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Book Description

PASSING FANCIES: CROSS-DRESSING EROTICA

EDITED BY KYLIE COOPER

When boys dress like girls and girls dress like boys, the results can be explosive! The stories in "Passing Fancies: Cross-Dressing Erotica" relate the adventures of sensual players who walk the lines where genders blur and power becomes everything. Feast your eyes and your erotic imagination on tales of bi boys in panties, butches in suits, strap-on wives with tight leather pants and Daddy's girls whose panties bulge as they kneel to suck cock! Mingling bondage, role playing, strap-on sex, sensual slavery, erotic humiliation and more, Passing Fancies is an erotic banquet in leather and lace.

"Passing Fancies" is an anthology of gender play and cross-dressing erotica intended strictly for a mature audience. It contains explicit depictions of sexual behavior including bisexuality, public sex, forced exhibitionism, erotic role playing, and other forms of sexual variation. Please do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.




Cross-Dressing Confession by Zach Addams

 

When I was 18, I cross-dressed for the first time. I had left my conservative hometown to go to college at a small, liberal college with a reputation for being a party school -- and it was a well-earned reputation. I had never had a girlfriend before, but I fell right in to the decadent environment of the dorm where I lived and quickly hooked up with a girl who was, to me, incredibly wild. Her name was Jodie. She was bisexual, experimental and, compared to me, very experienced. She had had five girlfriends and three boyfriends, which to me made her a woman of the world. She had also spent a lot of time in her hometown hanging out at the local Rocky Horror Picture show every Saturday night. One night while we were talking, she said that even though she dressed kind of boyish and wasn't much of a girly-girl, she found men in black lace to be incredibly sexy and thought Tim Curry in Rocky Horror was about the hottest thing she'd ever seen.

I sheepishly told her that I liked the idea of dressing up like a chick.

"Really," she said with prurient emphasis. "You think you'd really do it?"

"Oh, not in public," I answered with a quick, nervous giggle. "I don't think I could ever do that. Ever."

"Who said anything about doing it in public?" Jodie asked with a little smile and a smolder to her eyes that told me exactly what she was thinking. I immediately got hard and felt this wave of heat go through me. Jodie kissed me and we made love -- one of the most intense times I remember, just from that one little suggestion.

Little did I know it would become much more than just a suggestion, especially after she asked me if I thought about being with a man or a woman when I thought about being dressed up like a girl.

Blushing, I said "I don't know." She pressed me, and I finally admitted it.

"Both, I guess," I told her.

I was still a little embarrassed, maybe unsure about going through with it, even when Jodie came back to the dorms after a trip into town one Saturday afternoon. She came over to my dorm room -- luckily my roommate was out of town for the weekend. It was early in the afternoon but I was still asleep -- with all the noise and partying in the dorms, I tended to sleep late. But Jodi had been up early that day, performing a naughty errand.

I never locked my dorm room door -- these were simpler times -- and she came right in without knocking and locked the door behind her. She stirred me with a kiss, then slipped off all her clothes and slid into my single bed, nude against me. There wasn't much room in there, and I immediately got turned on.

"Aren't you going to open it?" she asked me.

"Open what?" I asked. I hadn't noticed the small gold box she'd placed next to me on the pillow. With a smile I opened it -- I think I was too sleepy to know what was coming, but I figured it out pretty quick. Actually, as I unwrapped the skimpy black lace panties from their white tissue, I thought for a moment that the sexy pair was for Jodie -- something much lacier and sluttier than she would normally wear. Then memories of our erotic conversation of a few weeks before hit me like a heat wave, and I realized that I was the slut. The panties were for me.

"Like them?" asked Jodie as I held them up to look at the panties -- tarty, revealing things, mesh and lace in the front, skimpier lace on the sides, cut close in the back.

As if receiving her answer before I could say a word, Jodie's hand curved around my quickly stiffening cock.

"I think so," I said, my voice shaking a little. My mind hadn't yet caught up to my body's intense arousal.

She smiled at me as my cock reached full hardness. Then she laughed. "You think so?"

"I like them a lot," I admitted.

"Then put them on," she said breathlessly. "Put them on for me."

Sheepishly, I slid out from under Jodie's naked body and held the lace panties up nervously. They felt awkward in my hands -- I was used to undressing Jodie, who always wore plain cotton panties and never dressed up in lace. But as I stood nude before Jodie, I saw the ravenous look on her face -- she was as turned on as I was.

I stepped into the panties, sliding them up my hairy legs and tucking my cock into them. My cock was so hard that there was no way it could be contained by the lace garment; the head of it poked out over the waistband. The panties were exactly the right size, but they were built for a woman --they felt strange on me. The strangeness turned me on more.

Jodie reached out, slid her hands down my panties, and adjusted my cock to the side so that it stretched through the lace. Then she tugged me onto the bed and began making love to me.

"You're going to be my girlfriend," she whispered as she nuzzled my ear, rubbing her bare crotch against my lace-enclosed cock. "I'm going to be your boyfriend."

I couldn't believe Jodie had never done this before; she knew exactly what to do, how to tweak my fantasies so that I really believed I was the girl. Something about that little change -- the panties, clutching me in their lace and mesh embrace, made me believe it when she said it, as she tugged my cock out of the panties, spread her legs and slid my cock into her -- as she said "I'm entering you."

Then she pulled a maneuver that made me just about lose it. She was a petite girl, and pretty flexible. While I was inside her, she was able to slide her legs together and coax mine open, so that as we fucked her legs were inside mine. Almost as if she were the one fucking me -- as if she were my "boyfriend," just like she'd said, with her boyish little tits and hard, lithe body standing in for that of the man I could tell she was fantasizing about being. We both came hard and fast -- Jodie actually came twice -- and afterwards, as we cuddled together with the black lace panties all sticky and soaked, she asked me how it was.

"Incredible," I said. "I've never been so turned on."

She kissed me and smiled.

"You know, maybe next time you can come with me," she said. "We can buy you a whole outfit. Pretend we're shopping for me."

"We're different sizes," I said breathlessly. "Won't people know?"

"What if they do?" she asked. "Maybe they'll like the idea."

That was the first time -- the first time I did it like that, cross-dressed, even if it was a humble beginning. And, more importantly, the first time I realized how lucky I was. Every time I think about that first experience, I thank fate that I Jodie and I somehow found each other. There were many more cross-dressing experiences to come -- and Jodie would share many of them.




Two Guys and a Girl by Thomas S. Roche

 

The lobby didn't smell half as bad as Naomi expected. In fact, it smelled better than the alley it was located on, and in comparison it seemed almost clean. She had never been inside a porn theater, but she'd heard all the stories -- feet sticking to the floor, rats the size of cats, that sort of thing. This wasn't any worse than a really bad locker room -- which is not to say it smelled good, but it could conceivably be tolerable.

She took a deep breath to make sure the faint smell of bleach, come and sweat wouldn't set off her allergies, and instead of sneezing she felt a vague surge in her pussy, repulsion mixed with attraction, fascination for all that male sweat and semen like it spelled a chemical secret working its exotic magic on her curiosity. She looked up at the smudged glass box with a chaser light running its sprints around the movie poster for Two Guys and a Girl, one of those porn-movie takeoffs on a Hollywood gig, some chick who looked very vaguely like Heather Graham between a dark-haired and a blond-haired guy, looking sleazy in pink spandex and go-go boots, the three of them obviously about to get it on. Naomi decided she'd stay.

The ticket counter was just inside the door. The guy took Naomi's money and she caught him doing a double take. She stared him down and he stared back, then smiled faintly before looking down. Naomi couldn't tell if he'd made her, seen beyond the hooded sweatshirt, slim build and faked gruff voice, or if he was just a guy cruising another guy. He was an older black man, good-looking and built. She smiled back at him, wondering if her smile looked enough like a guy's.

She took the ticket and sauntered slowly past the display case of off-pink dildos, ball gags and penis pumps, noting that a thin layer of dust covered them.

Inside the theater was where the smell hit her, stronger than the lobby, intense. She had fantasized about that smell ever since the first time she'd heard somebody complain about it. She wasn't entirely sure what the fascination was, but it had nagged at her for what seemed like forever. She savored it, grossed out and turned on at the same time.

There were only two guys, both of them down toward the front. Two guys and a girl, Naomi thought. If they only knew. Neither guy turned around as she entered. Naomi took a seat in the third row from the back and watched the credits roll, suppressing a need to laugh at the stupid performer names. Then the action started, a badly lit scene of a garishly made-up blonde woman giving head to a Latino guy with an enormous cock. Naomi felt a pulse between her legs and all of a sudden she really, really wanted to masturbate. She fought the urge for about two minutes while the blowjob continued, but when the Latino guy started holding the blonde's head she gave up. She cocked her body to one side and slipped her hand down her sweat pants.

She had no idea she would come that fast. She never had before, not like that, not explosively, eyes wide, staring, trying to suppress the yelp that wanted to explode from her lips. She came for a long time, one of those orgasms that surges through you to the point where about ten percent of you is waiting to see when it stops and the rest of you is begging for it to go on forever. She was right in the middle of that when two more guys walked in. They sat down right behind her. She didn't dare turn around. But she realized almost immediately that she could smell them, their musky bodies mixed with the harsh scent of the theater.

She couldn't take her hand out of her pants; that would be way too obvious. The telltale motion of her arm would no doubt give her away. The best she could do was curl up a little and pull the bottom of her sweatshirt over her arm, and pray they didn't notice that her hand was jammed down her pants. The aftereffects of her orgasm were still pulsing through her. She felt her muscles contracting deep inside, felt her fingers still jammed against her clit. She was so distracted by her own pleasure and the fear that she would be discovered that it took her a long minute to recognize the sound behind her.

The two guys were kissing.

At first she thought there was a blowjob involved, but something told her it was a kiss. She fought the urge to turn around and look, and when she heard the sound of a belt being undone it did not get any easier to keep staring forward at the screen. Two women were making love, kissing with mock hunger as their hands explored each other's crotches. Naomi had never kissed a woman, and she certainly had never had two guys kissing so close to her. The screen blurred into nothing as she heard someone's zipper go down. She wasn't sure when her hand started to move again, but it did. Her clit was so swollen and raw from her intense orgasm that it hurt to rub it. That didn't stop her; nor did the sound of one guy sliding to his knees, the feel of her theater seat rocking as he crammed himself into the space behind it, sucking the other guy's dick. She heard faint hyper-masculine grunts, mingling with the girl-moans from the movie.

Naomi rubbed gingerly, her heart pounding as she felt another orgasm approaching. She knew she shouldn't come again; this was going way further than she'd meant to. But before she could come, she heard the creak of the chairs as the guy leaned forward, his hot breath on the back of her neck.

"Want a blowjob?" he asked.

She moved like an automaton, driven by the throb in her loins. She turned her head, cocked it slightly, and said in as gruff a voice as she could manage: "Nah, but I'll suck your friend."

What the fuck was she doing? Sure, she'd crammed a condom into her pocket -- why, she hadn't known at the time, she just figured it might be nice to have. But suck off a strange fag in a porn theater? That was going way further than just wanking to a fuck film. That was going too far, way too far.

"Yeah, all right," the guy said.

Naomi kept her face averted as she came around the end of the aisle. She pulled the hood of her sweatshirt down and moved toward them. The guy on his knees got into the chair, not looking at Naomi, hunched over awkwardly so he could keep sucking as the other guy undid his friend's belt and zipper, pulled out his cock. Breathing hard, Naomi took the seat next to him. The first guy tried to look her in the eyes. She kept looking down, at the anonymous hard cock jutting out of the guy's pants. She ripped the condom open, popped it in her mouth. Thank God she'd practiced this trick on her last boyfriend. But this time her mouth was watering so much that it was really hard to do it. By the time she had the condom on him, there was drool everywhere. She started to suck his cock, feeling her pussy juice as she did. She was still very close to orgasm, but of course touching herself was out of the question now. Wasn't it?

She glanced up and saw the upright guy's eyes flashing as he looked at her intensely. It was dark, very dark. Naomi slid her hand down her pants and touched her clit, desperately trying to make her hand look like it was moving up and down on her cock. She kept sucking the anonymous cock as she stroked herself, feeling her pussy juice around her fingers. As she mounted toward her second orgasm, she felt the guy she was sucking put his hand on her head and lift his hips off the seat. She switched hands so she could stroke him off, driving him toward his orgasm while she awkwardly crammed her left hand into her pants and pushed herself toward hers. Then the guy was coming, his cock spasming inside the condom, Naomi wishing she could taste his come coursing into her mouth -- and that thought bringing her orgasm on like a flash of fire, as she kept sucking through the guy's groans and bucking hip-thrusts while he pumped his friend's unsheathed dick with his hand.

As soon as the guy was finished coming, he bent down and started sucking his friend's dick again. Naomi stayed bent over as she felt him taking her hand, pulling it over, wrapping it around the still-hard dick so she could jerk it off into the second guy's mouth. There were more moans, a naked cock pulsing in her hand, a mouth sucking and gulping come. As the cock softened in her hand, she realized there were dribbles of come running over her fingers. It took her a minute to realize what was happening; she felt the tongue working around her fingers, hungry lips closing around them. Then she felt the guy freeze. He pulled Naomi's hand out of her mouth, sitting bolt upright and staring at her wide-eyed as she realized, all of a sudden: that was the hand she'd had in her pants until a moment ago. She barely even realized what was happening as the guy reached out and pushed back her hooded sweatshirt.

Naomi sat paralyzed, staring at the two guys. She wasn't sure what she saw in their eyes -- Fear? Pleasure? Revulsion? Fascination? -- and she didn't particularly care. Maybe she'd gone too far, maybe she hadn't. But she wasn't going any further.

As nonchalantly as possible, Naomi stood up and started walking up the row of chairs. The two guys just stared, following her every inch of the way as she reached the aisle and bolted for the door.

Once she got out into the alley, she took a deep breath, welcomed by the alley's smell of urine and garbage. She massaged her temples, realizing in a rush that the smear on her forehead was the stranger's come. She inhaled deeper, the mix of scents sending her head into a spin. Smiling to herself, she wiped her hand on the front of her sweatshirt and rushed down the alley toward the bus.




Be My Submissive Girlfriend by Anonymous

 

For years I had always been turned on by cross-dressing secretly, and I'd always found excuses to go in drag when a costume party came up -- but I'd never shared it with a partner. I finally confessed it to my girlfriend and it turned out she was pretty hot for the idea, especially after I showed her the see-through little black dress I kept in the back of my closet. She surprised me by spinning me a fantasy that involved me being her incredibly submissive girlfriend and her fucking me with a strap-on. I got so turned on I was totally under her command -- I would have done anything for her, and it was the first time I had ever been so incredibly turned on.

That Friday night we had a date, and I got home from work to find she'd left a note on my bed telling me to get dressed up and wait for her. I was so nervous my hands were shaking as I put on my make-up and climbed into panties, garter belt, stockings, bra, high heels, and finally my little black dress. When my girlfriend showed up at the front door looking glorious in a fedora and a men's suit with her slacks bulging -- thank God she'd parked where the neighbors couldn't see her -- I just about lost it. She looked so good -- still feminine, but it was so kinky to see her wearing a men's suit.

She made me play hard to get and "seduced" me, never breaking the role play once until after she had me down on my knees in front of her, sucking her strap-on cock while she sipped wine and coaxed me on. It was the first time I had ever sucked a dildo, and I sucked her for a long time. I even managed to make her cum by grinding the base of the dildo against her clitoris, and the whole time she purred at me that she was cumming in my mouth and was I going to swallow like her good little slut? I was so turned on that I came in my panties almost the second she let me rub my cock.

Now she and I "switch roles" privately maybe once a month, and whenever there's a fetish party in town, I wear the dress and she wears a tux or tailored men's suit. When we go home after those events, I'm always her submissive girlfriend -- and knowing what's coming makes the parties that much more fun!

One-Hour Parking by Kylie Cooper

 

As the SUV pulled into the parking lot, Alex recognized Mike's familiar silver sedan. Val parked the SUV just a few spots away from Mike's car. Alex saw that Mike was just sitting there, playing it cool. He didn't even look over. He didn't seem to notice that they'd parked next to him. He didn't give them any sign that he knew the game was on.

A sign glowed in the yellow overhead light in front of each parking space: ONE HOUR PARKING. This time of night, though, there were no obnoxious little three-wheeled scooters cruising around issuing tickets. In fact, there was no one there at all. This back lot was hidden from the street. The only people likely to frequent it were dealers, hookers and the homeless. Cops might occasionally drop by to check what business was being transacted here, but it wouldn’t happen often. The chance of getting interrupted by a police cruiser in any given one-hour period, Alex knew, was minimal.

But the cops weren't what scared Alex so much. What scared him was the guy in that car, and what he was about to do with him. It fell clearly enough into the "hooker" category that if a cop did happen by, they'd all have a lot of explaining to do. But what really had Alex's heart racing was the act he was about to perform.

He was now Daddy's whore.

Alex felt his heart pounding as his wife looked him over with a wicked little smile.

"Are you ready to earn Daddy some money, baby?" Val asked him.

Alex could barely get the words out, even though he'd practiced them a million times in his head, usually with his hard cock in his hand.

"Yes, Daddy," he said.

Val winked at him. Then her dark eyes got cold and her full lips pressed tight together. She looked mean.

She said: "You'd better be ready, bitch. You'd better be ready, willing and eager. You don't suck that cock good, Daddy's gonna do things to you that'll make you wish you never been born. Daddy's cock can go all sorts of nasty places. Places that'll hurt you, bitch." Val grabbed her bulging jeans. She was wearing her cock, the big one -- the one Alex knew he couldn't take in his ass because it was way too big. The sight of his wife grabbing her big cock obscenely through her pants, coupled with her filthy, nasty threat, made a shiver of pleasure go through Alex's slim body.

Illuminated by the the yellow light from the sodium lamps overhead, Val looked unnatural, maybe even crueler than usual. The yellow cast gave a slightly demonic look to everything. But Alex didn't care about color tonight; tonight, for him, it was all about contour. He knew he looked fucking hot. From the tips of his white high-heels up his long shaved legs in the sheer black seamed stockings to the tight hem of the too-high dress with its padding in the hips and the way it cupped his D-cup foam rubber "tits," he was all girl. His blonde hair had finally gotten long enough that he could keep it in a ponytail. He pulled the rubber band off and shakes his hair out. Without much difficulty, he fluffed it into the messy, freshly-fucked look Val liked to see on him when he gets all femmed out. How fucking lucky was he to have a wife who enjoyed it when he dressed like a whore?

After just a few strokes of his fingers, Alex's blonde hair was a slutty-looking mop. His hair was just naturally curly enough to be unruly -- just like him.

Dressed as a boy, Alex had a nice enough body -- slim and broad-shouldered. Dressed as a girl, with a little judicious padding in the right places, he almost passed. He dressed to show it off, maximizing his more feminine features and compensating for his more masculine ones. His feet were packed into a pair of white high heels. His long pretty legs had black sheer stay-up stockings with lace tops just visible beneath the hem of his skirt. His thighs had a healthy glow; freshly shaved, they had benefited from his hours at the tanning salon.

Under the skirt, Alex was packed into a lacy pair of panties, with his cock tucked back between his thighs. He wished he could have a pussy for the night, but that wasn't quite as simple as stuffing his bra.

His wife had a pussy, though, nestled beneath the silicone base of that big, hard cock. Val was wet already, dripping wet, just thinking about what her husband was going to do.

Val loved the way her husband looked in drag. She loved how tight the dress was across Alex's smooth belly, hinting at a little swell where it dipped into his navel, an exquisitely feminine detail. She loved how he had managed to push the dress to the limit even though his titties were foam-rubber, not flesh. He was showing plenty of something like cleavage that might not have passed in the bedroom with the lights on...but it passed beautifully by candlelight, Val knew from experience. She was pleased to see that it also passed nicely by buzzing yellow sodium light. She loved how thin the straps of his dress were -- like they're halfway ready to fall off of his shoulders. They had fallen off his shoulders several times on the drive. Whenever he wore a dress like this, whether in the bedroom or a nightclub or wherever, he was perpetually pushing those spaghetti straps up. Alex found that girlish gesture incredibly hot. It was so girly, so flirty, so irresistibly fetching. Val liked it, too.

Alex's face was painted pretty heavily. He was a whore, after all. What's more, he was a little insecure about what he was supposed to do; he knew it was important that he "pass," even though Mike was in on the game. As a result, Alex had overdone it a little trying to look like a hot little whore, probably more than he would have if they'd just been going to a play party or even dancing in a club.

But from Val's perspective, Alex didn't have to work to look hot when he was "dressed." She loved boys who were girls, and she particularly loved it when Alex was a girl. In Val's opinion, all her husband needed was a little bit of eye shadow, some mascara and a thin coat of lipstick, and he was the hottest bitch in the world. Hell, she would have paid $200 for an hour with him, and she got to sleep with him every night for free.

But this was different; tonight Mike was a "stranger," and Alex needed to look hot enough to entice a stranger not just to fuck him, but to pay money to fuck him. Val knew that wouldn't be as tall an order as all that, but Alex didn't. He was still insecure about what a hot little slut he was.

But as Val looked her husband over, she decides she likes him painted like a whore -- a cheap, dirty whore, about to be pimped in a parking lot. Alex's lips had their bright shade of lipstick slathered on thick. His eyeliner, eye shadow and mascara looked like they'd been layered on with a trowel. His fluffed and messy blonde hair looked like he just stumbled out of a motel room after spending an hour locked in intimate "conversation" with six or seven guys he didn't know. What he was about to do was about as dirty as that, Val supposed. But she still thought Alex looked pretty, in an innocent way, under all that makeup.

Alex gulped. "What are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking about what a hot fuck you are," said Val with a cruel smile. "What a hot kinky fucking sick pervert! And I'm thinking how it's fucking hot that you wanna be Daddy's whore. And how fucking hot you look with your tits all hanging out and your fucking nipples showing through your top..."

Alex blushed a little under his makeup. He looked down at his cleavage.

"Do I really look good?"

"You look fucking good," she said. "I asked you if you're ready to earn some money for Daddy."

"And I said yes, Daddy."

"You don't sound too convinced," growled Val. "You ready to earn some money for Daddy, bitch?"

Alex shivered all over. He was well aware that the sculpted nips on the dress forms showed firm through the mesh-front bra and the tight, low-cut dress.

Alex made his voice as sexy and as feminine as he could.

"Yes, Daddy, I'm ready to make some money for you, Daddy. Lots of money." He sounded sultry and sexy, all right. He was getting better at this.

