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In the back of the men’s locker room at “Big Steve’s Gym and Fitness Center”, Clint carefully worked with his pocket knife. He was not exactly sure what he would find, but he carefully and slowly carved a hole in the wall of a room that had once been a closet to hold cleaning supplies.

He had walked past that very door at the end of the row of showers dozens of times over the past year before the thought had suddenly come to him. The women’s locker room should be on the other side of that wall. Most of wall the men’s locker room shared with the women’s locker room was too conspicuous because men were always coming in and out. But if he could sneak into the little room, he would have some privacy.

When nobody else was around, he had tried the door to this small room and found it unlocked. All of the cleaning equipment had been moved at some point and all that was left was a large sink that he assumed had been used to fill and empty mop buckets.

Drywall is make up of gypsum paste pressed between two thick pieces of paper. The typical wall consists of studs with drywall mounted on both sides. This approach has been in use for decades in part because it would help deter the spread of a fire if one broke out in one are of a building.

Clint did not know much about construction and he worked nearly an hour before he found that the piece of wall he was working on just opened into the space where the studs separated the two pieces of drywall.

He had then cut a larger square from the first layer and slipped out of the room. He had missed his workout, but he showered and dressed. He left, signing out. For safety reasons they tracked who entered and left the gym. Clint assumed that if you hung around too long, they would come looking for you. Or maybe it helped them make sure everyone was gone at night. Who knew and who cared?



Clint spent that evening as he did most evenings. He got back to his apartment and crashed. Well, it was not exactly an apartment. It was actually a room in his parent’s basement, but he had his own door. Since graduating from high school a few years earlier, his routine was the same most days during the week. Get up, get dressed, go to work at the library reshelving books, stop by the gym to go through the motions of working out, grab a bag of fast food, and come back to his room.

Most evenings were also predictable. After shoving whatever fast food he had grabbed in his mouth, he spend hours playing video games or watching porn.

The gym had been his mom’s idea. She thought it would help him get in shape and give him a way to meet people. Instead he usually just sat on one of the stationary bikes peddling slowly for an hour or so while he ogled the women and even the occasional guy.

That night he searched the internet for porn that showed women who were being spied on without their knowledge. This was going to be cool.



The next afternoon at the gym, Clint had a better idea of what he was dealing with. He slipped into the room and quickly cut away a square of cardboard from the opposite piece of drywall he had exposed the previous day. Then he carefully used his knife to remove the gypsum in small chunks.

That left a small square of cardboard exposed. That was all that was between him and whatever was on the other side.

Using a pin, he carefully he poked a small hole in that final barrier and slowly leaned forward and put his eye up to it.



Geraldine was not the typically gym bunny. The room that contained free weights and similar gear had typically been the domain of men interested in building serious muscles for either strength or tone. For the last year Geraldine had been a regular and accepted presence in their midst.

She was six feet tall and many would have described her as “big boned”. Anyone who saw her at the gym dressed in the tight fitting singlet she wore while lifting instantly knew it was not her bones that were big, it was the healthy layer of muscle that covered them that gave her the bulk some mistook for extra weight.
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If she had one weakness, it was the fact that she used steroids to help build her muscle. There were various side effects. Some were in appearance and sometimes drew attention. Her clit had grown significantly since starting steroids. When she was aroused, her blood engorged clit would swell to the size of her thumb. When naked, it would jut out in front of her like a small cock.

Even when under the singlet she wore while she worked out, the forever swollen lips of her pussy gave the men a show in the form of a prominent camel toe.
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Geraldine had never been one of the popular girls and it frustrated her that most of the gym rats she worked out with chased the petite women from the yoga classes instead of showing any interest in her. They also could cause her to have fits of rage and anger. The term often used for this was ‘roid rage.



Clint ogled through the pinhole. He recognized Geraldine as she stood there drying after her shower. They had actually gone to school together and he had seen her around the gym before, but he had never seen her like this. In fact, other than porn she was the first woman he had ever actually seen naked in his life.

Unconsciously, he began rubbing his crotch as Geraldine toweled herself off. When she started walking out of the shower area, she was walking directly towards him. A rush of fear filled him. He was certain she would someone know he was on the other side of the wall watching. But she got to the wall and turned to head up to the locker area.

Clint swore he could feel her presence as she passed only a few feet away from him.

Clint quickly showered and went home. He did not even grab dinner like he usually did because of his desperate need to masturbate.



That night, Clint watched porn showing women bodybuilders. The more he watched, the more lusted for Geraldine.



The next evening at the gym, Clint worked up the nerve to make the hole slightly larger. He held up his cell phone and before long was rewarded with the sight of Geraldine walking to one of the shower stalls. A few moments later she stepped out, drying herself off.

