walking in them seemed impossible. Today she would be doing more than walking in them. She would be dancing in them, strutting in them, performing in them.

With her heels on she took one final breath, trying to calm her nerves. She wished Gemma was there with her, to comfort her, reassure her, but…

She would be seeing Gemma soon enough. She couldn’t wait to see her dress, her gown. She couldn’t wait to see her bride.

The thought made her giggle, blush, a rush of emotions. Today was the day, and Jynx couldn’t wait for their glory hole wedding to begin. Yet, she was even more excited for the cumfetti shower that she knew would come after.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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Getting Teamed
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


Hypno Bimbo
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Marcus was the perfect husband, except for one tiny problem. He was addicted to sissy hypno.

He just had to hope his wife would never find out…

Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo. So, when Marcus’ wife, Pam, persuades Marcus to join her on a luxury holiday at an exclusive, luxury island resort he decides it is the perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.

Pam, though, has other plans.

What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her husband’s dirty little secret. She knows about his addiction to sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...


Femboys in Pantyhose
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The last thing Finley expected to find when he got home was his best friend in pantyhose.

Yet there he stands, caught in the act, and Finley can’t help but notice how cute Drew looks.

Finley has been gone for weeks, travelling around Europe with family, and though his trip has been fun, he’s missed his best friend, Drew, terribly. So, when he gets the chance to return early, he jumps at it, a perfect way to surprise his flatmate. Only Drew is not the only one who is in for a surprise.

When Finley arrives home early, excited and eager to reconnect with his best friend, he is stunned to discover Drew dressed up like a girl, in pantyhose, and what’s more, he’s astonished by just how cute his best friend is. Drew is devastated, terrified that his secret will ruin their friendship forever. Finley won’t let that happen though, and tells Drew he’d do anything to make him feel better.

Drew, hearing that, has an idea. What if Finley dresses up like a girl too? Then they’d be even, and they’d both have the same secret, right? Finley, sceptical, agrees, if only to reassure his best friend. What happens next takes the pair down a path of emotional discoveries and shared passions, leading them to a turning point in their friendship, after which things will never be quite the same...


Femdom Sleepover
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“We’re just bored and we need a toy to play with.” Rebecca said, laughing

“If you just do what we say then we’ll keep your secret, and maybe you’ll even enjoy being our doll.” Lisa said.

“Tick tock…” Fiona said. “Better hurry.”

Sean took a deep breath. What choice did he have?

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Sean knew it was going to be a weekend to remember the moment he found out he was going to be home alone with his stepsister. When he found out she was having a sleepover with her best friends he figured he’d be safest if he just kept out of their way.

The girls have other plans though, and they plead with him to take part in a fashion show, with him as the judge deciding who’s the cutest. Sean refuses, but what he hadn’t been counting on was his stepsister knowing about the time he wrecked his stepfather's car. So, not wanting to get into trouble, he decides to play along.

After all, how bad can it be, watching three cute girls play dress-up? As their outfits get more and more revealing though Sean begins to feel more than a little flustered. When the girls decide he’s not paying them enough attention they decide that they’ve had enough, and that it’s Sean’s turn to put on a show for their amusement.

So begins a journey of feminization and self-discovery that leads to one very memorable sleepover as the three girls teach Sean the joy of being a pretty, obedient doll.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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