"Tell me how, bitch. How you gonna make money for Daddy?"

"Suck cock," said Alex. "I'm gonna suck cock."

"And what else?"

Alex gulped. "And, um...I guess...get fucked? If he wants to?"

"That's it," said Val. "All of those tight little holes of yours belong to me, bitch. Say it."

"All my tight holes belong to you, Daddy," whimpered Alex, his cock stirring painfully.

"Tell Daddy what he owns," she said.

"All my holes," said Alex. "All my tight holes. All my tight fucking holes, Daddy...you own them. You own all of me."

 "Abso-fucking-lutely," grinned Val, and leaned in to kiss her whore.

Alex met his wife's kiss with his red lips parted. Their tongues entwined. Val felt the stud through Alex's tongue, taking pleasure in the vivid memory of how the piercing had been placed there: at a play party, with her leading Alex over on his leash on his hands and knees to the makeshift piercing station set up in the basement at Uptown Down. With the help of some friends, Val had tied Alex to the chair and Master Don had pierced him. Val also remembered how fucking hot the stud had felt against her clit just last night; it really was true what they said. There was no tongue like a pierced tongue.

When their kiss broke, Val wedged her hand under Alex's body. She squeezed his cute ass in that tight skirt.

"Keep this ass good and ready," said Val. "Daddy will be right back. Why don't you get out of the car and enjoy a cigarette while I'm gone?"

"Yes, Daddy," said Alex.

He knew what Val was really telling him; she wanted him to get out and flaunt his wares for the customer. She wanted Alex to lean against the car with his tits stuck out and his lips working sensuously on a cig just like she was about to promise the customer they'd work on his cock. She wanted his red-painted lips to trail smoke the way they'd soon be dribbling cum.

Val got out of the SUV and went over to the silver sedan. Alex got out and fished his pack of cigarettes out of his little sequin-studded clutch. He lit one up with his cute little silver-and-pink lighter. He drew deep. He played with the smoke. He teased his lips with his fingers, aware that Mike was watching from the other car.

Mike cranked down the window before Val even rapped her knuckles on the roof of the car, like he knew what to expect. Val went down in a crouch. She talked amiably with Mike, as if they didn't know each other. They passed a jive handshake. Alex rolled his eyes. Could they be more stereotypical?

But Alex had to admit it was making his cock stiffen a little. In fact, he's getting remarkably turned on as he watched them talking -- so much so that his swelling erection threatens his tuck-job, threatening to dislodge his cock from its tightly-secured place in his panties.

Alex watched closely, his arousal mounting. His heart pounded. He wished he could hear what Val was saying. Was she offering him to Mike for $10? $20? $50? Was she bragging about what a hot, tight wet mouth he had? Alex's cock throbbed in its panty-tuck as he longed to hear his wife's musical voice extolling the pleasures of his holes and exhorting Mike to cough up a little bit of green to "spend some time" with Alex. Alex had always loved to hear Val talking dirty like that when she was in a seriously kinky mood. She was the best kinky role-player he'd ever known. He wished he could listen in, but that's not how it worked. Tonight he was a whore; she was his pimp. What he got to do was wait in car huffing the stink of his own perfume to find out if his pimp's sales pitch had been successful...even though he knew that it had to be. Unless Mike had gotten cold feet...and that was always a possibility.

So he watched, getting more and more turned on as Val chatted with Mike for a bit. Alex saw Val gesturing toward the SUV. Alex squirmed, feeling his stiffening cock threaten its tight panty tuck-back more with every passing instant, every gesture that Val made.

 

Mike looked over at Alex, his face expressionless. Alex smiled at Mike and tried to look sexy as he wiggled his butt to the side against the car and showed it off. Alex arched his back and stuck his tits out. He figured Mike probably couldn’t possibly see all that much -- the yellow light from above was bright, but it shone at a weird angle.

After a minute of negotiation, Val waved at Alex.

She said, "Lexi! Get your ass over here, bitch! I got a friend I want you to meet!"

Bitch. Did she have to call him bitch? Alex felt his inner slut getting kind of turned on, even while his inner female felt offended. "Bitch" was a word that he'd found setting off alarm bells in almost every woman he met; when he had his head this much in "girl-mode," he felt the same nagging sense of being insulted whenever he heard it. Maybe that was why Val insisted on using it. He realized that somewhere deep inside, it made him feel that much more submissive. It made him feel that much more like "Lexi."

Fine, he decided. Tonight I'll be Daddy's bitch. Tonight I'm Lexi, and I guess she's a bitch.

Alex acted the part of the petulant whore. He took his time sucking another drag from his smoke. He caressed the butt of his cigarette with his lips and tongue and let the white smoke trickle back out with his red mouth held wide open in an "O" of sensuous suggestion. He hoped it looked like cum. In French, he was given to understand, half the rude terms for giving blowjobs referred to smoking. Slang for cum always referred to smoke. He hadn't the faintest clue if Mike knew French, but he hoped that having smoke drifting out of his mouth made the guy think about cum the same way a hot girl smoking cigarettes, Alex was convinced, always made guys think about blowjobs.

Alex swung his hips as he walked, tottering on the very high heels he's wearing. He wiggles his ass in that very tight skirt. Alex rounded the rump of the silver sedan and came alongside Mike and Val, looking surly.

Val's eyes flickered up and down Alex with a sneer. She spotted his attitude and she responded in kind. Alex half-expected a bitch-slap, which would probably make him pop a full-on boner. Nobody knew how to slap him good and hard like his sweetie.

But she didn't slap him; he hadn't earned it yet.

"This is Mike," she said. "Show him your tits."

Alex's heart pounded; the words sent a lightning bolt through him.

He already had that arresting, insistent throb in his crotch as his cock tries to stiffen. The tight tuck prevented it, and Alex's arousal channeled itself back into his body, into his female body...into the sexy curves he only got to have when he's playing...and particularly into his tits.

He stuck the cig between his red lips and puffed it while he took hold of his tight top and lifted it over his tits. He couldn't stop his hands from trembling as he did so. It wasn't cold out -- it's just that it was the first time another guy had seen his new tits.

Alex knew if he was a real whore, he wouldn’t be wearing a bra. Even with the giant and very realistic D-cups that Val had helped him strap on, he would have been placing them on display for the customer to evaluate. But as it was, the bra itself made the whole package look realistic. Alex blushed deep red, feeling his face getting hot, as he showed off the convincingly flesh-like mounds of his big tits, with their firm, sculpted nipples poking through the translucent cups of the black mesh-and-lace push-up bra.

"Not bad," said Mike, and Alex felt a soft glow of pride. "Now let's see that ass."

"You heard the man," deadpanned Val. "Show Daddy's friend your tight little ass." She lifted one finger and made a circling gesture, indicating that Alex should turn around. Alex did, bent over, and reached for his the hem of his tight, short skirt. Val got there first, yanking his skirt up over his ass. Alex felt a hot flush of sexual hunger.

Val spanked him, three or four times on each cheek, bringing out the rosy color of his butt. Alex's breath quickened as he squealed girlishly. The spanking sound mingled with the hot buzz of the sodium lights overhead.

"All right," said Mike. "She'll do. Let's talk price."

"Go back to the car," Val Alex, leaving him to pull down his own skirt and top.

"Yes, Daddy," said Alex breathlessly as he wiggled away. He swayed across the parking lot toward the SUV.

The final negotiation didn't take long, but the ritual of wiggling his hips as he walked across the parking lot sure as hell worked for Mike. He was intensely turned on by the time he leaned his ass against the SUV. He'd just lit another cigarette when Val started across the lot toward the SUV, flashing a tightly-folded sheaf of twenty-dollar bills in her palm. She blew Alex a kiss.

"Get your ass over there," said Val, spanking Alex on the ass. "Go earn for Daddy. Be a good whore for me."

Alex kissed his wife on the cheek, leaving a faintly red outline of his girly lips.

"Yes, Daddy," said Alex breathlessly. "I'll be a good little whore for you." Then, more softly, his voice getting husky, he added: "I'll suck his cock real good. And then I'll suck yours when I come back."

"You do that," said Val with a cruel smile. She slapped Alex on the ass again as he wiggled back toward the silver sedan.

#

As Alex approached the silver sedan, he saw that Mike had already gotten into the back seat. Apparently, Mike wanted room to work. Alex made contact with Mike, shyly, before he pulled the passenger-side door open.

He slid into the car with the sexiest, slinkiest undulation of his body he could manage. He felt suddenly nervous and shy. He felt, for a moment, like he didn't look nearly hot enough for Mike to want to fuck.

But then Mike gave Alex a demanding glare of dominance, almost of anger. He rubbed the front of his loose jeans. Mike was an imposing guy, big and full of muscle and radiating dominant energy. Alex didn't want to tell a guy like that "no," especially after he'd paid. Alex wouldn’t want to say "no" to a guy like this, even if this whole thing hadn't been his hare-brained idea.

Alex felt a surge of pleasure as he surrendered to the knowledge that he was really going to do this.

"Hi there," said Alex in his girliest voice. Alex held his hand out as if to shake Mike's hand. He realized how masculine a gesture that could be, and tried to make his hand as limp as he could -- the way a girl would do it, awkwardly.

He issued a somewhat awkwardly-suppressed giggle, deep into his filthy femme mind-frame now. He was trying to flirt.

"Your name's Mike, right?" asked Alex. "I'm Lexi."

Mike growled, "Skip the romance." He took Alex's limp and pressed it against his bulging crotch.

Mike's cock was already rock-hard -- and fucking huge, just like Daddy had promised. Alex felt a surge of pleasure as Mike forced him to rub his hand up and down the long hard shaft through Mike's loose jeans.

"All right," giggled Alex flirtatiously. "I can do that. I don't mind skipping the romance--uh!"

Before Alex even had the sentence all the way out, Mike had reached out and grabbed Alex's long blonde hair. He pulled hard and forced Alex's face down to his crotch. Mike began to unbuckle his belt. Doing it one-handed didn't come nearly as easy as it seemed like it should, especially with the trembling Alex suddenly placing lipstick kisses all over Mike's crotch. Alex took over the pants-opening duties, leaning deeply against Mike's body and kissing his crotch hard, leaving little lipstick marks.

As Alex unfastened Mike's pants, Mike put one big arm around Alex's body and reached down to grab his butt.

Alex felt Mike squeezing his buns and pulling his skirt up, exposing the back of his panties. Alex's little cock started to stiffen in response to the touch -- and to Mike's big cock in his face.

Alex got Mike's jeans unzipped. He put his hands in through the fly. Mike was wearing cotton boxer briefs. Alex molded his hand around the shaft through the soft cotton fabric.

Jesus! Mike was huge. Val really hadn't been kidding about the guy being well hung. She should know; Mike was her ex-boyfriend. Or, as Alex understood it, "ex-fuckbuddy" would probably be more accurate. They had slept together for a while some years ago, and Val had assured Alex he'd like Mike "lots." When Val was talking about Alex-as-Lexi, that usually meant one thing. Lexi's taste in men boiled down to just a few male traits; chief among them was a really big cock.

But Alex had been pretty skeptical about just how big Mike could really be. Now he knew better. He should have listened to Val when she told him it was like John Holmes had been part elephant. That's pretty  much what it felt like.

Alex's own much smaller cock stiffened further in his panties.

Alex pulled Mike's boxer briefs down. Mike pulled Alex's skirt up higher over his ass. Mike dug his fingers in, alternately squeezing and caressing Alex's shaved butt.

Alex took Mike's enormous, hard cock in his mouth. At first it felt smooth against his lips, but the more he took it into his mouth, the more he could feel the ridges and veins.  Mike had a prominent head that seemed huge even in proportion to his already giant cock. The head of it almost choked Alex when his lips were halfway down on Mike's long shaft.

Alex felt a rush of excitement as Mike took firm hold of his ass and forcibly adjusted Alex's body to give him more leverage. Mike wanted Alex to take his cock deeper, and he knew how to facilitate it. So did Alex; he hadn't sucked all that much cock, but he was exceedingly used to servicing "Daddy" in the bedroom. Val's own taste in cocks ranged toward the enormous, so both of them were happy with a strap-on that Alex really had to work to swallow. Even so, Val had never strapped on a dick that even came close to Mike's monster.

Alex straightened his throat. He stuck out his tongue to lick the underside of Mike's cock. He took a deep breath and pushed down hard, trying to swallow. His throat seized up and he gagged. Drool ran out of Alex's mouth and around Mike's balls, making everything slick as Alex started stroking the shaft.

Truth be told, Alex loved this part. He didn't understand what was so hot about trying to deep-throat and gagging instead, but he loved it. Whenever he sucked cock -- Daddy's or someone else's -- he always got so fuckin turned on at the part where his throat wouldn't open and his gag reflex went into overtime. He liked it even better if the guy grabbed his head and pulled his hair and maybe even slapped him a little.

But Mike wasn't there quite yet. From what Val said, he would get there -- but he was giving "Lexi" a little time to come out and play. Mike was a powerful enough guy and was already topping Alex hard, just by sheer dint of physical prowess. But he didn't need to choke his little bitch just yet.

He would get around to that.

Instead, for now, Mike let Alex choke himself. Alex pushed himself onto Mike's cock and made audible gagging sounds as drool ran everywhere. He tried again and again to take it down his throat; it wouldn’t go. It was just too fucking big. All of those nights deep-throating his wife's strap-on cock, and he couldn't get this one down? Maybe it wasn't just Mike's great size. Maybe Alex was too turned on, and all his holes were cinching up tight to make thing's harder. That's certainly how his asshole felt, as Mike squeezed and patted his smooth-shaved ass. Maybe Alex just wasn't used to the intoxicating smell, taste and feel of a real cock in his mouth. Maybe that's why it wouldn’t go down.

But Alex wanted it rough; he wanted Mike to help. His lips came off of Mike's dick. HE never stopped licking as he whimpered, as girlishly as possible:

"Oooh, it's too big, Daddy. I don't think I can deep-throat it. Please don't make me. Please don't choke me on your cock." Alex's voice got deeper and huskier as his arousal mounted. He lapped wetly at Mike's shaft and moaned, "Please, Daddy, don't get all rough with me and choke me on your big fuckin' cock..."

Mike got the picture pretty quick.

He saw Alex looking up at him. Alex's eyes ran with thick tears laden with black mascara. Mike grinned. He continued to squeeze Mike's shaved ass.

Then he drew back his right hand and spanked Alex, hard.

Alex yelped in pain.

"Get that cock down your throat," he said. "Get it down all the way. Take that dick, bitch. Take that dick down your throat."

Alex's face reddened. Mike spanked him harder. Mike's other hand, his left, came up and took hold of Alex's long blonde hair. Mike grabbed, getting a firm handhold. He pulled.

"No, Daddy," whimpered Alex. "Please don't make me--"

Mike said, "Shut up, bitch. Swallow dick or get me my money back. I want it all the way down your throat, bitch. I ain't taking no for an answer."

Mike held Alex's hair tightly, pulling with his left hand. Mike's right hand came off of Alex's butt and moved down to take firm hold of his own cock.

He slapped Alex in the face with his dick, hard. Alex gasped as he did it. There was another hard cock-slap, three or four times across each cheek. Alex whimpered and squirmed.

"Please don't get rough with me, Daddy," moaned Alex. "I don't know if I can handle it if you get rough..."

Mike slapped Alex again in the face with his cock. He pulled Alex's long blonde hair even harder, slapped him some more, and pushed roughly down on Alex's head.

"I said swallow it!" Mike growled.

His hand returned to Alex's ass, and this time he didn't wait before spanking the shit out of him. Mike whacked Alex's shaved sissy butt hard with six or eight sharp slaps slaps as Alex whined and whimpered, wiggling his butt back and forth like he was fruitlessly trying to avoid the blows.

"I said swallow! Swallow that dick, bitch! Swallow it all!"

"Yes, Daddy," whimpered Alex.

Alex surged forward, overcome with a new hunger to suck Mikes' cock down all the way. He straightened his throat by arching his back and opened wide. He took a deep breath. He forced himself down onto Mike's cock, feeling the huge head stretching his throat.

Alex finally managed to relax his throat around the giant head of Mike's cock. After an initial period of getting used to the procedure, Alex had always found it easy to deep-throat one of Val's strap-ons in bed. But he'd never even seen a cock as big as Mike's...certainly never up close and personal like this.

Alex shuddered as the as he felt his throat relaxing to accept Mike's huge organ.

It took almost ten minutes before Mike's big cock finally slid all the way down Alex's cock. Once it was in him, Alex felt his gag reflex rebelling again, his throat seizing up around the thrust of Mike's long cock. But Alex held Mike's cock down his throat, feeling submission flow through him as he surrendered to the control of the bigger and harder man. He felt a hot rush of pleasure going through his body as he started working his head back and forth, sucking Mike's cock in short little strokes, never letting it very far out of his throat.

Mike never let go of Alex's long hair. Alex could feel Mike pulling his messy blonde locks hard with every wiggle and thrust of his mouth.

With his right hand, Mike spanked Alex again -- this time in reward.

"Good girl," he said "Swallow that dick. You love dick. You fuckin' love swallowing dick."

Alex wiggled his bare, shaved butt, feeling it get warm to the touch as Mike spanked it more. He arched his back a little more to push his ass up into Mike's firm grasp. The gesture seemed to invite more spanks, if Mike wanted to give them.

But Mike had other things in mind.

As Alex's mouth worked up and down on his huge shaft, Mike said, "Good girl. That's a good little cocksucker. You love that big dick, don't you?"

Alex tried to mumble "Mmm-hmmm," around Mike's cock, but it was fruitless. His mouth was stuffed too full. He just started bobbing up and down, fucking his face onto Mike's dick as he felt the man's huge hand on his ass.

Mike wasn't spanking now, though...he was just feeling. Alex could feel Mike tugging his smooth cheeks apart. Alex felt a rush of fear.

Alex's cock was getting hard, the fear having given way to deep arousal. It was well-tucked into those very tight panties, but even they weren't tight enough to hold against the building pressure of Alex's stiffening boner.

When Mike pulled the back of Alex's thong out of the way, it was over.

Alex's cock popped free and stiffened all the way, jutting out of his panties.

Soon his dick was hanging out over the waistband of his tight black mesh thong. Alex felt the strange and succulent shame he relished over his own cock when he was forced to show it to a guy with a much bigger package.

Mike grabbed Alex's balls. He squeezed and tugged at them. His palm worked against Alex's asshole while Alex continued bobbing up and down on his cock. Mike pulled Alex's hair harder, forcing Alex's face up and down in his crotch.

Alex felt helpless and deeply submissive despite his growing fear. What's more, Mike was fully in control of every aspect of the situation. When Alex's cock popped free, he knew he hand to respond, even if Alex didn't. Alex didn't want Mike to acknowledge his cock, at first. But when he felt Mike's big hand wrapping around it, he knew that even his cock was subject to the transaction Val had concluded earlier.

"Your pimp didn't tell me you were a special girl," said Mike.

His face red, Alex didn't respond; he just kept sucking Mike's dick.

"You got an extra little package down here, huh? You think that makes you special? You think maybe I'm gonna want to give you a blowjob? Huh? You think that makes me wanna suck your little dick?"

Drunk on his growing need, Alex, never stopped licking Mike's cock, even as he spoke.

"No, Daddy," said Alex. "I'd never think that. I'm your cocksucker, Sir. I'm here to suck your cock and that's all, Sir."

Mike slapped Alex's balls. "Then what's this about?"

"I love sucking cock, Daddy," moaned Alex softly. "I can't help it. It makes my little dick hard."

"Yeah," said Mike. "Cunts like you love to suck dick, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir," Alex breathed hungrily. "Yes, Daddy." He licked his way down to Mike's balls and began to worship them.

Mike's jeans had migrated down past his thighs. As Mike started pulling them down over his boots, Alex didn't think twice about it. He licked down deeper between Mike's legs and really started worshipping Mike's balls. He kept rubbing Mike's big cock with his hand, letting his spittle slick it up as he rubbed it periodically all over his face.

Then Alex felt Mike's hand drawing back for another spanking blow, and a sick feeling went through him. Instinctively, he knew it wasn't going to be his ass this time.

When the blow came, it was much lighter than the strokes Mike had given Alex's ass. But it was delivered squarely to Alex's balls. It sent a cold wave of sickness through his body -- not so much physical pain as a deep testicular anxiety.

Alex choked on Mike's balls and licked his way up his shaft, desperately trying to swallow Mike's cock before the next blow came.

He gulped down Mike's huge organ just as Mike spanked Alex's balls again. Alex instinctively tried to close his legs, but Mike grabbed hooked his own legs under Alex's and held them open as he gave him three more quick blows -- not as hard as the ones on his ass, but hard enough to make Alex spin desperately in space as he rhythmically swallowed Mike's cock.

"I think you like something other than just sucking dick. Cheap sluts like you always take it in the ass." Mike leaned down and spat on Alex's smooth, shaved crack.

Alex moaned as Mike shoved two fingers up into his asshole. Worked up into a frenzy between fear, pain, submission and sexual excitement, Alex surged onto Mike's fingers, gulping hungrily. When he came up for air, letting Mike's dick slide from his mouth, drool ran down his chin. Mike's fingers were buried deep inside him, working up and down, forcing Alex's tight smooth around in a circle.

"D-Daddy said you only wanted a blowjob," gasped Alex

"Maybe I changed my mind," said Mike, pulling Alex's hair so hard that Alex cried out while he shoved his fingers deeper into Alex's ass. "Maybe I want some pussy."

Alex whimpered, "I can't help you there, Daddy..."

Mike drove a third finger in. Alex gasped.

"I think you can," he said. "You got a nice, tight, sweet sissy pussy. You're just what I need."

He took his fingers out of Alex's tight ass and spanked each of his smooth buttocks once.

Then Mike said, "Get on your hands and knees, baby. You and me are gonna get ...intimate."

Alex felt Mike grabbing his wrists, repositioning him onto his hands and knees. Mike pulled Alex's short skirt all the way up to his waist. He pulled the thong back of Alex's panties as far out of the way as they would go, fully exposing Alex's crack.

Alex's heart raced. Could he even take a dick that big up his ass? He realized that he wanted to. But he didn't think it was possible.

Alex said, "You'll have to talk to Daddy. He only told me to give you a blowjob."

Mike leaned down to his discarded pants. His hand came back up holding a wrinkled $20 bill.

He unfurled the bill and rubbed it against Alex's messy face. It came away black with running mascara and red with smeared lipstick.