Clint grinned. He had it all recorded on his phone.

Once he got home he watched it over and over again, masturbating until he was sore. It was around two o’clock the next morning when he finally fell asleep.



The next day while he worked at the library he would sneak peaks at the video on his phone. He wondered if Geraldine had a boyfriend or something. He found a social media site that helped connect you with former class mates.

She had listed her relationship status as “Looking for Mr. Right.” She also had her e-mail and phone number listed. 

He tagged the profile and put the contact information in his phone, even though he knew he would never have the nerve to actually call or e-mail her. He captured a still of her from the video showing her naked and drying herself, then added that to the contact info. He loved the still shot. She was stretching upward holding a towel and her bushy muff and small but firm breasts were perfectly modeled.



Geraldine’s phone buzzed. She worked at a nutrition store and most of the day was pretty boring. The only interesting times where when other fitness fanatics would come by seeking advice on vitamins and additives.

She casually pulled her phone out and saw it was an alert from a social media application she had installed a few months earlier. It had never sent her a notification before, so she was a bit surprised, but not as surprised as she was when she tapped the screen and was rewarded with a nude photo of herself.

It said that Clint Garrison had added it to the contact information he had for her and asked if she would like to add it to her profile.

She declined and spent a while thinking.



Later that afternoon, Geraldine was finishing up her workout. Through a window along one wall, she noticed Clint walking towards the men’s locker room. She caught him looking towards her and smiled. He smiled back.

Yea, she thought. Smile while you can little sissy man.



Clint snuck into the room again. Was it his imagination or had Geraldine smiled at him. He wondered why he had never realized just how sexy she was before. He got his phone ready and peeked through the hole in the wall.

Then he waited for his newly rediscovered Amazon goddess of strength and love to appear.



Geraldine found the janitorial closet and wheeled out a small cart. When she got to the men’s locker room, she set up a sign that was on the cart that declared the room was “temporarily out of service for cleaning”. She pushed the cart into the room and surveyed things.

It was basically a mirrored layout of the women’s locker room. She made her way back to the shower area. There was only one big difference between the men’s locker room and the lady’s locker room. In the men’s there was a small storage closet as you hit the back corner where the isle leading to the showers was.

She walked up to the door of the closet and slowly tried the knob. It was unlocked. Slowly she turned the knob and then she swung the door open.



Clint was holding his phone up to the hole in the wall, ready to start filming as soon as Geraldine showed up.

Suddenly the door opened behind him. He turned and found himself face to face with the woman herself.

“You fucking little filthy pervert,” she said. “You pitiful little peeping bastard.”

He tried to speak but his throat was dry and no words came out.

She snatched the phone from his hand. A few seconds later she was watching the video of her from the day before. There were several other videos of “female muscle” porn.

She crushed the phone in her hand. Clint was still unable to move and watched in disbelief as the phone seemed to disintegrate into a tangled mass of plastic pieces.

She slapped him twice, once from each side. Clint felt like his knees were going to buckle.

“You have two choices,” she told the cowering young man. “I punish you my way or we call the cops and let the gym work with them to punish you their way. Which is it?”

“Please,” Clint begged as he managed to find his voice. “I’ll do anything. Just don’t call the cops. My parents would kick me out of the basement.”

“Works for me,” Geraldine said as she grabbed some twine that was on the cart. While he was still stunned, she quickly bound his wrists together. She bent him over the sink and tied his hands to a drain pipe that went into the floor.

Next she took a mop off the cart. She tied the end of the handle to one of Clint’s ankles. Then she grabbed his other ankle and pulled it as far from the other as it would go. She quickly bound it to the opposite end of the mop handle.

Clint was now bent over and spread wide. He make a squeaking sound as he tried to get words of pretest out.

His reward was having a rag from the cart stuck into his mouth.

“You ever been butt fucked?” she asked.

She was rewarded with a series of protesting grunts. With brute force, she ripped his gym shorts off, leaving them in shreds. She found a small whisk broom on the janitor cart.

“Sure you wouldn’t rather explain things to the cops?” she asked and he vigorously shook his head no.

She found a bottle of soap and she poured some on the handle and began to slowly work the handle into Clint’s ass. His world exploded into nothing but searing pain as she violated his ass.

Once it was in, it stuck out of his ass cheeks like a small, bristly tail.

Clint tried to catch his breath. Was it finally over? Had this been his punishment?

She knew what he was thinking as she sat the bottle of soap on the floor beside his feet.

“We’re just getting started baby. Enjoy yourself sissy boy.”

Geraldine took the cart and pushed it towards the door. Clint tried to yell and scream in protest. Surely she was not just going to leave him here like this.