"This is just between us," said Mike. "Daddy doesn't have to know. You give me the discount price, and you can just consider it a tip. Besides..." Mike pulled Alex's hair and shoved the $20 bill in his mouth. "You can't pretend you don't want this. That little pecker of yours tells me how bad a girl like you needs dick in her ass."

Alex moaned softly. His body undulated and heaved under Mike as the bigger man's cock rubbed up between his smooth-shaved cheeks. Alex could feel his own much smaller cock surging in hunger.

Alex spit out the twenty and put it in his sequined clutch purse.

His hand came out holding a condom and a little packet of lube. He handed them over his shoulder to Mike.

"Just please grease me up first," he said. "I’m really tight back there."

"Don't I know it!" growled Mike, rubbing his fingers together. "Had to really shove to get these three in there!"

Mike took the lube and the condom and went to work on both like he'd done this a million times. With one hand, he fitted the condom package between his teeth and opened it. Then he bit off the tip of the lube packet and drizzled the cool liquid into Alex's crack as he rolled the condom over his giant dick.

Val had packed Alex's clutch purse, so the condom was a Mammoth XL, the largest size anyone manufactured. Daddy had clearly known this moment would come.

Alex tried to relax, breathing deeply as Mike took firm hold of his hips and repositioned him to get fucked. Mike guided his latex-sheathed cockhead to Alex's hole and began to enter him.

Alex let out a small gasp of surprise as he felt himself stretching. Mike really was as big as he looked. He could feel his asshole resisting the intrusion.

""Holy fuck," Alex murmured. "Oh, fuck, Daddy...your dick is so big. Please, go slow..."

Mike slapped Alex on the ass again.

He growled, "How about if you go fast, instead?"

Alex felt one of Mike's hand in his hair, the other on his hip. Together, they forced Alex back against Mike. Alex squealed a little as his entrance stretched. His asshole still didn't give, but he felt it relaxing with the surging pleasure of deep submission.

Alex wiggled his butt back and forth, trying to force himself onto Mike. He felt the insistent and building pressure of Mike's cockhead while Mike tipped Alex's head back so he could look in Alex's eyes.

"Open wide, bitch," growled Mike.

Alex felt a rippling sense of submission going through him.

"Yes, Sir," Alex whimpered.

Mike shoved again, but it still didn't go. Alex gasped and moaned, wiggling his butt harder in an attempt to take it.

"Beg for it, bitch," Mike said. "That always helps.

Alex gasped as he worked his unyielding butthole against Mike's huge cock.  He moaned, "Put it in me, Sir. Fuck me with your -- oh, fuck!"

As Alex cried out, Mike pulled hard on Alex's hair with one hand, on his hips with the other. Together, he forced Alex onto his cock.

Alex's whole body felt speared through as Mike's giant dick pushed into him. He felt a momentary sense of panic as his body attempted to acclimate to the insertion. It was a lot of cock to accommodate.

But once the initial wave of fear was past, Alex realized it felt good.

He wiggled his butt back and forth, letting Mike pull him back more firmly to force the huge cock up inside him.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Alex moaned. His hips started moving, almost as if of their own accord. He began to pump himself back onto Mike's cock.

"Oh fuck, that's so fucking good," he gasped. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh, motherfuck, Daddy, I love your cock--"

As Alex relaxed into the deep thrust of Mike's cock, he found his body overtaken by a strange and insatiable hunger. He'd been fucked in the ass so many times, but he'd never wanted it quite as badly as he wanted it now. He moaned and shuddered as he pushed himself rhythmically back against Mike, humping himself onto the giant cock. He felt impaled. He fucked himself onto Mike's dick with deep thrusts in a quickening rhythm.

Alex's moans rose in pitch until he was shocked at how feminine they sounded. He guessed it was pretty easy to sound like a girl when you were taking cock this deep in your ass.

Alex felt Mike's weight against him, bearing him down. Mike's black T-shirt was off, and he held Alex's shoulders tightly against his naked chest. Alex felt the hard surface of Mike's muscled body.

Mike put his lips to Alex's ear and growled: "Come on, baby. You know you wanna jack yourself off for me."

Alex didn't have to be asked twice. He reached down and wrapped his hand around his own cock. It didn't take long. He was close already. As he thrust his body back against each of Mike's building strokes, Alex neared his peak and cried out in rising pleasure.

At the very last instant, Alex thought about Mike's upholstery. Should he really just blow his load everywhere?

But great minds think alike -- Mike's hand was already tucked down tight against Alex's cockhead, cupped to catch as much of the load as possible. Feeling Mike's strong hand against his dick, Alex relaxed into his onrushing orgasm.

Pinned between Mike's thrusting cock in his ass and his firm hand at his cockhead, Alex felt helpless. He was tossed about by the hot waves of pleasure that blasted through his body.

Mike held Alex's body tight against his, holding his cock in deep in while Alex pumped his full load into Mike's cupped hand. Pleasure coursed through Alex's body. Alex was stuffed so full he felt like he couldn't stop cumming. It seemed to go on forever.

But it didn't. It lasted just long enough for Alex to lose all sense of himself in time and space. And then Mike's hands brought him back to earth. One pulled his hair and forced Alex's head back. The other came away from Alex's softening cock, still cupping the full load of jizz.

Mike's right hand moved more gingerly than before. It remained cautiously upturned as he brought it up to Alex's face.

Mike opened his hand as he shoved it against Alex's mouth. Alex's sticky red lips parted for the load, but Mike's hand was too full to get it all in. There was no way to get that much cum from cupped hand to open mouth without spilling plenty.

Even Alex's obediently lapping tongue couldn’t catch it all, or anything close to it. Most of the slimy cargo cupped in Mike's hand ended up smeared over Alex's face or running over his chin. It slicked up his cheeks, soaked his blonde hair, ran down his neck to his shoulders, and dribbled onto his tits. Alex lapped what was left out of Mike's palm.

"Yeah," growled Mike. "You love that cum, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir," Alex said, still licking. "I love it, Sir."

Mike drew his cock back. Alex slumped forward, hands on the car seat and ass in the air. He moaned softly as the head of Mike's cock stretched his anal opening. Finally, Mike's big popped out. The condom glistening cleanly with lube.

Mike pulled the condom off. The window was cracked slightly; Mike shoved the rubber through the narrow gap. It left a slimy trail down the window, but Mike didn't care.

He took a seat with his cock in his right hand. His left hand once again seized Alex's long blonde hair.

Mike pulled the obedient blonde's cummy face into his crotch again. He guided Alex's ruined red mouth onto his cock. Compliant as ever, Alex took Mike's dick in his mouth and started to suck. He tasted rubber and ass, but he didn't care. He knew Mike was going to cum, and he wanted to eat it up like the cheap little cumslut he was.

"Oh, yeah," sighed Mike. "Get that cream, bitch. Suck that cream out. Suck that cock fresh from your ass."

Glowing with pleasure, Alex sucked Mike's cock deep into his mouth. This time, he only gagged himself a couple of times, just out of submissive compulsion. As he did, he could smell the musky scent of his own ass at the base of Mike's cock, where the condom hadn't quite reached. The aroma mingled with the overwhelming scent of his own cum, which had started to coagulate all over his chin and his cheeks. The humiliating combination of smells made Alex even hungrier for Mike's load.

Alex drew his lips back up Mike's shaft, letting them rest just below the head. He bobbed more gently up and down on the top part of Mike's cock while he worked on Mike's shaft fiercely with his tightly-gripped hand. Alex's tongue caressed Mike's glans affectionately, and Alex looked up at Mike while he sucked.

Mike's handsome face looked almost demonic in the yellow light -- just like Daddy's had. But it bore an almost boyish grin. Alex saw a hint of the man beneath the player, and it made him want to please Mike even more.

Mike pulled Alex's hair as the blonde sucked him eagerly.

When he spoke next, Mike's breath was more labored, his words strained.

"Yeah, you like that cum, bitch, don't you? Oh, yeah, you want it, don't you?"

Alex's head rocked in a nod, and his throat emitted a hungry affirmative sound -- just as Mike threw back his head and groaned in orgasm.

"Oh, yeah, oh yeah, fuck yeah!"

Alex's mouth flooded with hot liquid. Spurt after spurt erupted from the tip of Mike's giant cock, filling Alex's mouth and overflowing onto his chin. He worked hard to catch it all, but couldn't quite get it. Torrents of cum shot into his mouth; rivulets dribbled from the corners of his lips and ran down onto his tits.

Alex swallowed. He kept sucking. Mike's cock kept pulsing. Alex swallowed again, his rough throat soothed by the thick liquid. Alex worked his lips up and down as Mike's streams turned into dribbles.

Mike pulled Alex's hair one last time, guiding Alex off of his cock.

Alex's messy red mouth came free with a pop. Cum dribbled down his chin. Some of it ran onto Mike's thighs. Alex leaned down and lapped it up, feeling the texture of Mike's hairy legs under his tongue. They felt so different than Alex's own. Mike's thighs were muscular where Alex's were lean, hairy where Alex's were smooth.

Alex lay there, feeling spent and submissive, bent over the edge of the seat, with his face in Mike's crotch and his knees tucked into the wheel well.

Breathing hard, Mike pulled his jeans over his boots. His boxer briefs were nowhere to be found; he didn't bother to look for them, but just pulled his jeans up without underwear. He zipped them and buckled his belt while Alex watched, dripping cum from his face.

Mike reached down and petted his hair. He turned his head and kissed his fingers.

"Yeah, you like that cum, don't you?" said Mike. "You gobble it up. You suck that cum down, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir," said Alex. "Yes, Daddy," he added breathlessly.

Mike beamed down at his for a little while, never quite breaking character. Then he reached out and found his black T-shirt.

"Got something I can clean up with, Sir?" asked Alex.

Mike pulled on his T-shirt. He reached over and popped the back door open. He chuckled.

"I don't think so," he said. "I think your Daddy wants you back just like you are."

Mike ran his thumb across Alex's cummy red lips.

"Let Daddy see how good I ruined you. Let him see how hard and deep I gave it to his little girl. He'll know how much you had to work to get that money. He'll like that. He'll know his little girl really love shim."

"Yes, Sir," said Alex. "I think you're right."

He tucked his soft cock back into his black mesh panties. It still drizzled. He pulled down his skirt and got out of the car.

Swinging his hips, he walked toward the SUV.

Mike got out, too. He got in the driver's seat.

Mike didn't waste time. He'd started the silver sedan and pulled out of the spot before Alex got halfway to the SUV. By the time Alex made it back to his Daddy, Mike was gone.

#

When Val saw Alex coming toward her, her eyes went wide. She had the window down. She'd been watching the whole thing.

"Holy shit, bitch! That trick really worked you over."

Alex looked shyly at her.

"Yes, Daddy," she said as she came to the driver's side of the car. "He really, really did. He was rough." Then, more softly, he added, "He fucked me in the ass."

"I wouldn’t let guys do that to you if I didn't know you liked it," said Val with a cruel grin.

"I did like it, Daddy," Alex said. "I liked it a lot. I'm a bad girl. I'm a bad little slut."

"That's why I whore you out, bitch."

"I know, Daddy. Thank you for whoring me."

Val smiled. "Get in the car, baby. You made a promise. Don't think I won't hold you to it."

Alex came around the car and got in.

Val had her strap-on cock already pulled out of her jeans. Her hand was wrapped around it, slowly moving up and down as if it were a real cock. Alex could see that she'd been jacking it slowly as she watched them -- as if she really was a pervert pimp who got off on watching her bitch turn a trick in an adjacent car.

Alex's cock throbbed anew. Holy fuck, was he actually going to get hard again -- already?

It certainly felt like it. Alex had never been this turned on before.

Alex regarded the dick that his wife was wearing. He was familiar enough with this unit; he'd gotten "intimate" with it on numerous occasions at home. It was one of Val's favorites, an excessively stiff and oversized monster he would have thought he'd never be able to take in his ass.

Unless he was bad, and then maybe "Daddy" would have to force it.

But now, Alex knew better. With the memory of Mike's giant cock in his ass, he knew that he could take any dick Daddy strapped on.

Alex knew from experience that this cock was one of his wife's favorites to wear when she made him dress up and suck her. Its stiffness gave him a lot of leeway. He could really get traction on the base of it. If he played his cards right, he could get enough of a grip on that stiff dick to force it down against Val's vulva at the perfect angle. That put plenty of pressure on her clit.

If Alex sucked and jacked at exactly the right pace, he could get his wife off almost as efficiently as if she really did had a cock.

That was clearly what Daddy had in mind. Val expected her little whore to make good on that promise to suck Daddy's dick after she'd turned a trick for him. Having "earned" for Daddy, it was time for "Lexi" to suck some more dick.

Alex had no complaints. He was a whore tonight. Sucking cock was what he did.

Alex bent down and put his face in his wife's lap. He wrapped his hand around the base of Val's cock and started sucking the head. He purposefully drooled, making slurping sounds as his lipstick-painted mouth bobbed up and down on his wife's huge cock.

Val purred: "Oh, yeah, that's it, baby. Suck off your Daddy. Show daddy how much you learned from that dirty, dirty trick you just turned. Make Daddy cum in your mouth. Eat Daddy's cum, baby. Show him what a good little cocksucking whore you are. You love that big dick, don't you, bitch? Don't you love all big dicks?"

Alex worked his lips down the length of Daddy's huge cock, gagging himself on it. He choked it all the way down his cock and bobbed up and down for a while as Daddy talked dirty.

When he came up for air, he was drooling and panting.

"Yes, Daddy," he said. "I love big dicks, Daddy. Thank you for whoring me."

"My pleasure," grinned Val.

And it was.




Daddy's Boy by Elizabeth Colvin

 

"Come on, boy. Come over here and tell Daddy how much you appreciate his hospitality."

I take the cigar out of my mouth and smile at him.

Lounging in the armchair, I reach down and unzip my leather pants. I pull out my cock and start stroking it. My boy looks at the big, thick shaft of my cock and licks his lips.

Then he goes down on his knees and plants his mouth on the head of my cock. He takes my shaft into his mouth until the head nudges the top of his throat. Then, without hesitating, he swallows, forcing the shaft down his throat without even a hint of a gag reflex. That sends a shudder through my body; I can feel my pussy aching. He starts working on my cock, sucking it like an expert.

I don't look much like any daddy I've ever known. The tight leather pants, big black boots and Harley Davidson T-shirt could belong to a daddy, sure. But there's no disguising my broad hips or the way the pants hang so low on them, revealing my flowery tattoos and my navel ring. And I haven't strapped down my tits, which are big enough to stretch the T-shirt and, even with a sports bra underneath, show my nipples as they get hard in response to the sight and feel of my boy's mouth on my cock.

But it doesn't matter, because I'm a daddy; I've got the big, thick cock to prove it. Silicone, yes; maybe not as sensitive as a real daddy's cock. With this daddy's cock, it's not just a matter of licking and sucking around the head or teasing the underside of the shaft. Sucking this cock is a lot more work. My boy has to push and work his head around and suck my cock harder, pushing the base of the dildo against my clit to make my pussy throb in response. But I don't care and my boy doesn't care, either, because my boy knows I'm his Daddy. I've got the cock to prove it -- and the armchair.

And a boy is exactly what he is, tonight. Torn jeans, so faded they're almost white, hug his lithe body, showing off the big bulge in his pants, swept to the right and getting bigger as he sucks me. His tight white T-shirt, so tight it's almost see-through, shows off his perfect chest. He looks like some boy hustler I picked up on the street, offered a place to stay in return for a blowjob. The big white athletic shoes are a decidedly adolescent touch.

The whole package makes my pussy so wet I can hardly stand it.

And when he looks up at me with his mouth around my cock, there's no question that this is my boy, servicing me.

"Come on, boy, suck it better than that. Earn your keep."

He launches more eagerly into it, his mouth pumping down on my cock and forcing it deeper into his throat. He's obviously a skilled cocksucker; he doesn't even hesitate when the head of my cock presses against his throat. He just swallows, knowing that's what I want. I want to feel him take it all the way, feeling it in his belly, just like he will when I put it up his ass.

His eyes turn back up to me and I grin down at him, flicking ash off the end of the cigar. "I think it's time you sucked a little ass, boy."

I pull him off of my cock and turn around on the armchair, pulling my leather pants down over my hips. When I've got them down around my knees, I bend over, pushing my ass out for him. He leans in and obediently presses his face between my cheeks, his tongue sliding into my ass. I have to stifle a gasp that I know will sound way too feminine, and I barely manage to replace it with a manly grunt as I reach back behind me to grab his hair and push his face more firmly into my ass. His tongue works its way deeper into my asshole. He alternates between teasing the entrance with big long swirls of his tongue and pushing hard into it like he's fucking me with that limber little organ. I want to reach down and rub my clit; I want to come so bad it's driving me crazy. But instead of rubbing my clit I reach down and begin to jerk off, stroking my cock, pumping it hard up and down, and that only makes me want to come even more. When I push the dildo down I can feel the base against my clit, almost direct enough to make me come, but not quite. God, I want to fuck him so bad.

I'm so turned on I can hardly speak. But I manage it, barely, working hard to maintain a gruff rumble in my voice instead of a girly squeak. I turn my head and look down at him over my shoulder. He's beautiful, his mouth planted between my cheeks, licking me. His eyes are turned up toward me, and I look into them as I growl at him.

"You take it up the ass, boy?"

His mouth comes away from my ass and he says, "If I have to, Daddy."

"You have to, boy," I tell him.

He moves back and I get off the armchair, still stroking my cock. I watch as he shucks his white T-shirt, showing off his beautiful chest. I run my hand down it, working my cock faster. He unzips his jeans and peels them off, kicking his way out of his white athletic shoes. He's not wearing socks. I look at his gorgeous cock, standing there hard, the tip glistening.

"You can suck it if you want," he says weakly, not meeting my eyes.

I grab his hair and pull his face close to mine.

"No kissing," he says, sounding petulant and whiny. "I don't do that. I'm not a faggot."

The sound of that helpless plea sends a new surge of arousal through my pussy and into my cock. I've got him right where I want him.

Ignoring him, I press my lips to his and thrust my tongue into his mouth. He lets me for a moment, then begins to respond with his own tongue against mine. I kiss him deeper, then spin him around and shove him against the armchair. He climbs onto it, knees pressed to the thick, padded arms, legs spread, ass in the air. He reaches back and parts his cheeks as I grab the bottle of lube on the end table.

I pour lube between his cheeks and work two fingers into his cock -- not even bothering to start with one. He gasps as I penetrate him, and I reach between his legs to feel his cock pulsing with excitement.

"You like that, boy? You like taking it up the ass?"

"If I have to, Daddy," he says nervously.

"You have to, boy," I tell him. "You have to like it. And I know you're going to."

I add some lube to the head of my cock and push his back down till he's crouched down low and his ass is in the right position. I nuzzle the head of my cock against his tight entrance. His ass opens right up as I thrust into it; he lets out a shuddering gasp as I drive it in to the hilt.

I start to fuck him; for some reason, this position pushes the base of the dildo against my clit at just the right angle. Or maybe fucking my boy in the ass just turns me on more than anything. I reach up and grab his hair, listening to him moan as I shove my cock roughly into his ass, each thrust harder, building up speed.

His hand is underneath him, pumping his cock. His hips start to work, pushing him onto my cock. Like he's trying to get it over with at first --then, as his hand quickens on his cock, like he wants it. He shoves hard onto me, his ass opening wider as it engulfs my cock. I pull his hair, making him squeal. At one point I reach down and spank his ass, which makes him fuck back onto me with even more urgency.

I don't even feel it coming, really. I've been working the dildo into him, pressing the base against my clit for so long that when I finally reach the breaking point I barely know it. It happens when he lets out a little whimper and I feel his body shaking -- he's coming, shooting his load all over Daddy's armchair. I start to fuck him harder, faster, as his lips go slack and he leans hard against the back of the chair. I pound into him and that drives me over the top, my own orgasm sending my pussy and clit into tight spasms, my ass tightening as I feel the cooling moisture of my boy's spittle from where he tongued me. I collapse onto the chair on top of him and it groans under our combined weight as my body surges with pleasure, my high-pitched moans as feminine as it gets -- but my boy doesn't seem to care.

He reaches back and strokes my hand where it still grips his hair. "Did my tight ass get you off real good, Daddy?"

"You have no idea," I said, still panting hard.

"Oh, I think I have some idea," he smiles, and squirms around under me to hold me in his arms. He begins to stroke my long hair gently and whispers, "Thank you, Daddy. Thanks for fucking me so good."

I curl up in my boy's embrace, sighing contentedly.




Just Like Magic by Keri Carver

 

Kevin wasn't proud of what he did every time Amanda went out of town.

Maybe he should have been proud. It's not like it was shameful, except maybe he kinda liked it to be shameful.

Easing his slim hips into a pair of lacy panties and nuzzling the lace

against his dick -- invariably soft at first, but hard in moments -- was something he needed. So were the heels, the makeup, the slutty blonde wig-- the whole dirty package.

But did he need dick? Of course not.

And what did Kevin make of Amanda's protestations that maybe he did

need dick, and even if he didn't, what was the harm in giving it a shot? What did he make of Amanda begging him to try it once? Her "Honey, I'm serious. It's a total fucking turn-on that you'd even consider it. Why don't I get Paul to--"

"Paul your ex?" he said.

"No, baby. Not Paul my ex. Ick. No. No husband of mine is sucking Paul

my ex's dick. I mean Paul my big black drag queen friend. He's straight now."

"He's a drag queen, but he's straight?"

"Holy shit," said Amanda. "For a closet cross-dresser, you have a lot to

learn."

"I'm not a closet cross-dresser," protested Kevin.

"Uh-huh," said Amanda dubiously. "Anyway, Paul thinks you're cute.

He'd, you know, flip for you."

"How is it flipping if he was married to a guy?"

"I told you, he's straight now."

Kevin's "Uh-huh" was as dubious as Amanda's had been.

It prompted her to blurt, "Don't expect me to explain it! Anyway,

straight-as-an-arrow Paul would totally let you...you know, he'd -- anyway, he'd do it if you were dressed. He was always into cross-dressers. And he thinks you're hot.

"You want me to have sex with a guy?" asked Kevin.

"Don't worry," said Amanda. "You'd be dressed as a girl, so you'd still be

straight."

Kevin's brain hurt.

"I am not sure that makes me straight."

Amanda smirked and winked at him. She said, "Neither do I, but I was

trying to sell you on it. That's how us bisexuals work, remember? We're devious. We trick you into smoking a joint at the David Bowie concert, and next thing you know you're blowing lesbians with strap-ons in the alley behind Save-Mart."

He said: "Amanda, I don't want to start fucking guys."