Geraldine stepped through the door. One of her friends from the weight room was waiting to get into the locker room as she picked up the sign saying it was unavailable.

“What were you doing? Moonlighting as a maid?”

He smiled at her. He was an okay guy.

“There’s a peeping tom who’s been spying on the women’s locker room in there. Why don’t you give him a good butt fucking as a favor for me?”

He chuckled as she walked off, but when he approached the showers he was rewarded with a view of Clint’s prone and spread ass.

“You asshole,” he said. “My older sister works out her. Have you been peeping on her to?”

Clint wanted to explain he had only spied on Geraldine, but the rag in his mouth let him only give a series of grunts.

“You want some action you sick bastard, I’ll give you some action.”

Clint heard the sound of the bottle of soap squirting on the man’s cock. The man mounted Clint and began to fuck him.

“You worthless piece of shit. I’ll teach you to spy on my sister and her friends.”

About then another man showed up.

“Whoa,” he said. “What the hell?”

“This sick puppy has been spying on the girl’s locker room. I’m giving him a little lesson on what happens to guys who get their thrills peeking at my sister.”

“Fuck man, my wife works out here. This bastard has been peeking on her to?”

The first man was ramming his cock violently into Clint’s tight ass time after time.

“Shit. He’s fucking tight. Probably spying on your wife and everyone else. Damn, I’m going to cum.”

Clint felt the man’s cock stiffen inside him. There was one final thrust as the man pushed his cock deep into Clint’s bowels and began to pump his load of cum into Clint’s hole.

The first man finished and stepped back.

The first man looked at the second man and asked, “I’m spent, but I think he needs a lot more punishment than that.”

The second stepped up. “I don’t usually do sloppy seconds, but this is for getting your thrill’s watching my wife shower.”

Clint tried to scream with pain as the second cock entered his ass. This guy was hung and he took several minutes of pumping to get his full length in.

By now several other men had gathered and heard the story. One of the older men said, “My cousin comes her for her yoga class once a week. I’m going to teach him a lesson.”

The second man was grunting and suddenly his huge slab of meat began to spit wad after wad of gooey cum into Clint.

Clint’s world was narrowed to nothing but the pain of being mounted and fucked.

The group continued to grow and the rumors about what he had done spread, becoming more and more embellished with sordid details with each telling. For nearly three hours until the gym closed, Clint was fucked by a succession of cocks of all shapes, sizes, and races. Some guys did not so much care what he had done, they just wanted an ass to fuck.

Cum dribbled out of Clint’s gaping asshole and ran down his legs. There was a massive puddle on the floor. It seemed like gallons and gallons had been pumped of man seed had been dumped inside him as they breed his helpless ass.

When the lights flashed to indicate the gym was getting ready to close, the man riding him finished up and then showered.

Clint was left alone. It was a half hour later when the lady who cleaned the place came in. She had emptied several trash cans before she walked back to where she could see Clint.

“I don’t know and I don’t want to know,” she muttered

After going off in search of scissors, she cut Clint free.

“Boy, you are a mess. You can use the shower while I clean if you want.”

Clint showered and slowly put his street clothes back on.

“I’ll unlock the door and let you out,” the maid said.

Clint shuffled painfully along beside her as she walked him to the front door. He did manage a humble, muttered, “Thank you.”



The next day, Clint called in sick and spent the day in bed. A few times he felt like he needed to go, but his bowel movements were nothing but a mixture of gas, cum, and blood.

The second day afterwards he made it back to work, but was still slowly shuffling around instead of walking.

After lunch one of his coworkers motioned to him.

“Phone for you. A woman says you were helping her find a book.”

Clint tried to remember who he might have been helping as he picked up the phone.

“This is Clint. What book is it that you were looking for?”

“The book of world records that would tell us what the previous record was for being butt fucked by the most men in one evening was before you broke it.”

It was Geraldine. Clint was not sure whether to be angry or apologetic.

“Listen Clint,” she said. “I was a bit upset and maybe things got carried away. I actually had stashed my phone discreetly off in a corner and got a video of the whole thing. I’ve watched it a couple of times and can’t help but masturbate the whole time.”

Oh shit. Him having videos of others seemed naughty but harmless. Her having a video of him could be bad.

“So I was thinking to myself. Clint liked watching me from a distance. I’ll bet he’d really like to get a close up view while he eats my pussy. Because I’m really horny Clint and it isn’t like you are going back to the gym after work ever again, is it?”

“What do you want?” he asked.

“Well Clint, I have a dildo and I have a vibrator. I even had a butt plug and some nipple clamps. But what I want is a new and eager little toy boy who will come by for an hour, lap away at my cunt, and make me cum a few times.”

Clint was silent.