Amanda rolled her eyes.

"Who said start fucking? It's just you and me playing together, baby. You

don't even have to pretend to like it! And if you're not the little dick loving slut I kind of suspect you are...wait, did I say that out loud? Ahem, if you don't enjoy it, then that's all she wrote. You never have to even look at another guy's dick in the locker room if you don't want to."

Kevin frowned. "I don't know. It could get sticky."

"Hell yeah, it could!" guffawed Amanda.

"You know what I mean."

"That's why Paul's the perfect guy to try it with!" Amanda purred. She

had always been hot for Paul, Kevin knew, but the bastard had been engaged before she even knew he'd gone straight, or she probably would have shown up at his dressing room wearing nothing but a smile, which at The Goners Club would not have been out of the ordinary.

Kevin protested, "But Paul is your friend. And he's married. Wouldn’t

that be weird?"

She gave him a highly sympathetic look, like he was the stupidest cross-

dressing husband in the world.

She said, "You think my friends don't fuck and run?"

Kevin shrugged. "Yeah, I guess they do." He knew it first-hand. He had

one hell of a wild wife, he knew that much.

Amanda ruffled his hair. "Especially when they're invited. Come on,

baby. You know you're curious, and you look hot in panties. Don't you think Paul's sexy?"

Kevin said, about as manly as he could manage: "He's a good looking

guy, I'll admit."

"Wow, that was the least well concealed expression of gay lust I think

I've ever seen."

Kevin glared.

Amanda cuddled in close and kissed him on the cheek.

She said: "Can I send Paul an Evite? Pretty please?"

Kevin shrugged, reddening furiously. He couldn't talk for a minute.

He finally said, "Maybe."

Then Amanda put her arms around him.

She cradled his stiffening dick and breathed warmly into his ear:

"That sounds like you don't wanna be asked."

That's when Kevin reddened deeper, and stiffened all the way, and got all

shy and looked at the walls, the ceiling, the floor.

When he looked back at his wife she gave him a deep, sympathetic kind

of look.

"Yeah," sighed Amanda sensuously. "That's what I thought. Don't worry,

honey. It'll be just like bisexual experimentation all the way down through history. If you didn't ask, then your Pastor won't ever have to know."

Kevin got testy. "Don't fuck with me. I don't have a Pastor. I'm

just...straight."

Amanda smiled.

"Of course you are, darling. And Paul tells me straight boys suck the

very best dick. Especially when they're dressed like horny little sluts."

Kevin's dick was completely hard by then.

Amanda purred, "Don't worry, baby. Daddy Mandy will take care of

everything. Right after I come back from Cleveland."

"You're going to Cleveland?"

She said, so innocently: "For work, all next week, another computer

security gig. I'm leaving Sunday. Didn't I tell you? Gives you a whole week to cross-dress on your own, baby."

Kevin blushed...but they both knew he would be doing exactly that the

whole time she was gone.

She begged him, "Send me dirty jpegs?"

"Maybe."

She pouted. "Don't maybe me, baby. Please dress up and send me dirty

slutty pics of you so they're waiting in my email when I get up on Monday morning? And...baby?" Her voice got low and sexy. She said: "Don't let yourself cum. Please? Edge yourself crazy. I want lots of pix of you crazy with lust. Right on the edge, and needing it. Kay?"

He could never say no to Amanda.

His slutty wife really liked his pictures, and she loved it when he spent

whole days, even weeks, in denial.

Just like always, he'd do exactly as she said

Her confidence, her calm, her poise, her enthusiasm all had this strange

effect on him. It turned him into something he wasn't, or maybe it was that it turned him into something he'd always kind of wanted to be. It made him want to be an obedient little dicksucking slut for his wife. It just flat out made him want to do whatever she said. It turned him from a cranky bossy switch to a smooth-as-silk bottom.

Just like magic.

#

 

Amanda left for Cleveland on a Sunday. At 6 am, they shared a

bittersweet goodbye kiss by the leering skycap. She smirked as if to say I know what you'll be doing all week, and said, "Don't open the door for strangers, baby...and if any bad men knock, just tell them, 'Abracadabra' and you'll be safe."

He stared at her blankly. "Huh?"

She said innocently, "It's a magic word. Stops bad men in their tracks.

Bad girls, too." She winked. "Even very bad ones."

Kevin stared at her blankly. She smiled wickedly.

She explained, like she was explaining to a child: "If anyone does

something bad to  you while I’m gone, that's how you stop them. Just like magic."

"Gotcha," said Kevin. "Just like magic."

Sometimes he thought his wife was fucking crazy.

#

 

After their 6 am good-bye at the airport, Kevin drove straight home; he

was in his sluttiest nightie and panties by nine, "taking a nap." That is to say, a "wife-is-gone" nap, for Kevin, meant a good long tease with Amanda's vibrator slowly creeping up his dick until he shuddered on the brink, then pulled back. While his dick twitched, leaking pre-cum on his panties, he'd shove the vibe in his face and smell the lingering scent of Amanda's cunt. He ached to get himself off -- but he had promised Amanda.

So he ruined pair of panties after pair of panties, making them pre-cum-

gooey and shimmying out of them, dabbing his cock and donning a fresh pair.

In just his "morning nap," which lasted for a half-afternoon of exquisite

edging agony, he went through seven pre-cummy pairs of panties: Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday, Sunday. He'd ruined both Thursday and Saturday years ago by spanking his balls too hard, and so he used slutty-pink-lace and off-peach cotton Daddy's Girl as placeholders.

After rising from blue-balled torment at three, he took it nice and easy

for the afternoon and evening -- neck-to-toe shave job by four, steamed spinach and crumbled organic free-range bacon for dinner at five with a vodka-and-tonic, three more vodka-tonics while he selected a porn playlist -- dirty stuff, nasty stuff, kinky stuff. He had his porn selected by six, took another shower and touched up his shave. He took his time getting dressed -- makeup slathered heavy and whorish, slutty blonde wig bobby-pinned into place. He snapped digital photos at each stage, his nerves humming as he imagined Amanda touching herself to them, the way she told him she always did. He wore a slutty pair of black lace panties and a very short skirt and high-heeled lace-up boots. He spirit-gummed his tits into place --double D's, medical-grade tittie-forms. He packed them into a front-clasp bra and shimmied in to an almost-see-through camisole.

The rapping at the door came right after he started his porn.

#

 

Kevin jumped up from the couch in a panic.

What the fuck? No one ever visited him. Not when Amanda was out of

town, at least -- when she was in town, of course, there was a steady parade of weirdos, which he liked. But they didn't just "swing by" when she was away, that was for damn sure.

Kevin had the porn playlist running on his laptop, video cable plugged

into the wide-screen TV. He had his toys laid out on the coffee table. He grabbed the towel he'd brought down to soak up lube, and threw it over the toys.

While the pounding continued, he hiked his slut skirt and squirmed into

the sweat pants and hooded sweatshirt he always kept at hand in case the house burned down -- or in case some random fuckin' stranger showed up at the door. His dog collar was padlocked, so that was staying on -- Anyone who didn't like it could lump it. He knew the sweats wouldn't hide much --anyone who saw him in the light could not possibly miss the heavy pancake covering his freshly-shaved face, or the bright-red lipstick or the deep dark strokes of his eye-makeup. The sweat pants wouldn't do a damn thing to hide the four-inch slut heels he wore. They were calf boots, and these fucking things could take weeks to get off, so if he was going to answer the door, he'd have to risk it.

Motherfucking next time I jack off in the bedroom, he grumbled, So I

don't have to answer the door.

He knew he should have whipped off his long blonde slut wig stuffed it

under the seat cushions -- but here's the thing. He fixed that fucking wig on with like three dozen bobby pins, because when he got down to the end of the evening -- usually while he was down on his knees with his ass in the air reaching back to lay a rapid series of rod-strokes on his swollen balls, he really, really -- really, really -- really liked to grab his hair and pull. He'd learned the perfect angle at which he could grab and just kind of shove his mouth on the biggest of his dildos, silencing his sobbed "I'm sorry I'm a slut, Sir!" with a big thick helping of dick -- which, by that point, often tasted like his ass.

He couldn't pull hard, exactly, but he could pull hard enough to augment

his thrill. So getting the fucking thing off was a bitch. Even a blazing house and fire engines outside wouldn't have made it that easy. The fucking blonde slut-wig was practically staple-gunned to his head.

Which was why his disaster preparedness plan included a hooded

sweatshirt -- and sunglasses to hide his eye makeup.

The pounding reached deafening volume: the whole house seemed to

shake.

He peered through the peeper. His mind recoiled.

Was it Halloween?

He actually groped in his half-drunk brain for the date.

No...it was August.

So Kevin called out, "Who is it?" without even realizing he was using

the tweety little slut voice with which he'd just been moaning, I'm sorry, Sir, I'm a slut, Sir, I'm a horny little whore, sir, does this slave-whore need to be spanked, Sir?

It didn't work so well with "Who is it," so he cleared his throat and tried

again, in his "normal" voice.

A gruff voice shouted back: "It's your fairy godmother!"

He recognized the voice, and it threw him just enough that he cracked

the door, whereupon a big booted foot shoved it open and Kevin danced back, tottering on his very high heels to avoid the wide-swinging door.

Two people forced their way in -- a man and a woman, neither of them

looking particularly savory.

The woman had slammed the door behind them before Kevin --

hampered by his eyeshadow-hiding sunglasses -- even got a good look.

He'd met Paul maybe six or eight times, so took him a second to

recognize him. His brain kind of fizzled.

"My girlfriend and I had a flat tire," Paul growled. "You made us wait

out there for a long time, Mister. What were you, raised in a cave?"

Paul reached out and turned on the lights -- knowing where the switch

was without even looking for it. He also knew it was a fader -- so he punched and twisted ad the same time, giving them lots of light to work with. Then Paul made a big show of doing a double-take -- vaudeville all the way.

Paul reached out and plucked away Kevin's sunglasses so fast, Kevin

didn't even know it was happening until he blinked into the blinding track light.

"I said, you made us wait out there, Mister. Or is it Miss?"

Kevin opened his mouth to say something snarky -- and then did a

double-take of his own. There wasn't a Huh!? noise he could make loud enough to express what he felt in that moment.

He didn't recognize her at first. She'd somehow had her hair done, after

ten or more years as a blue-black brunette; somehow, from the time he'd dropped her off at the airport, she'd gotten a makeover. Like, a serious makeover. Now she was a blonde.

Blonde as her husband, and ten times as slutty.

Amanda had her curvy little five-three frame packed into a skirt and a

halter so tight that anyone spotting her walking on the street would have no question about what she did for a living. Her boots were spike-heeled lace-ups, not unlike Kevin's; her fishnet stockings were clipped to garters a half-inch below the hem of her skintight skirt. In one of the lace tops of her fishnet stockings, Kevin spotted a switchblade. Amanda had her impressive tits packed into a push-up bra -- cleavage for days. She had even more makeup on than Kevin.

Paul said, "Hey!" and grabbed the front of Kevin's sweatshirt. He yanked

the zipper down, sweeping his hood back to reveal his now-rumpled hair.

Kevin just stared, and blinked.

"Holy shit. It's a guy dressed as a girl!"

Amanda chirped in, faking the worst gum-popping Brooklyn accent

Kevin had ever heard.

"Don't you know a whore when you see one?" Amanda corrected.

"Getting ready to work, sweetheart?"

Paul: "Little slut's about to hit the streets!" With big hands he spun Kevin

around and whipped the hoodie off of him, tossing it across the room.

Paul was six-foot-three and had enormous shoulders and steely arms.

With the four-inch heels of his boots, Kevin was six feet even. Plus, Kevin was way more off-balance; Paul could pretty much toss him around as he wished.

Confused and still struggling to understand, Kevin went limp in Paul's

grasp as the bigger man spun him back around, pulling one wrist up hard into Kevin's back, his fingers splayed over the silky back of his slutty little camisole.

Paul forcibly arched Kevin's back and shoved him forward, as if

presenting him to Amanda. The latter had just slid easily across the room as if she knew every step -- after all, it was her living room -- and whipped the sheet off the coffee table.

"Oh-ho-ho! And look! Our little streetwalker was gonna slap herself

around first! You like being punished, slut?"

Amanda picked up the heavy plastic rod. Just the sight of it in his wife's

hand made Kevin melt. He always saved that one for last, because it hurt so bad when he smacked it -- even lightly -- across his balls. Every jack-off session he'd had since he got it centered on the build-up to the moment he knelt and smacked his own panty-clad balls with that thing and said,  Sorry, Sir, Sorry, Sir, Sorry, Daddy, I'm a slut, I'm a sorry little slut.

And here it was in Amanda's hand -- did she even know the power she

suddenly held over him?

Or did it even matter?

Amanda came up and grabbed the waistband of Kevin's sweat-pants. She

yanked them down and let out a squeal of delight, discovering the barely-decent slut skirt underneath.

Half a boner poked through the skirt.

With his pants around his ankles, his skirt hiked up by the very stiffening

of his dick, Kevin squirmed in Paul's grasp. Paul growled viciously and shook him, pulling his wrist up with one big hand and brought the other hand to Kevin's dog collar -- slipping his finger through the D-ring.

Amanda stood up brandishing the rod. She stroked the underside of her

husband's chin with it and shoved her other hand up Kevin's shaved-smooth six-pack belly -- which felt different than she'd ever felt it, now that it was under lacy black satin. Amanda smiled.

She said, "Get the right clothes and makeup on a guy, and he becomes a

girl. It's like magic!"

Paul said, "Magic?"

"Yeah. You got some magic words to say, slut?"

Kevin thought, What the fuck? Then it hit him: Of course. She was

reminding him, in case he'd forgotten, what his safeword was. Abracadabra.

Should he say it?

Kevin half-wanted to. This was way too much -- too fast. It was way too

much to ask of him, even from a perv like his wife. It wasn't, like, let me put a lace nightie and we'll make out on the couch for a while. It wasn't, like, let me get dressed up and go to a drag club and dance and stuff. It wasn't, like, I'll wear my panties to work and you can ask me if it was hot.

It was, like, I'll get my enormous bad-ass black bodybuilder ex-drag-

queen friend to help me stage a home invasion and then we'll make you our whore and you'll walk the streets and suck off strangers for money and--

Kevin hissed: "I don't know any magic."

Amanda grinned wide, her eyes dancing. She growled with pleasure: "I

do."

With that, Paul let go of Kevin's dog-collar and shoved his hand down to

yank up Kevin's skirt and wrap his fingers around Kevin's stiffening prick through the soft satin stretch of his slutty lace panties.

Then Amanda dropped her whip-hand down and started teasing the hard

tight sac of his balls through the panties with the heavy plastic rod.

Just the touch of it made him tremble.

The whole fucking package was more than enough to send his boner

poking out well more than half-hard. It was the first time a guy had ever had his hand on Kevin's dick -- and while he'd spent most of his adult life thinking it wasn't really for him, once it happened like this he was suddenly more turned on than he'd ever been.

Not least because he could feel Paul's own much bigger dick pushing

hard against his ass.

Paul jacked him through black satin, just once, and then slapped him --

three times in rapid succession, across the dick, the lacey satin only slightly easing the sting.

Kevin squealed like a girl.

His dick went throb. Amanda stepped on his sweats with her spike-

heeled boots, dropped down and yanked first one ankle, then the other, out of the sweat pants.

She kicked them away. Now Kevin was in slut drag again. Whore drag.

Streetwalker drag.

Amanda grabbed his big fake tits and squeezed; she came in close with a

sneer and got in his face.

She smelled like the cheapest perfume in the world -- so cheap it was

halfway to either two-dollar vodka or isopropyl alcohol, cut with air freshener. Paul had equally cheap cologne on -- this was sadism, pure and simple.

Paul leaned down to put his lips up close to Kevin's lips.

"What's your name, slut?"

Kevin squealed; he'd never had one. He'd always kinda wanted one, but

it just seemed to cheesy. When he dressed, he was always alone, so no one had to call him anything. And in his fantasies, when he jacked it when he was dressed, he was "Slut," "Bitch," "Whore" -- every nasty sexual name a girl could be called.

He let out a meeping sound, and Amanda glared at him.

"Well?" she snapped.

He opened his mouth to say something and just sort of choked.

Her cranberry lips twisted up into a sickly-sweet open-mouthed smile.

She'd put her tongue-stud back in.

Amanda said with evil pleasure, "I think this is Kiva."

Kiva? What the fuck?

Amanda saw the look on his face. She quickly said, "Kevva? Kayva?

Kira? Kayla? Carrie? Connie? Caffie?" Meeting horrified looks from her husband each time, she kept going: "Cara? Kenna? Kisha? Katie?" Then finally, exasperated: "Kelly! I think this is Kelly. She's a little slut. She works the corner, over by--" She floundered, out of breath from having to list a dozen "K" names.

Paul picked up the slack. He growled in Kevin's ear: "Oh, yeah...Kelly.

I've heard all about you, Kelly. They say you give the best head in town. They say you suck cock better than any whore on the street. You gonna be a real good whore for Daddy tonight?" he growled. "Just tonight, Kelly? Just be my whore tonight, and I'll let you go back to your real Daddy. Do everything I say tonight, slut -- just tonight -- and I'll send you back to your real Daddy."

 That's when Amanda's whip-hand prodded his balls through his panties

and then flicked up to his throat. She tucked the tip of the rod against his jugular. It wasn't sharp; it couldn't cut him. But the argument for total compliance was nonetheless made ably -- and just in case Kevin had missed it, she came in close and put her lips hard against his.

She snarled: "Does your real Daddy hit you with this when you're bad,

Kelly? Does he spank and fuck the shit out of you? Does he make you walk the street and suck lots of cock for three bucks apiece, little slut and if you don't come back with enough money he uses this on you?"

Kevin gulped.

He couldn't get it out at first, but after several abortive bleats he finally

whimpered in his girl-voice:

"I think he's about to start."

Amanda gave a duckface pout and giggled, a weirdly sick-wrong girlish-

sound coming from a bottle-blonde psycho bitch waving a switchblade. She grabbed Kevin's dog collar D-ring with one hand and put the switch to his jawline with the other while Paul gripped his wig almost, but not quite, hard enough to rip it off.

Amanda put her lips against Kevin's and said, "Oh, Kelly. You don't even

know how right you are."

Then she kissed him, hard, her tongue tasting sharp and sweet and winy,

the lingering kiss of the Dutch Courage she'd needed to put this whole crazy plan into action.

It was the hottest kiss she'd ever given him.

#

Kevin's brain was almost shut down; he couldn't think straight.

Obviously his dick had gotten so fucking hard it sucked away all the blood his brain normally needed to function. So he just squealed and let Paul frog-march him up the stairs to the bedroom -- every step in those crazy four-inch heels reminding him he was a slutty little tart. But when he stumbled --and he did, quite a lot on the way up and the way down the hall -- Paul was always there to catch him.

Amanda brought up the rear, and once Paul shoved Kevin into the

bedroom and spilled him onto the bed, he saw that she was holding not just his rod but his paddle, his flogger, his slapper and two of his dildos. The flogger was not from his private collection -- it was something Amanda and he shared. It was very, very heavy -- far too heavy for him to effectively use on himself, other than the occasional blow across the shoulders which felt so fucking good when he was sufficiently horny. He had used that whip on Amanda, often when his wife had been very, very, very bad, or maybe just wanted to be. He'd never felt it on his flesh when swung from another person's hand -- and it scared him a little.

But then, all of this scared him a little.

Paul had thrown Kevin hard across the bed, and now Kevin sprawled

there, legs spread, his boner sticking out of his panties, nudging up his slut-skirt in crazy-humiliating fashion. That only made him harder, but he shoved his dick back between his legs and pulled up his panties and pulled down his skirt.

Paul reached for his belt buckle.

Kevin trembled, feeling his dick surge back between his thighs. This was

really going to happen. He was a virgin. He was a little slut forty-year-old business-writer virgin.

He squirmed and writhed and felt far more like a girl than he'd ever felt.

Paul never took his eyes off of Kevin, and Kevin was far too fascinated

to look away.

Paul took off his belt and doubled it over.

He swished it through the air fast and hard.

He growled, "You do as you're told, you don't get this. Mouth off or don't

be a good girl?"

He brought the belt down on the bed with a terrifying thwack! -- hard

enough to make Kevin jump.

Paul growled: "You gonna be good, Kelly?"

"Yes, Sir."

Paul snarled, "Sir?"

"I mean Daddy. Yes, Daddy."

"You gonna be my whore, Kelly? Just for tonight, Kelly."

Kevin whimpered: "Yes, Daddy, Just for tonight."

Amanda slid up smooth and easy alongside Paul and said with a pleasure

so pervy it made Kevin dizzy: "And then you go back to your real Daddy. I bet from now on he's gonna work you real hard, Kelly, isn't he? I bet he's gonna make you his little slut."


Not for the first time since they had married -- but for the first time in a

while -- it felt like her voice was a high-voltage line to his dick -- high-voltage and lethal.

It took him a half dozen times to say it to her; his voice kept catching.

"Yes, Daddy."

Amanda said: "Good girl. Now show Daddy what a good slut you can

be."

#

 

Amanda reached for Paul's crotch. She got his very tight jeans

unbuttoned, unzipped, propped open; she reached down into his tight black underwear.

Kevin felt a sudden wave of jealousy; this was his wife, after all. Were

they even poly? Who the fuck knew? This was kind of a special case, he guessed. But he still felt suddenly guilty enough to get a little mad. He felt his safeword, Abracadabra, pulpy on his tongue.

But it never came out, because when Amanda pulled Paul's dick out of

his briefs, it was...huge. Enormous. Gorgeous.

Holy crap. Amanda hadn't been lying when she'd said her friend Paul

was hung.

His big dick jutted up terrifyingly big, its thick head glistening in the

bedroom mood lighting.

Paul growled: "Well, Kelly?"

Amanda singsonged: "Well, Kelly?"

Kevin had the strangest thought, then: Maybe I'm bisexual. He'd had it

all sorted out in his head: straight when "normal" meant straight when "dressed." Right? Of course he wanted dildos up his ass and down his throat when he dressed up in slutty lingerie and put a short skirt and high heels and lipstick and eye makeup on. Right? That's how it worked.

He just wasn't sure he'd need to be dressed as a girl to really wanna do

what he was about to do.

Then again, it really didn't hurt.

He trembled as he crawled off the bed and got to his knees and kneeled

in front of Paul. He could smell Paul's cock -- musky, sexy, powerful --mingled with the cheap cologne that was all part of the scene. Kevin opened his mouth and found that he was drooling. He could feel his lipstick was sticky from Amanda's vicious kiss. He'd sucked so many dildos, so many times. This was different.

He lunged forward onto Paul's dick, and heard the low, pleased sigh far

above him as he took it into his mouth.

He started slurping, bobbing up and down; giving head was way easier

than he had thought. It just sort of came to him. Maybe years of sucking dildos had made him an expert -- or maybe this was totally different. It certainly felt different; real dick reacted when you sucked it. Not just the moans and the grunts and the pleasured Good girl's from both Paul and Amanda. Not just the big heavy hand in his slutty blonde wig, holding his head so that he knew if he tried to get away -- well, he wouldn’t. But of course he wouldn't try, because he could feel Paul stroking the belt against his cheek; just a swish and this little Frankenstein slut -- Kelly -- would cry.

And no one wants that, do they?

As Kevin sucked dick, he heard the wet sounds of kisses above him as

his wife kissed Paul deep. That wasn't a "friend" kiss -- but then, was there such a thing as a "friend" blowjob? Maybe there was. If so, this sure as hell wasn't one. It was just for tonight, but Kevin's dick was throbbing hard and poking down agonizingly into his panties, as if threatening to crack in half. It was so hard he had to do something or he'd hurt himself. He couldn't reach down in his panties with his hand -- that would be...what the fuck? Unladylike.

So he hunkered down with his knees very wide and gave his hips a few

pumps -- girly pumps, the way a stripper would give them. He'd been in this position often enough -- always with a fantasy man the one face-fucking him -- and he knew how his dick would respond.

It came springing out through the leg of his panties...and nudged up his

skirt.

His wife gave a squeal of delight and bent down over him. With her face

very close to his, she wrapped her hand around his dick and started stroking. He smelled her sweet-wine breath and her perfume and sex and -- he was getting pretty sure of it -- a pussy so wet he could practically taste it. Amanda put her lips against his ear and gave a rough-hewn little growl, a praise and a promise thick with sex as she stroked his hard dick.

She said: "You're doing so good, Kelly. Such a little slut -- such a

cocksucker. Make Daddy happy, Kelly. Just for tonight. Then he'll send you back to your real Daddy, and you can show her all the things you learned.

Every word she gave made him suck harder, and when he knew he was

close he didn't ask her to stop -- he was too hungry and horny; he wanted Paul's cock too much. But Amanda knew he was close, and stopped stroking him entirely -- leaving his dick there, throbbing in midair while she disappeared.

She left him alone with Paul for a minute -- long enough for Kevin, who

was getting pretty damn good at this, to bring Paul right to the brink.

Then Paul grabbed the D-ring of Kevin's dog collar and pulled Kevin's

mouth off his dick. Kevin's mouth left lipstick traces on the deep chocolate brown of Paul's cock.

Paul told him: "You'll swallow it all, won't you, Kelly? Take it all down

your throat, just like magic?"

Another reminder that he didn't have to do anything he didn't want to do.

Just a word, and he'd get a facial. Or a

Panting, Kevin whimpered: "Just like magic, Daddy."

Holding the slutty blonde wig -- which was coming undone, but did it

matter anymore? Paul slid his dick back into Kevin's mouth, and Kevin sucked him off. Paul let out a soft, supple moan as his hot cum slid hot and slick down Kevin's throat.

He ate every drop, feeling drunk on it.

Then he heard Paul far above him, laughing.

He jerked his head toward the door.

Voice thick and rich with pleasure, Paul told Kevin: "Looks like your

real Daddy just got home. You wanna show Daddy what a good little slut you are?"

Kevin caught his breath: Amanda stood in the doorway, nude except for

a cheesy silk robe -- a man's robe -- and a very large strap-on dildo.

Kevin looked up at Paul. Blushing and reverent, he kissed Paul's half-

hard dick.

Kevin said: "Yes, Daddy."

As Kevin crawled to Amanda, he heard Paul chuckle.

Paul said: "You're gonna love the way this little slut sucks cock. Her

mouth's just like magic."

"Of that," Amanda said as Kevin took her strap-on dick in his mouth, "I

have no doubt. Look at this little whore go. Good girl!"

Shopping for Pleasure by Anonymous

 

Amanda was a friend I'd met at this queer coming out support group when I was just out of college. She was bi and had just broken up with her boyfriend and come out as a lesbian. But she was totally femme, so after I came out to the group as a cross-dressing bi male, she and I got to talk about -- what else? -- shopping. I didn't know a thing about buying women's clothes, and I was kind of afraid to go into a store as a single guy and buy something. Amanda said she'd take me out to some lingerie shops and help me pick out some clothes -- we could pretend we were buying them for her, even though she and I weren't exactly the same size. We made plans, even though I was nervous about trying it.

It was a weekday afternoon when we went, so things were pretty slow and the stores were kind of understaffed. At this one lingerie store in the mall, nobody seemed to have a problem with me slipping into the changing rooms with Amanda to "help her decide," but of course that meant I had to strip down naked in front of her, in very cramped quarters. She didn't seem to mind that at all, taking obvious pleasure as my face turned several shades of red. But to my surprise, it was more than just embarrassment -- by the time I snuggled into my first pair of see-through pink panties, my cock was rock-hard and my face was redder than ever.

I said maybe we'd better just go, but Amanda wasn't letting me off the hook. She made me try on a bra and a short little fuck-me skirt, and before I knew what was happening, we were fooling around, with my cock hanging out of the pink panties and her mouth wrapped around it while I tried to stifle my moans. I can't believe we got out of there without getting arrested!

After we finished our shopping we went back to her place and I tried everything on for her again and didn't have to stifle my moans again. Later, Amanda laughed "I guess I'm not a lesbian after all," but she ended up in a serious relationship with a woman a few months later. She taught me all about how to wear women's clothes and put on makeup, and we're still the best of friends.

Early Girl and the Cherokee Purple by N.T.

Morley

 

Grace's tomatoes? In-fucking-credible. And her fig's not too bad either, if you know what I mean. But it's those fucking tomatoes that I always remember, because with gap-toothed Grace, you had to work so hard to get that fig that the getting there became not half the fun, but the only fun.

That's right: she's one of those.

When you're with Grace, you beg for each slice, but to tell you the truth… it's the first batch of those tomatoes that I relish in my memory, because with Grace, true Grace, getting there is what you learn to crave. And the Early Girl, and the Cherokee Purple -- well, I've got a fondness for them, now, and I say "Ma'am" when I eat them.

I think you'll come to understand.

That is, if you're a gourmand…

#

 

For what it's worth, gap-toothed Grace isn't one of those saucy little tarts who does something because you want her to do it. She's too old and to smooth for that. Rumor had it she had once been a pay-to-play Domme, perhaps by way of a lark or perhaps to pay her expenses during law school. In the scene, speculation about Grace is such a common sport that rumors outnumber facts.

Grace is an older woman, now, in her late forties (want to speculate about her exact age? Prepare to get slapped!), successful as hell (care to guess how much she makes each year? Plan to get spanked!), divorced (plan to ask questions about her former husband? Expect a flogging!) and, by just about anyone's reckoning, hot enough to be able to pluck like cherry tomatoes -- I shit you not -- absolutely any person in the local BDSM scene she cared to waste her time on.

It's not a big scene, I'll admit -- San Francisco is supposed to be, but it's not when you get right down to it. Still, I'm not just talking the straight boys; we're easy. Mostly, you can slap us around by snapping your fingers and pointing toward a phone booth. But conjuring the kind of rumor-filled legend that Grace had in the scene requires the exuding of raw sexuality that could floor every man in a room -- and she had that in spades. And it's not like she's one of those bitches who stands on ceremony; on the contrary, "Goddess Grace" was used less often to describe her than "Gap-toothed Grace," which had started as a joking moniker, but she loved it. Perhaps she knew how gap-toothed women inexplicably entrance submissive boys --especially since that Sookie Stackhouse bitch showed up to lay the groundwork.

In short, Grace is a bad-ass. She can walk into a gay bar on Folsom Street sweats and a tank top and walk out with a trail of Kinsey 6's who just never thought they'd find a woman so attractive. Pay to play Domme? The very idea of some loser like me paying Grace Ziegler $200 to wiggle her tits and smack his balls (let alone feed him tomatoes) is about as absurd as absurd can get. The idea that men will spend huge amounts of money on their first dates with her, just because she told them to, is equally absurd -- but a demonstrated fact.

Grace has the wherewithal to indulge every pleasure she craves, from raising heirloom tomatoes in her garden to making submissive men do her housework and thank her for the privilege.

That's what all the panties were about.

She had a whole collection of them. If I'd had my druthers I would have been wearing leather shorts and big black combat boots, same as every damn play party I've been to since I first decided I was kinky.

But Grace is not a top like that. She doesn't give you what you want. Grace is not the type to run down a checklist and say, You like tomatoes? Great, I like tomatoes, let's do tomatoes together. Or to ask you, And how would you like to be dressed when I violate your ass? or If I whip you till you sob hysterically, would you then like to be held or should I tell you you're a filthy crybaby?" or Please rate each insult on a hotness scale of nada to mucho: you are a wimp, you are a wuss, you are inadequately endowed, you are a latent homosexual…

No, Grace gives you what she wants, and if she finds out what you want -- Lord have mercy! Watch out. She'll fuck you with it, somehow, someway. When you are in service to Grace Ziegler, Esq, aka Goddess Grace, for an hour or a week or presumably a lifetime, you do not top from the bottom… or, at least, not for very long. She'd sussed me out, I'd say, a buffed-out mid-thirties pretty-boy clomping his way through every play party behind the façade of ultra-maleness: muscles and leather, big boots and tight leather shorts, butch beyond words even if the legs of the shorts might be padlocked or my pierced dick might be hanging out of them and affixed to a leash held by some twenty-three-ish chippie with more Foucault quotes than horse sense, fresh from Stanford and Yvette Crème's Tuesday-night How to Dominate Men seminar at Give Her a Hand! on Valencia Street.

I knew from rumor and innuendo that Grace thought the leather shorts and boots made me look hot.

I knew from experience, however, that she thought it made me cocky.

That's why, on our first date, I was mopping her floor at eleven o'clock on a Saturday wearing a black bra, garter belt, sheer seamed stockings, high heels and panties three sizes too small for me, or at least too small for my cock. This wasn't exactly a "typical" first date for Grace, from what I understood -- but then, nothing was ever typical for her, and there was no "typical," since Grace had a lot of first dates and a reasonable number of second, third and fourth ones -- but few beyond that, by her choice. One gentleman I'd known her to fancy confided in me that for their initial assignation he'd been allowed to take her to Saveur Cher in North Beach for a meal that set him back more than his car, then rent a high-priced hotel where she revealed she'd packed her purse with…well, a gentleman never tells, at least not the rude tales another gentleman has told him about a lady, but I had it on good authority the gentleman walked funny for a week and had something of a smile on his face. Another guy I know discovered, upon meeting Grace at the only remaining porno theater in southern Sonoma County, that Grace carried a 50,000-volt stun gun and tit clamps -- and knew this perfect little spot north of Pt. Reyes where the flash and zap of the stun gun in the back seat of the guy's Jaguar would delight the overlook's nightly crew of gay male spectators, shark-like in their predatory circling and fervent in their masturbations. A third was allowed to take Grace lingerie shopping and then rent them a room at the Beaumont only to discover that the lingerie wasn't for her, and neither was the flexible cane she had tucked into her knee-high boot. First dates with Grace were legendary.

With me? I guess Grace wanted her goddamn kitchen cleaned by a hairy muscle boy in lingerie while she gardened merrily singing Heart of Glass, I Will Survive, Pop Musik. I finished the dishes, sink, counters, table, stove and windowsills while she gardened and sang joyously just outside the window; as I mopped the floor I braced myself for Video Killed the Radio Star, but before she could render it she came drifting in from the garden half-revealed in a flowy cotton tie-die skirt and orange halter top, clutching tomatoes of varying sizes to her bare, smooth belly and tits, her absence of a bra or underwear almost as obvious as the fresh Sonoma soil she saw fit to track across my immaculate linoleum.

I gave a soft moan of dismay.

"Eat this," she purred with pleasure as I gazed sadly down at her loamy footprints, like a trace of bubbles bleeding in her stead.

"What, Ma'am?" I asked miserably.

Her gaze turned hard for an instant.

"I said eat!" she snapped, and popped a cherry tomato into my mouth. The furry green stem stayed bloody on her fingers, pinched out between thumb and fore by her short but sharp fingernails. Dirt traced the edges of her nails, but the tomato tasted clean.

"I washed it in the garden hose," she said with evident derision, as if to add, You prissy little wuss. (Though, to be fair, I would have eaten dirt if she'd instructed me to.) "It's a Coyote."

I bit. The cherry tomato exploded in my mouth, rich musky flavor spooging across my tongue.

"Wow," I said, eyeing her footprints on the floor. "That's amazing."

"Amazing?" she gasped, dumfounded. "It's incredible."

"I mean incredible," I said defensively. "Ma'am."

"Are you for real?" she gasped in horrified shock.

"Mmmm, it's good," I said unconvincingly.

"It's a Coyote, you tasteless pansy!"

"I beg your pardon, Ma'am?"

"A goddamn Coyote," she cried.

"Yes, of course, Ma'am."

"Good God, don't they teach you boys anything? Coyote. It's the variety. It's from Mexico."

"You don't say," I murmured, still chewing bits of pulped tomato flesh. "Ma'am."

She looked at me suspiciously.

"You don't know a thing about heirloom tomatoes, do you?"

"Sorry, Ma'am."

"Well, that's about to change."

Oh no she di-n't, I thought despairingly.

My dick strained painfully against black lace.

"Here," she said, seizing planting a tomato on the freshly-scrubbed marble cutting board. "Try this one." She grabbed a paring knife from a magnetic strip near the sink and sliced one tomato thinly along its waxy edge. She bisected another of a different shape and yellower color; she wedged a third, pared the skin off a fourth and half-diced a fifth. Each slice made a sharp brittle snack! sound as it met the marble board.

"Haven't gotten around to sharpening the knives yet, have you, Jen?"

She looked me up and down disapprovingly. I reddened, acutely aware of how silly I looked in lingerie, a look not really assisted by the healthy dose of body hair that found the broad, see-through lace of the panties, garter belt and bra to be an invitation to poke through unattractively. Big tufts sprouted through the lace and looked…well, Holy fuck, I thought. I look like a choad. But then, that's the idea, isn't it?

My dick stiffened slightly.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am. That wasn't on the list until after the floor, Ma'am."

"Oh, I'm not complaining, Jen." She said the name with relish -- it was her chosen-on-the-fly female version of my name, Jim, which she used to further humiliate me. "I'm not complaining at all, Jenny. I didn't expect decent housework, anyway, from a man who lets a woman he barely knows cram him into lingerie. Do you think that's abnormal?"

My dick stiffened further. "Yes, Ma'am, probably," I said miserably.

"Rightly so," she sighed. "And I don't mind about the knives. It's just that I'd hate to have to use your fucking hard-on to slice up that lunch I promised you," she singsonged with relish. "which I think I could certainly fucking do since it's hard enough to cut fucking diamonds right now, Jen --isn't it, Jenny?" She said the chick-name she'd assigned me with savage cruelty; she knew it turned my stomach.

And, well, yeah…made my dick hard. It jutted humiliatingly over the top of the waistband.

"I'd almost think you like being dressed up like a little slut, you little fucking whore."

I told the truth: "I don't, Ma'am."

"I think you do," she said. "Is there something you'd like to tell me, Jen?"

I said nervously, "You look very beautiful this morning, Ma'am."

She held up a slice of tomato and beamed.

"Yes," she purred. "I do, don't I?" She held up a slice of tomato. "You know what this is?"

"It's a Black Krim -- from the Crimean peninsula."

"Yes, of course, Ma'am."

Her eyes narrowed at me. "Part of Ukraine?"

"Wonderful," I said tentatively. "I'm sure it's wonderful."

She sighed.

"You know, Jen, I almost think you don't care about my tomatoes."

"I...I do, Ma'am," I said unconvincingly. "It's just..."

"Just what?" she growled.

"I'm not a big fan of tomatoes."

It hit her like a sledgehammer. She looked wounded. She looked stunned.

Then she looked mad.

Her hand moved quickly to shove the slice of tomato in my mouth. Caught off guard, I wasn't entirely receptive to her thrust, and the slick, smooth slice had barely made it an inch into my mouth, leaving the barest hint of its musky, tangy taste, before Grace's expression changed.

She withdrew the tomato and planted her hand firmly on my cheek -- not a slap, more like a grab. She crushed the tomato slice to the rough surface of my freshly-shorn cheek. She squeezed my face hard and got her bare leg hooked around mine. Her fingers drew fast down my face and to my throat, slimy tomato crushed against my carotid as she executed some freaked-out kind of Jackie Chan shit that would have made many a haughty twenty-year-old Domme working her way through a Berkeley Sociology degree absolutely soil her $150 PVC boyshorts in envy.

I landed on the oak kitchen chair so hard it groaned. Grace came down on top of me, legs spread, see-through cotton hippy skirt gathering. One hand still rested on my throat, though lightly, mashed tomato pulp leaking down her fingers. The other grabbed at my hair and, finding no purchase -- buzz-cut since age twenty, sorry -- seized my nose.

I froze; she pinched; her face flared briefly with fury that would have made Hercules piss himself.

The she smiled, brightly, disarmingly, gorgeously. She flashed her capped-looking teeth, famous in the scene for their perfection with that single boy-obsessing flaw: the gap. Had Grace, a divorced attorney with plenty of money but her often-self-ascribed legendary Ashkenazi thrift, gotten a cut-rate cap job from some aesthetic dentist who either couldn't be bothered to fix the millimeter chasm? Men I knew, in murmured speculations in the locker room at the Alcazar and the Nutcracker, had whispered the story that a Beverly Hills cosmetic dentist, did it for free in return for dental domination with the agreement that she wouldn’t make him fix the gap; how else to explain Grace's expertise in dentistry, displayed in her convincing performance during that still-whispered-about dental scene with her Dirt Worm Randall at Lady Blaine's Christmas Paine, circa 2008?

Her perfect teeth were glazed slightly with tomato, one listening seed perched to each side of the gap.

She kissed me so hard I melted, and she never let go of my nose. I tasted musk, tang, sharp salty bite. Her tongue forced its way deep into me; I responded by kissing back obediently even though I was lost in a panic. There is almost no way one can get kissed like that, nose pinched, and not panic a little, but Grace was not an edge-play top. She's just in charge, whatever it takes. She didn't want to scare me; she wanted me to pay the fuck attention.

My dick strained against the panties, bent at a ruthless angle. It stiffened more as I felt it stabbing savagely against lace; it wasn't so much the pain as the humiliation. What kind of sadistic bitch takes a man who works out two hours a day and packs him into girly little fag-panties? Heat coursed through me; fuck, Grace was a bitch! I think I was falling the fuck in love with her. I could feel her smooth thighs against my hairy hips, string panties tugged tight into my hipbones as they rubbed. She had pulled her hippy skirt up to her waist and exposed her sex, which was smoother than tomato skin and grazed my lace-clad cock as she undulated up and down. Her tits were practically falling out of her halter; her nipples poked through the tight fabric, rubbing my chest.

Her mouth came away and I gasped, sucking air desperately; a glistening string of spit snapped between us. She smiled.

"God, you are a great fucking kisser for a thirty-year-old. You know that?"

"I'm thirty-two," I said.

She laughed musically.

"Oh," she said. "Then you suck. I told you to taste this."

She shoved her fingers into my mouth -- the fingers of her right hand, late around my throat and smeared with pulp. They were glazed with the taste of her tomato.

I licked obediently, tasting deep musk and sharp high umami. I caressed her slim fingers with my lips and tongue, until the edges of her sharp short nails teased at my gag reflex. She moaned softly. She didn't seem to have washed her hands in the garden hose; I could taste the dull deep flavor of dirt, whether actually on her fingers or under her fingernails, I didn't know. My face reddened with humiliation and my cock throbbed painfully.

"You've got a great tongue," she said. "Do you know how to use it?"

"I'm told I do, Ma'am," I said.

"I'll be the judge of that," she scoffed. "Here, eat this."

As I'd obediently slurped at her fingers, she'd reached out with her other hand and grabbed the next slice of tomato. I parted my lips obediently as she held it just out of reach. I let my tongue extrude, dancing millimeters from the precious fruit of Graces garden.

It was so close I had to cross my eyes to see it; this one was a deep purple-brown, goo-covered seeds dangling from the interior ridges.

"You're really not a fan of tomatoes?" she said, disbelieving.

I thought about it; the musky taste of her last tomato, lapped in gloppy mash off her fingers, still filled the back of my mouth. It made my throat feel thick. It kind of tasted like cunt. The cherry tomato had burst in my mouth and its flavor gone by before I knew it; this one, it lingered. I don't know how to explain it. I'd never liked tomatoes before.

"I like these," I said.

"Don't fucking patronize me," she growled. "I'll make you sorry."

"No, really," I chirped; I was going to say something else, groping after words like "savory" and "delicious" in my head, but she shoved the fresh tomato slice in my mouth, silencing me.

This one burst across my tongue with a sugar-sweet smoothness; the taste swelled and sizzled against the top of my mouth as I chewed. It was fruitlike in its wetness; it juiced down my throat. It didn't taste at all like the sick, bland tomatoes I was used to getting on diner salads and fast-food burgers; it tasted like some precious sweet part of a woman's body I had never had cause to lick.

I licked it now, running the tip of my tongue up under my teeth and along the roof of my mouth, savoring the pulp, lapping after the elusive, exquisite taste. I didn't dare compliment her verbally; her face still bore the disbelieving scowl that told me she was as insecure about her tomatoes as she was secure about everything else. I kept my mouth shut, swallowed, and said "Thank you."

My face must have shown that I genuinely liked it. That was what made men line up to drink Grace Ziegler's bathwater; she could tell what you were thinking. She just knew.

"Kumato, bitch," she said, beaming happily. "Club variety. Restricted distribution. You've got to join a secret society to get the seeds. That--" her smile widened and she giggled, girlish "--or fist a greenhouse grower's ass." She grinned and her voice took on an innocent quality. "Those Napa farmer boys are so easy to flip. They're all 'I'm a top, I'm a top,' until you get a little Riesling into them, and then it's like, 'Oh, Goddess Grace, make me your bitch.' Not like you city boys. You're whores to begin with. Oh, and --you're welcome, Jen."

Just in case I'd forgotten where I was and what I was doing, she laughed cheerfully and ran her tomato-wet fingers down my back; she snapped my bra strap. I jumped in shock; it was like suddenly being the victim of a bitchy crew of mean girls, which didn't do much to lessen my hard-on.

Her hand came around my body and caressed my throat. My dick was bent half-back in its black lace prison; it throbbed and hurt and ached and craved her sex, which was maybe an inch and a half away. She'd pulled her see-through cotton hippy skirt up so high her pussy was revealed. She had not seen fit to shower that morning, and the soft aroma of her sex wafted up to me, mingling with tomato from her fingers as she caressed my face and gazed, insouciant, into my eyes.

"Early girl," she growled, and shoved another slice in my mouth before I knew what was happening. "Dry farmed," she purred, leaning forward and grazing my cock with her sex. I gasped and whimpered slightly as she rubbed her lips in a serpentine path along the lace, from the tormented tip of my cock to the panty-forced bend. Just a twitch, just a tweak would have freed my cock -- and ended my agony. But Grace was not offering, and I didn't dare touch my cock in her presence without asking or, more accurately, begging, and by all expectations being denied.

So she rode me in the chair, nuzzling my cock through the lace with her clit, and moaning softly -- and I chewed. And gulped. And savored.

This one was sharp and bright, less musky than the others, full of savory flavor but decidedly more tomato-like.

"Early girl?" I said brightly, my mouth full. "Ma'am?"

"God, you are fucking hung," she sighed into my ear. My cock strained harder against the lace. "But you're not much of a liar, are you?"

"I like it," I lied.

"Patronizing little cunt," she said.

"No, really -- it's delicious," I panted back, unable to keep the vaguely placating tone out of my voice. I could feel her moisture collecting on the lace, soaking through, cooling gently on my cock. Bent like that, my tock tightened the too-small panties, which were at best a size-three --considerably smaller than the size-seven, at least, I'd be expected to wear. Don't ask how I know. What's important is that not only did the painful cycle of my hardening-softening cock make my cock hurt more with every half-a-stiffie; it pulled the satin tight against my balls and shoved them up into my body. I already had a week's worth of blue balls -- it was my habit to save up everything I could for precious treasures like a date with Goddess Grace. But this tight-cinched pair of panties made it feel like a month, and every time my dick stiffened slightly it felt like time inside my balls had stretched another week of throbbing denial.

"Such a good fucking cock," she nuzzled my ear, her breath warm as she gently traced the outline of my J-shaped dick with her ever-moister sex. "Katia said you can last. Can you fucking last with that big manly cock of yours, Jen? Can you last long enough to satisfy me?"

I whimpered desperately, struggling underneath her.

"Not if you keep doing that," I bleated.

She threw back her head, her golden-highlighted hair, streaked with silver, fluttering over her shoulders, streaming so far down her back it grazed my thighs. She laughed.

She pulled her body away -- just an inch, or an inch and a half, a great yawning gap of pain between my cockhead and her sex.

She said innocently: "Then I'll stop doing that," she said. "'Cause I demand satisfaction. Ready for dessert?"

I nodded fervently, unable to find my voice.

Grace's sticky fingers materialized before my mouth, holding a glistening slash of bluish purple, the color of bruise, with gloppy off-green gel quivering seed-festooned in the fruit's interior chambers.

"One more delicious bite," she mewled. "For Goddess Grace?"

She smiled wide, her gap-tooth making her look just insane enough that I gasped and nodded desperately, my cockhead abrading itself against the black lace.

"Cherokee purple," she sighed. "Like your nuts?"

"They're more, like, blue," I said in the instant before she stuffed the slice into my mouth.

Grace tittered delightedly.

"Oh, we'll see about that," she said.

As I chewed, Grace's tomato-wet hands glided smoothly down my body, leaving traces of gooey seeded glaze on the liberal dusting of fur that covered my chest and belly.

She wedged her slender fingers into my panties, yanking the waistband away; my cock popped free and stiffened fully, as she wrapped the fingers of one hand around the shaft and, with the other, reached deep in my too-tight black panties and seized my nuts, which would have crawled up in my body by now if they hadn't been so swollen by cruel denial that no amount of shoving by Frederick's could have stuffed them there.

Grace gripped my cock, grabbed my balls and squeezed.

This was my favorite; the Cherokee Purple, I mean. It burst through my mouth with a rich earthy flavor, pulsing sharp and acidic down my throat. As it did, Grace squeezed my balls more tightly, forcing them down and circling the swollen orbs with her slender thumb and forefinger. She cinched her other hand ever more tightly around my shaft, pumping with agonizing, squeezing more firmly with every stroke, until I cried out both in the pain of being squeezed much too tightly -- and the sudden realization that without further preliminary, I was going to cum.

"I'm going to--" I cried out, and Grace leaned forward sighing Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! into my mouth, a whisper from kissing me. I smelled her deep tomato breath and heard her laughter.

"If you think I don't know that," she breathed, "you must think I’m stupid."

I let out a groan as my climax built deep-hard within me, threatening to explode; I tried to hold back; I tried to last, for Goddess Grace, but there was no fucking hope of that.

At the very last instant, the fucking microsecond release exploded through me, Grace stopped every motion except three. She squeezed my balls still more tightly -- to the point of explosive agony. She locked her other hand around my shaft -- pinching tightly, as if I'd be locked in a vise.

And she fitted her thumb across my tip, holding firm in an airtight seal that meant, as my cock burst with pleasure, I felt none of it.

Shudders went through me; my throat seemed to close up. I felt waves of surging despair as agony pulsed through my body; I'd been denied.

Having ruined my orgasm, Grace smiled brightly. She waited till the last spasms of my unpleasant climax twitched their way through my lace-clad body. Then she drew her cock-hand away; her fingers were glazed with cum that leaked out of my cockhead.

She squeezed my balls tighter than ever and shoved her cum-glazed fingers into my mouth. The taste of my own cum mingled, humiliatingly, with the fruit of Grace's garden.

I licked obediently.

Grace sighed and laughed happily as I serviced her fingers, my face reddening from the humiliating taste of my own cum.

"Now that we've got that icky thing out of the way…I think you'll last plenty long for me -- won't you, Jen?"

I reddened deeper. Jen released my balls and reached over to seize a tomato slice as I licked my cum from her fingers. She munched happily on the Cherokee Purple, then on the Early Girl as I kept licking until I was told otherwise. Which would prove to be a theme in the next seven hours, with breaks, of course, for fucking, and a trip from the bed to the couch when she discovered I'd never seen The Night Porter.

I would last, I knew. Because my cock, having been so denied by the ruined orgasm, went easily -- if sorely -- from half-hard to stiff again at the sound of that embarrassing name, and the taste of my embarrassing cum, and the sight of Grace's gorgeous face smiling at me, cruel lips glazed with pink and seeded. I would last longer than I ever had, till my tongue had swelled like my balls and my cock had felt Grace's climax tight around it a trio of times -- just that afternoon, you understand, before she let me take her to dinner at Épicé et Coûteux.

Since then, it's been too many times to count, and I tend the garden now. But that's another story, one without black lace. When I'm gardening, Grace prefers me in a sundress.

And for the record, in case you're wondering: I fucking hate tomatoes. Or at least, I hated them before I knew Grace. Now…let's say, they and I have an understanding. They keep tasting just a little bit like Grace's cunt, and I'll keep eating them eagerly for as long as she feeds them to me.

Her kisses tasted of Early Girl and cum.

"Let's go to bed," Grace said.

Lingerie Shopping by Mari Trompé

 

Marilyn took Jake on his first lingerie shopping spree the day after he sheepishly admitted his fantasies.

What Jake had said was that he fantasized "about maybe cross-dressing a little." But Marilyn was not the kind of wife who was interested in half-measures.

In Marilyn's opinion, their married sex life had always been mediocre at best, and she decided this was the key. It was time to take full control of her husband, and teach him to accept his new place in the marriage.

She took Jake to a trashy department store and led him around the store picking out thousands of dollars in low-end slutwear. She openly held items up to him and said, "I think you'd look like a perfect whore in this peignoir, don't you, darling?" She seemed to relish the way this made her husband's face turn red. It seemed to get her very turned on. It seemed to get her excited in a way Jake hadn't seen for years.

And it made Jake's cock swell visibly in his plain cotton slacks. That's how Marilyn knew she was on the right track, even though her whining husband kept begging her to stop. She didn't. In fact, she upped the ante.

Once Jake was loaded down with armfuls of cheap, sleazy lingerie, Marilyn French-marched him over to the men's department -- it's not like they could have a man in the women's dressing room, right? She made Jake enter the dressing room and try it all on. Unfortunately, since she couldn’t go into the dressing room with him, he had to come out and show it off to her where anyone could see.

Jake knew better than to argue with his wife. He had never been successful in doing so. Now that she had all those incriminating photos, she had even more control of him. Jake was at her mercy.

So Jake did as she said and tried it all on, his face red and his cock humiliatingly hard in the panties.

In the end, Marilyn picked out $3,400 worth of lingerie for him. At this particularly low-end store, that amount went a very long way. Jake ended up with a whole wardrobe of trashy, slutty lingerie.

It would come in handy, because the next day his wife threw away all his male underwear. Jockeys, boxers, undershirts, socks--they all went into the dumpster in their apartment building. Jake was going to start wearing feminine underthings full-time, Marilyn had decided. If he didn't like it, he could expect his family and friends to get an email with all those pretty pictures of him. Did he want to piss her off?

"N-n-no, Mistress," said Jake. "I'll be good."

And he was. Ever since then, he wears panties and fishnet stockings to work under his suit, along with short black socks that just barely cover the fishnets.

At home Marilyn insists that he never wear outerwear. He must be dressed in cheap, slutty lingerie, trashy high heels, and stockings. She also makes him wear a full load of make-up whenever they're at home together. Lipstick, eye shadow, mascara and blush must all be piled on heavily. She also started getting him waxed:  his legs, back, chest, ass, and crotch. It's a painful experience that Jake must endure monthly, but the benefit is that Marilyn loves to rub her body up against his smooth body right after each waxing. Unfortunately, that doesn't mean she plans to fuck him.

There have been many shopping trips since that first one. When Jake needs his wardrobe of sweet nothings replenished, Marilyn sometimes takes him to that same trashy department store. Other times, they go to the cheapest of whore shops where strippers buy their disposable slut costumes for work.

But Jake's not the only one who needs some sweet nothings. Marilyn has to go shopping for undies as well. But she doesn't buy trashy lingerie for herself. Instead, when she shops for herself, she goes to high-end boutiques on Montage Street, like Bonne Femme and Sudeniro. There, the prices are rivaled only by the snootiness of the clerks. She makes Jake come with her. The stuck-up bitches at the high-end lingerie stores think Jake must be a real catch--a great husband. They're very impressed that he takes his wife shopping so frequently. He acts the part of a dutiful husband, patiently holding Marilyn's purse and coat and letting her pile his arms high with "maybes" she wants to try on. He then obediently waits outside the semi-private dressing room while she tries on the most provocative lingerie in the store and parades it in front of him, demanding his opinion on how hot she would look getting fucked from behind while wearing this garter belt, or having a "real man" spooge on her tits in this or that push-up bra.

When she demands her husband's opinion on some hot piece of lingerie, Marilyn disregards it if it differs from her own, and she does it in the most humiliating way possible. She'll make a disapproving comment on Jake's virility, or lack thereof.

"What would a wimp like you know about pretty lingerie, darling?" she'll laugh, within earshot of the young, hot, stuck-up female clerks. "You haven't made love to a woman in years. If you had, you'd know how fun it is to take a nightie like this off of a woman. I guess I could demonstrate, but...why would I bother? You repulse me, darling. I mean...what kind of a man wears panties under his slacks?"

What kind of man, indeed?

Even though it's his wife who made him start wearing panties instead of jockey shorts, it's Jake who still puts them on every day. They both know some part of him loves this treatment. Otherwise, why would his cock bulge in his slacks like that? Why would it leak so much precum on his panties?

He wants this. He always has. He's always needed it. He loves Marilyn for giving him what he needed, but couldn’t understand that he needed.

It's true, and Jake can't deny it: He loves his wife. In fact, now that she femmes and humiliates him, he loves her more than ever. And he always will.




The Guy Your Mother Warned You About by

Chris Costello

 

I drew some dirty looks as I walked into the club, which gave me a thrill. I could practically feel my cock throbbing in my pants as I leered at all the beautiful girls -- and I felt like I should be embarrassed for having a hard-on.  How long would it take them to make me, I wondered? Longer than I thought, as it turned out, because nobody came over and sat next to me, and Karita the cocktail waitress cast nary a glance in my direction.

Fuck, I thought.  I did it.

It looked like nobody I knew well had decided to show up that night; that was probably part of the reason nobody spotted me. But I guess I still must have looked pretty convincing to get that kind of attention.

Now, the acid test, after ten minutes of waiting and two cigarettes --Marlboros, of course: "Hey, could I get a Hefeweisen over here?" I shouted at the top of my lungs, over the L7 blaring from the speakers.  To me, my voice sounded squeaky, girly, too feminine -- but the nasty look I got from Karita told me I was doing fine.

Karita was a twentysomething punkette like me, only way more femme than I could ever hope to be (or want to).  She was wearing a tight pair of leather pants that laced up the sides and a tight, low-cut, bright red tank top that said "I'M THE GUY YOUR MOTHER WARNED YOU ABOUT." It was cut off just below her breasts. She looked even better than usual, and my practiced male swagger made me want to leer at those full breasts, pretty face and bee-stung lips in a weirdly entitled fashion. I felt like I had every right to walk up to this distant acquaintance and bury my face between her breasts, just because I wanted to, which was something I had never felt in my life.

Feeling like that was making me incredibly wet.

It was an empty night at the CoCo Club -- maybe twenty women lounging about in various stages of festivity, a few of them dressed up, but most in their casual Sunday clothes -- jeans, T-shirts, sharkskin jackets, leather, the uniform of mostly-under-30 San Francisco dykes on the make. Sexy, tough, rugged, hip.

There in the corner, though, sat the girl of my dreams.  She was pale and gorgeous, femme and curvy and more than a little slutty-looking, an impression she obviously cultivated.  She always dressed up -- I'd never seen her without heels, makeup, and her hair done up with that messy just-fucked look she liked to work. Tonight the girl was wearing a tight little red dress that would have been a slip on a more proper girl, and just barely that. I could see her breasts, braless, and her panty lines through the tight red slip, which for some reason my inner lecher found incredibly sexy. She was also wearing a red feather boa casually draped around her shoulders, a trademark I'd seen on her more than a few times.  Her stockings were black fishnet, the lace tops and garters visible just under the lace hem of the slip, and she had what must have been four-inch heels -- wearing those kind of heels would have given me a broken nose if I was lucky.

Karita and a couple of other people had told me her name was Danielle, but we'd never been formally introduced.  Still, we'd flirted more than a few times, and how I'd never managed to even get an introduction was beyond me, especially now that I was pumped up on imaginary male hormones. I resolved to walk up to her and introduce myself, then suddenly felt the butterflies in my stomach that had taken me over the last three times I'd tried. It's not like Danielle hadn't given me more than a few smoldering looks, but I was supposed to be the butch here, wasn't I?

Not that I was a real butch, most of the time -- oh, I tried for that hard-edged swagger and a sneering chuckle, but a perky, boyish bounce and a red-faced and vaguely unfeminine giggle was the best I'd been able to manage. Tonight was different, though -- I wasn't just butch, I was a sexist pig and itinerant male oppressor, so Danielle could bloody well blow me. I'd barely had that thought when I saw her looking at me with a dreamy expression, a smirk on her face -- had she made me? Or was she just so impressed by my cojones in walking in here that she figured I was cool even if I was a party-crashing straight dude? God, she was fucking gorgeous-- big brown eyes and long black hair contrasted hard against her pale skin, lips painted the color of blood. I wanted to taste those lips so bad it hurt.

Karita took her time with the beer, finally sauntering over well after I'd cracked the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Issue I'd brought along -- the finishing touch, in case I had failed to piss anyone off. When Karita came over, she told me, much colder than the beer, "Three-fifty."

I handed her a five. "Here you go, dollface," I said in my gruff voice, and patted her ass. "You can keep the change."

That's when she made me -- lucky thing, too, because her fist was already balled up.  Dykes like Karita don't slap.

She bent forward and peered into my face.

"Chris?" she asked tentatively.

"The name's Chad," I told her. "That's a great pair of pants you're wearing, honey. Nice top, too. And I like what's in it.  You know, I really am the guy your mother warned you about. What time do you get off?"

"Oh, I'm getting off right now," she said, smirking at me. "Don't worry, I won't blow your cover, but you're about to get lynched on the dance floor if nobody but me takes a closer look."

I crushed out my cigarette. "Thanks, sweet cheeks," I said, hoping she didn't see me go pale. "You need a big comfortable lap to sit in later, you know where to find me."

"Oh, I'll find you," she smirked. "But I have the feeling Danny's going to find you first."

A chill went down my spine. Some leather fag bouncer they'd hired, maybe?

"Danny?"

"Danielle," said Karita with a smirk.  "Don't tell me you haven't seen the way she's looking at you, Chad."

Danielle was staring, her chin propped on her fist, her eyes roving over me from across the bar.

I reddened.

Karita disappeared and I drank half my Hefeweisen in one gulp. I tried to light another Marlboro and found my hands were shaking. I told myself this was too crazy, I couldn't just walk over there and turn on the charm like some tough-guy.  I couldn't even change the fucking oil on my Kia Sephia, for God's sake. All right, I would have two more beers and then I'd go up and introduce myself to Danielle as Chris, she'd recognize me, I'd take off the mustache, I'd slip off the sharkskin suit and the suspenders, unknot the tie, and take off the dress shirt so she could see my slight breasts in the white undershirt I wore, know it was really me. Then we'd have a laugh over it and maybe I could ask for her phone number, take her to film festival week after next. That was always good for a first date.  No way was I going to play this charade of drag king swagger with a girl I actually liked-- that would be stupid; she'd never go for it. That sort of thing would seem silly to an accomplished glam queen like Danielle.

"Excuse me, sir?"

I looked up from my beer and my ears popped; all of a sudden I felt dizzy and nauseous.

"Y--yes?"

"I don't believe we've been introduced," said Danielle, standing closer to me than I expected -- so close I could smell her perfume even over the cigarette smoke and beer and sweat of the bar. What was it? Something I recognized, something my older sister Candace had worn to her junior prom.

"I'm Danielle." She put out her hand, palm down.

I remembered my manners and stood.  "I'm Chad," I said, touching my lips to her hand and lingering a bit too long. "Chad Costello." I found myself taking a deep breath, sniffing up her arm like some character from a Bugs Bunny cartoon.  I turned her hand over and smelled her wrist, finally placing the scent.

"Chanel No. 5," I said.  Now that's femme. "A beautiful scent for a beautiful woman." My heart was pounding and I felt like I was about to faint -- or throw up on her.  That wouldn't have been very butch at all.

"Oh, Mr. Costello," said Danielle, making a show of hiding her face and even blushing a little bit -- how the hell did she manage that? -- even while her eyes showed a wicked sparkle and she licked her lips sexily. "You're flattering me. I always get so embarrassed when men flatter me!"

"I'm sure it happens a lot," I said.  "And please call me Chad."

"Oh, I couldn't," she said.  "We've just met.  I don't want to seem, you know, that way."

"Oh, there's nothing wrong with being that way," I said.  "And besides, we're going to get a lot more familiar, you know."  Fuck, had I actually said that?  Impossible.  Feeling drunk with power and fear, "Please sit down," I said.

She moved to sit in the chair across from me and I gently grasped her arm.  "Not there," I said, hardly believing I was doing this.  I patted my lap. "It's much more comfortable over here."

"Oh, I couldn't." She managed to suppress the smirk that played at the edge of her mouth. I could see her nipples through the thin silk of her slip --harder than before? Was this turning her on? I knew I was so wet I could have slid right out of my chair.

"Please," I said, and Danielle didn't have to be asked a third time. She slid into my lap and draped her arms around my shoulders, her breasts just inches from my face and straining to get through that lacy slip. She playfully twined her feather boa around my neck and tickled my nose with the other end. I breathed deeply of her scent and felt my cunt respond, my nipples pressing against the ace bandage I'd used to bind my breasts. I knew from the way Danielle was sitting that she could feel the bulge of the precariously-arranged dildo strapped to my body and stuffed into my jock strap -- and in case I had any doubts, she began to squirm against it, rubbing her ass against my cock as if casually -- but there wasn't anything casual about it.

I looked up into Danielle's gorgeous face, hoping I didn't look too much like a schoolgirl in love.  To cover it up, I let one hand rest unceremoniously on the place where her ass rested on my knee, and brought my other hand up to her thigh, placing it at the place where her garters met her lace-top fishnets, right at the lace hem of her slip, so much so that my thumb even went underneath the garment. I smiled up at her mischievously, like an adolescent boy doing something bad, which is how I felt -- the part of me that wasn't terrified she'd slug me and my chances would be ruined.

But she didn't slug me, didn't pull away. Instead, she snuggled closer, letting her breasts hover ever closer to my face while she ran her fingers through my hair.  She cocked her head and breathed seductively into my ear.

"Waitress," I shouted.  "Get this lady a drink!"  Then, softer, "What're you drinking, Danielle?"

"Cosmopolitan."

"One Cosmopolitan," I shouted to Karita.  "You must watch that HBO show with all those women."

"In bed with my clothes off," said Danielle with a smile.  "Every fucking week."

Karita brought the Cosmopolitan and another beer, and I held up a ten.

"On the house," said Karita.  "Dykes with balls get special consideration."

"Then go buy yourself something lacy, dollface," I said, holding out the ten.

Karita smiled.  "Oh, you mean it, Mr. Costello?" She set down the tray of drinks on an adjacent table and put both her hands on her tits, pushing them together and bending forward until she could pluck the bill away with her cleavage. She did exactly that, and I didn't move the $10 to make it any easier for her. A couple of women across the bar hooted and applauded as Karita came away with the $10 stuck between her breasts at the slight V of her tank top. I guess by then they'd figured out I wasn't a tourist. Karita bent forward and gave me a kiss on the lips.

"Whore," said Danielle, putting her hand on my cheek.  "Get your own man." She kissed me, too, her full lips meeting mine and her slender tongue teasing its way into my mouth as Karita made a snide comment -- "that's what I was doing, slut" -- and danced away.

Danielle's lips parted with mine and she smiled.

"You don't know what a thrill it is to get a man in here," she cooed. "I mean a real man." She squirmed some more against my cock.

"I guess you don't get many guys in here," I said gruffly.  "I mean, in this kind of a club."

She giggled, kissed my ear.  "Well, you know. The management does sort of discourage it.  We never know when a virile guy like yourself might walk in and steal all the femmes away."

"Is that right?"

"Oh yes.  You know how we are.  We'll come here, all right, but we're just waiting for the right man to come in, drag us home by the hair and throw us on the bed. That's what we all want, isn't it? Even if we don't know it."

"Oh.  Is that what you want?"

She looked into my eyes, her big brown ones seducing me in a way I'd never been seduced before. I could smell the liquor on her breath --

I tried to suppress my guffaw, which didn't work -- instead, it turned it into a giggle, like I was a six-year-old playing dress-up with her best friend. I couldn't stop giggling.  I started coughing to hide the sound, and to cover my nervousness I slipped my hand even further up Danielle's dress. Now I could feel the soft skin of her thigh, and I found myself wondering noticing that with my other hand I couldn't feel those panty lines that had so turned me on when they showed through her slip. I ran my fingertips over the heart-shape of her ass and wondered at their lack.

"I took them off," she whispered into my ear.  "I thought you'd like that. I know how a tough guy like you doesn't like to waste time undressing a woman."

Now my head was spinning for real, and I thought I really might pass out.  I tried hard not to blush, but as we sat there and drank our drinks, Danielle's flirting increased a notch as we traded double-entendres and brushed our bodies against each other. I got wetter with every sultry caress she gave the back of my neck, with every time she ran her fingers through my hair, with every kiss she planted on my lips.  I had come in here planning to bewitch with my arrogance and braggadocio, but now this femme was seducing me with all the subtlety of Marilyn Monroe on ecstasy. I can't say I minded.

"You ever been with a real man?" I asked her in between flirts and kisses, in between letting my hands casually graze her breasts as I held her.

"Oh, I turn them in to real men," she said, kissing my forehead.

"Think you could pull that trick with me?" I asked.

"Oh, I won't need to," she said. "I can tell that right away."

I still don't remember how we made it from the table at the CoCo Club to the stairway leading up to the street.  The four or five drinks probably helped, but I would have taken this girl home if I'd been drinking ginger ale.

I helped Danielle on with her long leather coat, feeling a sadness as I watched her button that gorgeous body away from me like a present wrapped before Christmas -- as if I was never going to get a chance to unwrap it.

"I don't live far," she said.

"Good," I told her.  "My wife is waiting for me at home."

She giggled and led me up the long staircase into the alley.  The truth was that my three roommates were probably waiting up for me, and would razz me indefinitely if I came home with a sweet thing like Danielle on my arm.

The second we got out in the alley, though, I found myself seized with a sudden urgency.  I glanced around to make sure no one was watching -- it was midnight on a Sunday night, and the streets would be largely empty --then grabbed Danielle and pushed her up against the brick wall behind the dumpster, kissing her and thrusting my hand under her dress. She really wasn't wearing anything underneath.

"Mr. Costello, please," she sighed, squirming against me as I touched her smooth pussy. "Someone might see."

"That's the idea," I growled, slipping one finger inside her as I kissed her hard, as she moaned and wriggled against the brick wall and rubbed her tits against my chest.  I couldn't believe how wet she was -- probably almost as wet as I was.

The alley was open to the street but fairly hard to see from it.  I knew more than a few girls who did things in this alley, but I'd never done it myself.  I guess I never got drunk enough, or horny enough.  No, wait, I know I was horny enough -- I just wasn't a heavy drinker.  But any guy named Chad Costello wouldn't hesitate to take his woman in an alley, right?  Well, at least, that was my fantasy.

I slipped my hand out of Danielle's crotch, brought it to my mouth, and licked it.  Then she licked it, too, and we kissed hungrily around my finger and the sharp taste of her pussy.  I pushed my sharkskin-clad leg up between Danielle's legs and shoved it hard into her crotch.  She clamped her thighs around my knee and whimpered as I fucked her.  The world smelled like piss and garbage, but all I could smell was Chanel No. 5. I dropped to my knees and slipped both my hands up under Danielle's dress, pulling it almost to her waist.  There really wasn't much under there -- it looked like she meticulously shaved her pussy.  But there was everything I needed.

I pushed Danielle against the side of the dumpster, easing her ass up onto the little shelf so she could spread her legs wider, and buried my face between her spread thighs.  I slid my tongue between her swollen lips and tasted the sharp tang of her juice, which was dribbling out as fast as I could lap it up.  I teased my way up to her clit and suckled it gently into my mouth, flicking my tongue-tip violently up and down against it in a quickening rhythm.

"Oh God," she moaned, and gripped my hair to pull my face harder into her.

"More," she whimpered.  "Harder.  Do it harder."

I sucked as hard as I could and lapped my tongue rhythmically up on her clit, working the tip under the hood so I could get to her most sensitive spot.  Every time I did, I was rewarded with a shuddering groan of ecstasy, and we no longer cared who saw or heard. I licked faster and Danielle threw her head back, hitting it hard on the corner of the dumpster so the whole thing rang like a Chinese gong.

"You all right?" I asked suddenly, looking up.

"Don't stop!" she gasped as she grabbed the edge of the dumpster and lifted both of her legs all the way into the air.  "Don't!  I'm going to come!"

So I merged my mouth once more with her pussy and brought her over the edge, feeling her thighs closing on my head like a nutcracker and her body twisting atop me as she spasmed.  Her feather boa dislodged itself somehow and dropped down around my shoulders, its ends coiling on the ground.  Danielle kept moaning "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" as she came, so when I felt the rhythmic convulsions of her body slowing and stopping, I put one hand on her belly to keep her from falling off the dumpster and pulled myself up with the other.  I wedged her against the dumpster with my body and reached down to unzip my pants.

She stared into my eyes, her face and breasts flushed with orgasm. She had the hungry look of a woman who wants to be fucked so bad she'll die if she doesn't get it in the next ten seconds.  I must have taken fifteen or twenty fumbling with my belt and slacks and jock strap, because she closed her eyes and looked away, sounding like she was sobbing hysterically as she gasped "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"

Then I had my dick in my hand, and I leaned back to let a long stream of spit dribble onto the head.

"Oh God," she moaned.  "Yeah.  Fuck me."

I rubbed the spittle-slick head against Danielle's clit a few times, feeling her body explode every time I did. Was she too sensitive for that right after coming so hard?  I didn't even care.  I was going to fuck her the way I wanted to fuck her, and something told me that was exactly what she wanted, too.  I teased her mercilessly, making her beg me a dozen times and more.

"Put it in," she whimpered over and over again.  "God, please, put it in me.  I need your cock."

Then I nuzzled it against the entrance to her cunt and pushed it in, feeling her post-climax tightness clamp hard against my entry. I got it into her and started fucking her, slow at first, then faster as she begged me.

"Harder," she whispered into my ear.  "Fuck me harder, Mr. Costello. Fuck me like I don't matter.  Make yourself come inside me."

So I did, pounding into her as hard as I could, until I heard her moaning again and I knew from the shuddering of her body that she was coming a second time.  So I threw back my head and made the gruffest, most masculine grunt I could manage, and grunted:  "I'm gonna come, baby, I'm gonna come in your pussy!" Then I realized I had no fucking idea what a guy felt like when he came, or what his body moved like, not the faintest clue what I should do when I shot my load in Danielle's pussy.  But as if from Heaven, my roommate's Tony's fag porn came to me in a rush --barely academic interest when I watched it, mind you, but now I could remember the frenzied motions of the leather boys as they came on each other. I tried to approximate that, shuddering in just that way and thundering "Oh, yeah!" as I came.

When we ground to a halt, Danielle slumped against me, kissing my neck. "I still don't live far," she told me.

So I pulled down her dress and buttoned up my sharkskin slacks, and buckled my belt and led her by the had away from the dumpster I'd just fucked her against. I stopped when I saw Karita leaning up against the doorway to the club, smoking a cigarette.

"I'm sorry," she said, breathing smoke.  "You were making so much noise I just couldn't resist.  I hope you don't mind?"

I looked at Danielle, who shrugged and smiled.  I shrugged, too.  Danielle leaned over and gave Karita a quick kiss on the lips.  "But you may not come home with us -- at least not tonight."

Karita laughed nervously, and so did I -- a very un-masculine sound. Danielle and I left Karita standing there smoking in the alley, and walked the four blocks to Danielle's apartment.




My Date with Two Dommes by Shauna Cross

 

When Daphne and Yolanda make me their whore, Yolanda insists that I

dress for the part.

That's why we have to do it at a motel, rather than on our bed. I know if

we just get busy one Saturday and I let her do it, I won't be worked up the way I need to be to really let her take my ass. I want to be a girl, and I want Yolanda to be the sleaziest, nastiest biker son of a bitch who ever bent a poor little slut over and did her hard.

I want to be the kind of girl who wants that kind of guy -- even though

she's a virgin. And tonight, I am very much a virgin.

Yolanda helped me a lot, but I had to do it on my own. She's got her own

part to play, so she's already scouted out a sleazy motel. I don't know where it is or what it's going to be like. All I know is that she'll be there; she'll text me at ten o'clock with the location. I'll drive there, probably with my heart pounding, driving exactly the speed limit and praying I don't have a busted taillight.

Because I'll be dressed like a girl -- and not just a girl. I'll be dressed like

the girl of my dreams...a horny little slut, going to some sleazebag motel to get it on with an older, nasty man.

I start with a long, relaxing shower. I already shaved my legs a few days

ago -- but I do a little touch-up. Then I shave my balls. Yolanda insisted on this, because she knows what my fantasies are like. She sees what I download from the internet; she knows what stories and comics and scenes turn me on. "A horny little whore always has her pussy shaved," she told me. "I want yours shaved, too."

So I shave them, my hand exceedingly steady more out of fear that I'll

cut myself than out of confidence. I still can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe I've got a girlfriend who will do this.

When my balls are nice and smooth, I do my chest. I don't have a whole

lot of hair there to begin with, and of course I'll be wearing a bra. But again, Yolanda insisted. She wants me shaved all over.

I get out of the shower. I take a few minutes to relax. I enjoy a glass of

wine, knowing I can only have one. I'll be driving, after all.

Then I start getting dressed.

The stockings go first, maybe because they get me turned on the most.

Then I put on a black lace garter belt to match the black stockings with the seams up the back. My black lace panties go on over the garters, so my "client" can pull them down if he wants to. They're tight, and a little fuller than what I would consider sexiest -- because I'm going to have to have room in them to tuck my cock away. But I don't bother to tuck just yet. Instead, I step into the black high heels that Yolanda helped me pick out. I put them on this early in the game because it turns me on to walk around on them -- even though I totter and sway, and even though they make me so tall that I would never pass as genetically female. But there's something so hot about walking around on such a high set of heels, and I love the way they make my freshly-shaved legs look, especially in these seamed stockings.

I know it's going to be hot to wear breast forms this time of year, but I

don't care. I spend some time with spirit gum and the forms that Yolanda and I bought at the drag queen store in the Mission. They're surprisingly convincing; I'm glad we went for the more expensive model. I'm also glad we went for the D-cups; my shoulders are too broad for any size smaller to give me anything like a feminine shape.

With the black lace bra on, I look remarkably feminine from the waist

down. My cock gives a little tingle, but I don't let it stiffen. The black lace bra is mostly mesh in the front -- it really shows off my tits, complete with their sculpted nipples. Topless, from the waist down, I think I could almost pass at a distance.

If my damned cock doesn't get hard.

I stuff it back into place -- not a serious tuck job, just yet...just aiming it

down so it won't be as likely to get troublesome if I start to get partially hard while I do my makeup.

This is my favorite part.

I take a good long hour doing my makeup, feeling more and more turned

on as I gradually transform myself. I use foundation, because even with as carefully as I shaved I've still got a tiny whisper of a shadow. The heavy foundation takes care of that, even if it makes me look like a whorish, painted slut. But that's sort of a good thing. I layer on eye shadow -- bright blue. I put on lots of eyeliner and mascara. I put blush on, till it looks like I'm a blow-up doll. I feel like the make-up is necessary to make me look female enough to convince myself. And I'm more than satisfied with the result; I still don't know if I could pass, but once I’m on my knees in that sleazy motel room, it won't matter. It's all about creating the illusion for me...and for Yolanda.

I leave the lipstick for last, because that makes me hardest. My cock

actually stiffens in my panties as I slather and blot and reapply and fix up my lips until they look like a swollen, pouty invitation for cock.

I put on my wig and take a while to get it situated. It isn't easy...but I

finally get it teased into that freshly-fucked and freshly-fuckable look. I know I won't look like the girls Yolanda has been with -- the skinny, nasty dykes she used to date before she and I met. But I hope that I'll at least look fuckable for her. I know she'll fuck me no matter how I look -- she does that sort of thing; she's my girlfriend. But it'll be so much hotter for me if I see the lust in her eyes...and can feel the lust in mine.

I get my cell phone and take a few snaps, standing in the bright light of

the bathroom and throwing a My Space Face at the phone. I blink into the flash and end up with four or five picks that I would want to fuck if I saw them online.

I text them to Yolanda with a message: "cheap - $50 - white meat."

No answer, at least not right away. I put down the phone and go back to

the bedroom. I struggle into my dress, a little black one to match my little black lingerie. I have to contort my body get it zipped in back.

But I finally get it on, and adjusted.

Only then do I tuck -- tight and firm. It isn't easy, but it's worth it.

Then I look in the mirror.

The dress is revealing, but its high waist and flaring hips seems to

accentuate the hips that aren't there. Depending on how I stand, I look like I might have hips. And let me tell you, it doesn't matter how I stand; from any angle, I look like I definitely have tits.

Yeah, I look fuckable enough. More than fuckable enough. Half of me

wants to drop by some singles' bar and see if I can show up at whatever sleazy motel Yolanda picked out with some hot half-drunk pickup in tow.

Knowing Yolanda, I can't even imagine how unbelievably hot she would

get seeing me drop to my knees and suck dick. Especially if it was my idea. I'm pretty sure she'd get over the idea of not being my "first" in order to see me do it to a real dick. Yolanda's something of a fag hag, you see.

But that would be wrong, right? I mean, if I'm going to involve a third

party, I should check it with her first....right?

Then again, Yolanda would forgive just about any transgression for the

price of seeing my lips wrapped around a cock. And the idea is getting me pretty hot.

It always disturbs me a little how un-straight I feel once I pour myself

into a little fuck-me dress and some high heeled shoes, and paint a cocksucker's mouth on my face. But that's what Yolanda is for, right? She'll do me right. I'm damned sure of that. However I need to be done, she's definitely up for it.

My cell phone buzzes. I open the text.

It's Yolanda, of course. "I'd fuck that." Then she gives me the address of

a motel. The Cloud Palace, out by the airport. And a room number.

Good.

I snap one last pic in the light of the bathroom -- or, more accurately, I

snap ten pics and settle on the one where I look hottest. I send it to Yolanda with a text: "We'll send Shauna out right away, Sir."

No response.

I get my purse and make sure there are condoms and lube in it.

There's something that's always been so hot to me about bringing

condoms on a date.

I go downstairs, nervously looking around to see if any of my neighbors

spot me. Not that I'd care, in our neighborhood...but for some reason, it feels more real if they don't clock me.

My car is parked a block away. Walking to it, I see a guy who lives

upstairs -- I've never known his name. He's older and single. He gives me a double take, up and down, and when we pass and I glance over my shoulder, he's staring over his. The expression on his face says it all. He's not looking to see if that hot chick is his neighbor; he's getting a better look at my ass.

I passed, and he wants me. It feels good.

I get in the car and drive.

#

The Cloud Palace is one seriously sleazy motel. Yolanda and I have

driven by it and we always make fun of it. The sign itself must be sixty years old. From the pictures online, the décor is, too. And it's not the kind of place where any "respectable" people would spend the night, whether they were stranded overnight due to a cancelled flight or just needed a place to crash. On the contrary, people went to places like the Cloud Palace to fuck whores, score drugs and swill liquor.

It's perfect. I don't need to check in, of course. I just park the car, and put

the Boot across the steering wheel like some paranoid suburbanite out for a walk on the wild side -- which I am. I check my phone for the room number she gave me -- 235. I have to go upstairs. My high heels make clicking sounds as I walk across the parking lot. In the distance, some guys are drinking malt liquor. The make catcalls and shout at me. "Hey!" they call me. I click-clack for the stairs as fast as I can, acutely feeling the swing of my hips in these high heels. Someone on the bottom floor looks out the windows. It's an older man; he gives me a double-take, too.

I make it up the stairs without further incident. Only then does my

pounding heart give a flutter of pleasure from the catcalls of the strangers across the parking lot.

I knock three times on Room 235.

#

Even though Yolanda and I discussed and negotiated all this extensively,

I don't know what to expect when I open the door. Will she be fully dressed? Half undressed? Will she be ready to fuck, or will she want to romance me, first -- get me drunk, maybe abuse me a little? Make me beg for the money?

All those things rush through my brain as the door swings open.

Then conscious thought is obliterated -- because my kinky girlfriend has

succeeded in totally flabbergasting me.

There's someone else in the room with her.

#

Don't get me wrong -- it's weird to begin with. My girlfriend's black hair

is ratted out so it looks like some sleazy biker guy's. When she's dressed like a guy before, she's had a big fat dark caterpillar of a mustache sitting on her upper lip,  along with what looks to be an eleven o'clock shadow --eleven o'clock on the third day, that is. I told her that part was "optional" this time. To my relief, she's all woman. The cigar she's chewing on is no more manly than the ones I've seen her smoke at parties. She's got a fondness for Cubans. Despite it, she looks remarkably feminine. She hasn't even strapped down her tits. They fill out her white undershirt nicely, the nipples showing through.

But the jockey shorts she's wearing are another matter entirely. There,

she's all man. Her cock, silicone-stiff, tents the white cotton, as if she's already got an obscene hard-on.

That thing looks damned big, big enough to give me pause. She and the

room smell like liquor and cigars. Perched on these heels, I’m still a lot taller than her, but her confidence spills out and makes me feel intimidated.

Some might even say...submissive.

As for the other person in the room, well...that panics me a little bit. But

all I can see of him is a huge pair of boots, crossed at the foot of the bed. I can also hear the grotesque sounds of hotel-room porn playing...female moans, slapping sounds and bad, bad '80s music.

What the fuck? I've gone this far.

I've already rehearsed my opening lines -- so I just let them spill out

naturally, despite being more scared than ever.

"Hi, I'm Shauna from the agency....you called for some company?"

Yolanda looks me up and down, sneers at me.

"Yeah," she says. "You'll do. I'm Joe. Get in here. Hope you don't mind, a

friend dropped by. I figured he can watch." Yolanda jerks her thumb behind her and steps aside.

"Um," I said, craning my head to look past her. I can't really get a good

look at the person.

Yolanda grabs my arm and drags me in, slamming the door behind me.

I don't play reluctant any longer. I figure, in for a penny, in for a pound.

There on the bed is a blonde woman, also wearing men's underwear and

with filled-out jockeys. It takes me a minute to recognize her; it's our friend Daphne, and the look on her face tells me she could eat me up with a spoon.

"What have we here?" she grins. "I thought you said you were only

hiring one whore. This looks like enough woman for two."

Both Yolanda and Deirdre have remarkably feminine faces -- but their

energy is about as male as I've ever seen. Way more male for me to handle without positively melting under my previous fantasy of picking up a guy to bring along. Yolanda -- Joe -- seems to have done it for me.

And with that cigar in her mouth, she really does look like a Joe.

"Yum," I say, looking Daphne up and down. "Who's this?"

Yolanda's is already up behind me, putting her hands all over my ass.

"You can call him Daddy," she says. "I told him he could watch, but if you're up for earning another fifty bucks..."

I laugh lightly and push Joe's hand away from my ass. "Money up

front?"

Yolanda's hand comes around. A $100 bill appears in front of me. I take

it and stuff it in my bra...

....and Yolanda's hands, both of them, return to my ass. Her lips find the

back of my neck and she starts kissing me wetly. A shiver goes through me. Yolanda gropes and feels me up as Daphne gets off the bed and comes toward me. With her big boots, Yolanda kicks my feet apart and tips me forward, and Daphne is there to catch me. I'm a lot bigger than either of these women, but Daphne is a tightly-built, muscled little dyke, with short hair and plenty of tattoos. She grabs me and kisses me. Her mouth tastes like cigars and liquor. Her tongue works deep into my mouth and she holds me up as Yolanda feels me up.

"This is a piece of ass I could fuck all night," Yolanda says. Daphne

kisses me deeply as she feels up my tits. Behind me, Yolanda is reaching up my dress and fingering my panties, caressing my tucked cock and balls. It almost feels and looks like a camel toe -- until my dick starts to stiffen under her caress, and I feel her pushing me forward, onto the bed.

Daphne spills back under me and drags me onto her, pushing my face

down into her crotch.

Yolanda gets on the bed behind me. "You take it bareback?" she grunts.

I think fast -- because I know how she thinks.

"Sorry," I say. "I'm not on the pill."

Yolanda laughs, reaching up my skirt to pull down my panties.

She says, "I promise I'll pull out. Of course, if you'd rather be safe,

there's always someplace else I can put it--"

I let out a squeal as Yolanda bends down and puts her mouth between my

freshly shaved cheeks. Her tongue works insistently into me, and I squirm as Daphne aims my face at her cock.


Yolanda rims me deeply and pulls my panties all the way down to my

spread knees. My cock has come out to play, stiffening fully and sticking up toward my lower belly -- but, remarkably, I feel no less feminine. Yolanda's tongue works deep into my asshole while she spits on her hand and starts caressing my balls. "Such a sweet little pussy," she purrs during a break between her deep licks into my asshole.

She's rimmed me before -- but never like this. She's also put her finger in

there -- but never her cock. She's got enough of them, but the most she's ever done is make me suck them. It was a turn-on then, but it's ten times more so when Daphne growls, "Come on, Shauna. Get that mouth working."

I leave a big red kiss on the front of her jockey shorts. I look up at

"Daddy" shyly and then pull her shorts down over her strap-on.

I plant my lipstick-covered mouth on her cockhead. Then I take her into

my mouth.

Yolanda had lube ready, apparently; when her fingers start to work into

my asshole, they're slippery with gel. She puts in one of them at first, going nice and slow while I start sucking Daphne's cock in earnest. It was a turn-on the few times Yolanda made me do this at home, but it's ten times more so now that I've got the smell of cigars and pussy and cologne and filthy motel room all around, all over me, and Yolanda's tongue and fingers in my asshole. I've never felt so submissive. Yolanda leaves my panties stretched between my knees -- because she knows I think it's hot to look down and see them.

She works a second finger into my asshole, caressing my balls and

occasionally letting her hand reach up to stroke my cock. I'm very turned on, and she could jerk me off if she wanted. But there's no way Yolanda will let me cum until  I've earned it -- by taking her cock in my ass, the way I promised.

Meanwhile, I'm really going to town on Daphne's cock....to my surprise.

It's really getting me hot to bob up and down on her huge dick. It isn't until I hear the faint buzzing from below that I realize that she's got a set of wires coming out of her jockeys, out of the harness underneath. The control box is clipped to the harness's belt at the back of her hip -- sort of like where a cop would carry a concealed pistol.

She's just turned up the dial, and she utters a remarkably girlish squeal as

the vibrations surge through her clit.

I feel the throb of the vibrator through my teeth -- and, gradually,

through the back of my throat as I work Daphne's cock into it. This, I've never even done with Yolanda -- I've only ever deep-throated dildos by myself, using one with a very wide flange. It was a remarkably easy way to learn...and, at least while I was cross-dressed, it was a huge fucking turn-on.

It's a bigger turn-on now, because I hear Daphne letting out masculine

grunts and moans of pleasure, saying, "Oh, yeah, baby, suck that dick," calling me Shauna and telling em what a pretty little cocksucker I am. I think I'm blushing under the makeup. My dick is definitely hard all the way; just the gentle grazing touches that Yolanda gives it are making me crazy. And every time my head bobs down, Daphne's moans rise louder.

I know what's happening; Yolanda's described this phenomenon to me.

Positioned just right, the base of a properly-fitted harness can sometimes hit the clitoris. Add a vibrator, if you're into that, and a girl can cum for real. What's even better, she told me, the motions of a cocksucker's mouth and lips and throat and tongue work the base against the clit and actually  make a difference -- not exactly like giving a real blowjob, but damned close, if you do it right.

Well, apparently, I was doing it right. Daphne was moaning like crazy.

She pulls me off of her, almost dislodging my wig. She turns off the vibe

and holds me back; she wants to be present for the ritual violation of my asshole.        

I'm on the cheap sleazy bed, now, the feel of the plastic-y bedspread

rubbing my knees through my black stockings. I'm stretched between them Yolanda and Daphne, with Daphne's cock up against my face, smearing spit everywhere. I feel Yolanda slicking up my asshole and her cock with lube. Then I feel her dickhead up against my entrance, and I feel her working it in.

It takes a long time, and she doesn't rush me. She has to really work me

open; after all, I'm a virgin. I don't tell them that, of course...there's no time, since before long Daphne grabs me and shoves her dick back in my mouth. But in my mind, I'm Shauna, the horny little whore who's never had a boyfriend, but here she is turning her first trick in a sleazy motel, getting fucked in the ass by a stranger while she sucks off another.

My red lips are well down on Daphne's cock when Yolanda's dickhead

finally violates me. My entrance stretches wide and a jolt goes through my whole body. Yolanda stops, her cockhead just barely inside me. Daphne stops, too -- stops working her hips and clutching her hand at the back of my head to force my face up and down on her cock.

Neither woman moves for a few moments, while I moan around

Daphne's cock. I'm afraid they're going to ask me if I'm okay -- when, in fact, I don't know. The sensation of having my asshole stretched by cock is enough to completely overwhelm me.

But it isn't long before I’m over it; the fear has passed, and it just feels

good.

That's when I start to push myself backwards. I fuck myself onto

Yolanda's dick -- and she begins to meet my thrusts, building gradually.

She works her cock in deeper, stretching me open. Soon she's fucking me

in big long strokes, while I chow down on Daphne's slippery cock. It's slippery because I've been drooling on it for thirty minutes now, and she's been holding back her orgasm. I wish she could cum in my mouth --meaning cum, meaning jizz, meaning I wish she could shoot it down my throat. But in the absence of that, I've got something just as good, and I can tell she's right on the brink.

I look up at her and say it, loudly enough that Yolanda can hear:

"Cum in my mouth, Mister?"

She doesn't even care that I should be calling her "Daddy," per her earlier

instructions; in the heat of the moment, "Mister" just seemed hotter and more anonymous. And she likes that. She cranks the dial on her vibrator, and gives out a loud yell as the vibrations mount. Pleasure flashes through her. I know Daphne has to fuck me harder with deeper strokes to really get the pressure against her clit -- just like Yolanda is doing to my ass. Luckily for both of us, it's still very tight, and each stroke provides her plenty of traction.

Daphne grips the back of my head and fucks my face, lifting her hips in

aggressive strokes. Yolanda fucks my ass.

They cum about a minute apart. That's what I really wanted from the

moment I realized the two of them were both there -- not to have them get me off, but to get them off. Preferably while they were fucking me the way I really wanted to be fucked -- like this, pinned between them, spit-roasted by two strangers' cocks.

I can feel the trembling of Yolanda's body as she shoves her cock up in

me for the final stroke and leaves it buried deep. She reaches under me and grabs my cock. Her hand is shaking, too. There's lube everywhere -- lube and spit. Yolanda knows just how to get me off. With a long quick series of strokes, she brings me to the edge, and then I look up into Daphne's pretty brown eyes and howl, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming, Daddy!"

She really, really likes that. She grins and rubs her lipstick-covered cock

all over my face.

I shoot my load in huge sticky streams on the filthy comforter. Yolanda

gives me a few more strokes to propel my orgasm to the stratosphere. When she finally tugs her cock back and eases it out of me, the head stretches me painfully and I yelp. But then it's out, and I feel nothing but open and easy -- utterly spent.

"What do you say we watch a little porno?" asks Daphne while Yolanda

hits the bathroom for some towels and tissues?

"Daddy" pulls me up on the bed and plants my painted face between her

tits.

"Hell yeah," says Daphne. "That's one fine piece of ass."




Femme-ing the Butch by Anonymous

 

I've always known I was bisexual, maybe even tending toward the lesbian side of the spectrum. But I didn't have my first real girlfriend, Molly, until I was 25. I'd only been with men before and it just felt kind of natural that Maggie dressed butch-of-center and liked to take control in bed. After we'd been together a few months she confessed to me that even though she loved fucking me with a strap-on -- and I loved it too -- she got into the idea of being a submissive girly-girl and being dominated by me. I was game for anything, so one night we planned a private evening and got Molly all dressed up and put makeup on her -- she never wore makeup outside the bedroom!

It felt sort of awkward and Molly was nervous and embarrassed, so there was lots of giggling -- and a glass of wine helped! But once we had her dressed up all girly and we started to fool around, we both got so turned on and there wasn't any more giggling. When I finally tried on Molly's strap-on, the giggling started again, but we finally got it on me and Molly began to suck it like an expert. It was an unexpected charge for me, having a dick and playing at being dominant. To make it even sweeter, Molly got so turned on when I was on top of her and slid the dildo into her that she came almost right away. I got very turned on, too, even though it took me a while to learn the ins and outs (no pun intended!) of how to move with Molly's body under me. It ended up being a huge turn-on.

Molly and I didn't end up staying together for other reasons, but I always remember that experience with fondness and more than a little excitement. I've tried it since, but I guess nothing's matched that first time!




Dressing for Business by Gina Hancock

 

When I get back to my hotel room after spending the whole day on the

convention floor, I don't take my clothes off. I need to have all my clothes on when I call my wife. All my dirty, slutty clothes. All my women's clothes.

First, though, I want to send her pictures.

I sent her a batch this morning. But I want my wife to see me after I've

spent the whole day out. I want her to see the tiredness in my eyes. I want her to see my smudged lipstick and eyeliner. I want her to see my rumpled blouse with my pushed-up new tits half hanging out, where every guy at the convention could see them. I want her to see my hormone-swollen nipples, stiff from arousal, pushing through my silky red blouse.

I take out my cell phone and pose for Tanya in the bright light of the

hotel bathroom.

I purse my lips and fluff my hair. I give the camera the half-puckered

"blowjob smile" that my wife taught me to make. I get some really sexy shots of myself, with my cell phone held up and aimed down at me, making me look even younger.

I feel my heart soar as I see how sexy and feminine I still look, after a

whole day on the convention floor. I don't look as fresh as I did when I left my hotel room at eight in the morning, but I find my rumpled appearance kind of hot...it's sort of the "freshly fucked" look. My blonde hair is a little messed up. My erect nipples tent my red blouse. I've got a run in my nude-colored nylons. My lipstick is a little smudged, and there are faint dark lines around my eyes where my heavy mascara has run.

But I look like a woman...exactly like a woman. And even better, with

the surgeries Tanya has prescribed for me, I could probably pass for twenty-two or twenty-three years old. I look like a young, sexy slut. Even down to my hair, which Tanya's been making me grow. It's barely past my collar, not nearly as long as she would like. Tanya has already told me that she wants me, as her precious little girly slave, to have hair down to my ass one day. Since I bleached it corn-husk blonde, it does look girly. If I tease it out aggressively, it does look very feminine--much more feminine than wearing a wig.

Part of me still hates that these clothes make me feel sexy, but there's no

escaping it, now. A full year into my feminization, these clothes feel far more natural than the men's clothes I wear to work every day. We've kept my feminization secret from my coworkers up until now, but that's going to change once she finds out how well I did today. Knowing I'm going to have to "come out" soon makes me feel overwhelmingly, impossibly sexy. I'll be a woman full-time. Will Tanya even make me date a man? Maybe even get a boyfriend?

I take a long time getting just the right shots of me. I want to be sure to

please my Mistress with my photos.

I shoot pics for Tanya of every inch of my outfit. I shoot my skirt hem, I

shoot the deep "V" of my cleavage, and I bend over, reach back, and shoot my butt in my snug little skirt. I even spread my legs, put the camera on the ground with the timer, and give my wife a couple of upskirt shots, just for fun. She can see my pink panties with my growing bulge--tiny for a man, but humiliatingly unfeminine for what I'm becoming.

Even so, I feel intensely sexual. The black skirt is tight and short, high

on my thighs. My tomato-red blouse buttons only up to the level of my erect nipples, and shows off the new, swelling tits that are almost B-cups. It excites me and humiliates me to have them out to play; for months, I've been strapping them down for work, a task that gets harder and harder as they grow with each dose of the hormones my wife makes me take.

It thrills me to feel them stretching the fabric of my pink push-up bra.

Designed to augment my cleavage, the bra makes me look like I've got B-cups. I remember what my wife promised: If I'm a good girl and show myself off at this convention like she ordered me to, she's going to up my dose. I should have C-cups by Christmas.

"Then Santa can tit-fuck you," Tanya teased me when she said that.

Running my hand over my new tits and feeling them through the silk of

my red blouse, I can imagine why Santa would want to. They're perfect and firm, the breasts of a teenager even though I'm almost twenty-eight. My nipples, hard from arousal, poke through the cups of my bra and show plainly through the red material of my blouse. When I touch them, I feel a soft thrumming sensation of pleasure, and they stiffen further. I feel myself stiffening elsewhere, too, under my skirt, right there in my pink, silky panties.

My tiny dick feels incredible as it tents the front of my straight black skirt.

I dial my wife's number, excited.

#

For the first five days of the National Tool & Die Sales convention, I've

been attending in my "normal" persona:  dressed as a man. I'm a salesman for a small, boutique manufacturer that provides specialized parts for several industries. I make okay commissions, though they've been falling in recent months. I just don't seem to be as aggressive as I used to be.

Nonetheless, this convention has been highly fruitful. I've made a lot of

contacts, and I'm sure there will be some lucrative business coming through. But it's a six-day convention, and really only four days is needed for my business. So today, I showed up at the convention again--as a woman. I was thrilled to discover that not a single person recognized me.

I did it because Tanya ordered me to. She knew that all of my coworkers

had already left the convention, since they don't really need to be here for the last few days. Tanya made me arrange to take a few days off, so I could work the last two days of the convention. "Work" them in an entirely new way.

There are twenty thousand people at this convention. Even though my

industry is dominated by males, a female sales rep isn't so out of the ordinary that it would surprise people. But it would get the female sales rep in question--in this case, me--a lot of attention from men.

And it's no wonder! These are my "business" clothes, and they're

business-like, all right...if my business were conducted in a brothel. On the sales floor on the last day of the National Tool Manufacturer's convention, they made me look like a call girl trying to work the hotel, and that wasn't that far from the truth. I had collected many business cards from men who checked me out and chatted me up today, flirting with the men and tucking their cards into my bra.

I gave them my card, too. The web address went to a fake, mocked-up

website, and the email forwarded to my personal email. The company I claimed to be from--C.C. Manufacturing--did not exist. The cell phone number, however, was real. It was the very number on which I was about to call my wife.

I have no intention of following up with the men on business matters,

 but if I knew my wife, I might be calling them for other reasons.

So in many ways, I'm closer to being a convention whore, now, than I

am to a being a tool and die salesman.

And that's just fine with my wife...and her boyfriend, Darius.

#

She answers quickly, with her lilting, flirtatious tone. A shiver goes

through me.

"Hi, honey," I say. "I'm back in my hotel room. Is now a good time to

talk?"

If we were together, I would call her "Mistress" or "Ma'am," of course.

But on the phone, I call her "honey" to begin with.

I know if it isn't a good time, she will just hang up on me. Or, if she is

feeling kind, she might make a polite excuse first.

But when I hear the telltale laugh that Tanya gives me, I know it's more

than just a good time; it's the perfect time.

"It's a great time, Gina. You don't mind if–mmmmm…" I hear a slurping

sound, "…if I keep doing something?"

I hear the rhythmic sucking sound, more slurping, and a gulping. My

little dick stiffens all the way. I whimper in soft humiliation. My nipples ache with arousal.

I know that sound. Tanya's with Darius. She's going down on him.

Tanya loves to give blowjobs.

I listen to my wife giving her boyfriend sloppy head for about a minute.

She doesn't hurry up, and she certainly doesn't try to hide what she's doing.

She doesn't try to be quiet; in fact, she seems to be trying to be extra

loud. She must have put her cell phone on speaker, because I can hear the smacking sounds as she slaps his cock against her cheek.

They sound so different than any other sound, and it makes my little dick throb.  Then I hear gulping for a while--I know that my wife is deep-throating her boyfriend. She's throat-fucking herself onto his cock.

She's still got her mouth against his cock when she finally takes a break

from sucking him so she can answer me. I can tell, because I hear the wet slapping of her tongue against the underside of his shaft.

"Go ahead, Gina," she finally says. "How was your day at the

convention?"

Then the sucking and smacking sounds start again. She's going to keep

going on, giving Darius head, while I tell her all about what I did today at the convention.

But this is as it should be--because this is what amuses my Mistress.

"It was wonderful, Ma'am," I say, not even trying to hide either my

excitement or my humiliation. Then, my voice rich with promise, I practically purr at her, "I did what you said."

"I know you did," she says, her tongue making slurping sounds. I know

each sound intimately, and this could mean either that she's rimming him or licking his balls. I’m guessing she's licking his balls; rim jobs are only for special occasions as far as Tanya is concerned -- unless I'm giving them. Then they're for whenever Darius feels like getting one.

"You do everything I say, don't you, Gina?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Gina. It still makes me blush to hear that name. She's used it in private

for so long, but it still feels like a tiny hint of deliberate humiliation, the way it did when she started using it. My given name is Gene, and that's what people call me at work. In private, though, I've been "Gina" since the first time my wife humiliated me...when she caught me beating off into her panties. What was I supposed to do? It had been months since she'd deigned to fuck me at that point.

When she takes a break from sucking Darius's cock again, my wife asks

me, "Did you pass?"

I say proudly, "Yes, Mistress."

"You're sure?"

"Yes," I say. "Yes, Mistress. I have a whole valise full of phone

numbers."

Tanya murmurs wetly and happily, lapping at Darius's cock.

"There's a good slut," she says. "How did you like flirting with all those

hot men? How did you like being a girl?"

I can't lie to my wife, because she won't believe me, anyway.

I tell her, "I have to tell you the truth, Mistress. It was very humiliating."

"Did it make your little clitty hard?" she asks me with amusement.

"No, Mistress. I was good. I made it stay soft."

She laughs softly. "That's just the hormones. You probably can't get hard

if you want to anymore. Not that you ever really could. You were always so much softer than a real man like Darius."

"I-I'm hard now, Mistress."

"You don't say," she laughs. "Why don't you touch it a little while you

tell me what was so humiliating about being dressed as a hot girl that every guy wanted to fuck?"

I moan softly as I reach under my skirt and put my hand into my panties.

To my surprise, it's only about half-hard. I feel incredibly turned on, but I guess the hormones have had their effect. Nonetheless, it feels incredible to finally be able to stroke it. I moan.

Tanya says testily, "I asked you a question, Gina. Why is it humiliating

to be a hot slut that every guy wants to fuck?"

I tell my wife, "It was humiliating because they were treating me like a

sex object. I was nothing but three holes and a pretty pair of tits to them."

I don't even realize what I've said until I hear my wife laughing

wickedly,

"Three holes," she says. "Little do they know, you've only got two!"

I feel my face getting hot.

She adds with a rueful laugh, "So far, that is. These men want to fuck

you because they think you've got a pussy already?"

"Yes, Mistress," I say, wincing at the already. It's Tanya's choice, of

course, whether to have me cut or not. I know that Andrew would like it if I was. But I can't help but feel some trepidation toward taking that final step.

"Yes," I say nervously. "That's exactly it. They think I've got a pussy, and

they..." I shiver. "They want it." I felt a soft glow of pride.

Tanya growls at me sternly, "And that's humiliating?"

"Y-yes," I stammer. "Yes, Mistress."

Now she's openly angry. "What's humiliating about having a pussy,

Gina? I've got one, and I'm perfectly proud of it." To Darius, she says flirtatiously, "You like it, too, don't you, baby?" He grunts an affirmative.

"I--I'm sorry, Mistress. It's not humiliating to have a pussy. It just makes

me feel...vulnerable."

"That's the point, Gina. You are vulnerable. Because all they'd have to do

is get you alone, and you'd have their dicks in your mouth inside five minutes, isn't that right?"

"I don't know, Ma'am."

"I do," says Tanya. "And five minutes after that, you'd be begging them

to fuck you. Just like you do to Darius."

"But I'm not a real girl," I whine. "I can't get fucked by a stranger. He'd

find out that..."

"He'd find out what you are?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Gina laughed. "Is it that you should or shouldn't have a cock?"

Darius chimed in, giving his opinion in his basso profundo.

"That fine piece of ass should not have a cock."

I say, "I…I guess I shouldn’t have one, Mistress."

"Of course you shouldn't," Tanya says. "Darius is always right. Aren't

you, dear?"

"Damn straight," growls Darius. "Anyone who sucks my cock as good as

Gina does has got to be a born sissy."

Tanya adds, "Maybe if you're a good girl, we'll take care of that little

problem after you get your year-end bonus."

I gulp. "Yes, Mistress."

"Then you can spread your legs for all sorts of strange men, and they'll

never know they just fucked someone who used to be a man. Until then, you'd better remember that it's your job to be proud of being a horny little slut. Pussy or no pussy, I want you happy and horny."

I say, "Yes, Mistress."

"Did any of them try to pick you up?" she asks me.

I say proudly, "Almost every man I talked to."

Tanya murmurs her approval.

"I took pictures of each one I met, Mistress. I have their business cards in

my valise. And I sent you the pictures."

"Did you?" she says, obviously pleased.

I can feel myself blushing as I say, "I was hoping you could help me

decide which one to call."

Tanya says sternly, "Which one?"

I gulp.

"Sorry, Mistress. Which, um...which ones?"

"How many cards did you get?"

"Thirty-six," I say.

"All of them staying in town tonight?"

"Most of them," I say nervously. I squeeze my cock firmly and bounce it

up and down. It feels amazing, but I already know there's no way I'll be able to cum.

On the other end of the phone, I hear wet noises.

Tanya is going down on Darius again.

I rub my half-soft cock more quickly as I hear him moaning.

Distantly, I hear him say, "Yeah, right there, right there...oh yeah...take it

down your throat...all the way down, baby...." Deeper gulping sounds accompany his moans.

Tanya finally comes up for air, and tells me rapturously, "Then call all of

them," she says. "Until you get one who can meet you right away."

My eyes go wide. "But… but Mistress..."

Tanya laughs. "I don't have time to be your dating consultant, Gina.

Besides, you should be sucking every cock you meet. You certainly need the practice."

I blurt, "But Darius just said…"

"Forget what he said," Tanya told me. "Darius wouldn't know a good

blowjob if it bit him on the ass. Isn't that right, darling?"

Angrily, Darius grunted, "Whatever you say, baby. Just put your mouth

on it, baby."

Tanya hissed, "In a minute." Then, to me, she said, "Gina, start calling. I

want you down on your knees, with a cock in your mouth, inside an hour. And I want pictures. Text it to me real-time, or I'll know you're being naughty and not getting laid."

"But Mistress, I…"

"Have I made myself clear?"

"Yes, Mistress," I say.

"Bonus points if he's twice your age," says Tanya with amusement.

"Double bonus points if he's twice your age and ugly."

I bristle.

I listen to the loud wet noises of my wife sucking her boyfriend's cock.

There are slaps as she smacks his cock against her cheek, slurps as she sucks him up and down, and gulps as she takes him down her throat again. Then I hear the telltale swishing sound of her pushing her tits together and sliding his cock between them.

My little cock gets stiffer. It's almost all the way hard now, which is how

I know that, despite my fear, my wife is absolutely right.

I want to meet one of these men. Maybe more than one of them.

Hell, maybe all of them.

Darius's blowjob continues for a long time, and I rub my half-hard dick

listening to my wife sucking off her boyfriend, the real man who took my place as her lover.

There's another ten minutes of eager sucking sounds and Darius moaning

before Tanya says, "Gina? Are you still there?"

Nervously, I say, "Yes, Ma'am."

Tanya says, "What are you waiting for? You've got calls to make."

I take a deep breath. "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. Good night,

Mistress."

Tanya's only answer is a harsh order: "Don't forget to send me the

picture, real time, or I'll make you sorry."

Then Tanya moans. I know what's happening; she's mounting Darius,

pushing his cock into her.

She ignores my farewell, and someone, probably Darius, kills the

connection.

I tuck my half-hard cock back into my panties and pull down my skirt.

I go to my valise and take out the stack of business cards. Then I go to

my laptop and open the folder of pictures.

Bonus points. I want them.

I decide I'll start with the oldest.

His name is Russell. I dial his number.
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