“Here’s the deal Clint. If you don’t want my raunchy video of you getting your ass gang banged by, if my count is right, twenty-three different men a total of thirty-one times, then you are going to drop by my place at six o’clock and you are going to satisfy me.”

“But,” she added. “It’s up to you.”

Then she gave him her address and apartment number and then hung up.



Clint sat in his car and looked at the apartment in front of him. A week ago he was a shy and lonely guy who just wanted a peek at some women. Now half the town probably knew he was a peeping tom and that he had been gang banged in the men’s locker room at the gym. And the bad part was that while he had just wanted it to end at the time, now he was turned on just thinking about it all.

He sighed, got out, and slowly walked to the door.

He knocked and Geraldine answered. She was wearing nothing but a tee shirt and panties. She reached out, pulled him in, and locked the door.

“Damn I’m horny,” she said as she led him to the bedroom. “Strip down for me.”

Geraldine quickly shed her tee shirt and panties and laid on the bed. Clint took a bit longer getting his clothes off. He was shaking and felt sick with anxiety.

“Have you ever eaten pussy before?” she asked.

Clint shook his head.

“Come over her. I’ll teach you how to eat me just like I like it.”

Clint approached the bed and sat between her legs.

“Why…” Clint started.

“Why does my pussy look different than your prissy little porn pussies?”

Clint nodded.

“I do steroids. I’m no doctor, but it kind of turns my clit into a wanna be dick. When I get excited, it grows.”

She spread her legs and pealed back the skin.

“That clit that is sticking out at you is my magic button Clint. Lick it a few times.”

Clint had dreamed of having a woman ask him to have sex with her, but this was nothing like he had expected. He leaned forward tentatively.

He could smell her. It was a mixture of sweat and something else. Lust? The need for his tongue maybe?

His tongue lashed out and quickly flicked across the sensitive surface of her clit. She moaned.

“Yea baby, like that. Over and over.”

He tentatively licked her several more times and then moved forward and began lapping away.

She moaned and Clint felt her body shudder.

“God, it has been so long,” she murmured. “That is great. Keep it up.”

Clint could sense her clit swelling beneath his tongue. Tentatively he took it into his mouth and began to nurse on it.

A loud moan came from Geraldine and she arched her back.

Encouraged, he continued to suck and let his tongue work on the tip of the monster clit that filled his mouth. It continued to swell and he began to happily suck and lick on it.

He felt Geraldine’s body shudder. Her hands were now on the back of his head pushing his face into the fuzzy love hole between her wide-spread legs.

She began to rock quickly, thrusting upward at him. Clint desperately worked to keep his oral grip on her clit.

Then in one movement she slowly arched upward letting out a piercing moan. Then she collapsed and repeated the motion several times.

Exhausted from her orgasm, she collapsed on the bed and pulled Clint upward by his shoulder.

“Good work. You just got a woman off honey. That was great.”

Clint smiled, happy that he had satisfied her.

She rolled over and pulled a vibrator and a tube of flavored lubricant from the bedside table.

Clint watched as she applied the lube. She twisted the top and it began to gently hum. She handed it to him and then gently guided his hand downward so he could insert it into her damp pussy.

“Use your tongue to push my clit down on it. Your tongue on the top, the vibrator on the bottom, and this thing buried inside me will make me come fast. Enjoy the fruity flavor honey.”

Clint quickly crawled back down between her legs. He slowly worked the vibrator in and out of her. Then he leaned forward and used his tongue to aggressively lick the top of her clit. This pinched it between his tongue and the vibrator. He could feel the vibrations through his tongue and in his teeth when he pressed hard.

Geraldine squealed and writhed beneath him. 

“Shit! Shit! Shit! Aaarrrrrgggggggg!”

Her hips convulsed upward and she thrashed around the bed as a massive orgasm racked her body. Before the orgasm finished, the next one began. Over and over she road waves of pleasure for about ten minutes.

Finally, panting and exhausted, she put her hand down and gently pushed Clint away.

“I’ve got to rest baby,” she gasped.

He began to crawl upward but stopped at her breasts. He looked in fascination. They were broad in diameter, but only rose less than two inches from her muscular chest. He bent forward and took the nipple into him mouth.

Geraldine moaned again.

For several moments he nursed at her breast and then he shifted to the other one.

A few minutes later he moved up and looked her in the eyes.

“You are learning fast,” she told him. Then she closed her eyes. In a few minutes her breathing was slow and regular. One arm was wrapped around Clint, holding him tight.

Holding him like he belonged to her.

He relaxed and closed his eyes.



Clint suddenly woke up. He opened his eyes and found Geraldine studying him.

“You really haven’t said much since you got here,” she told him.

He shrugged and she laughed. His eyes looked into hers with a loyal and longing look.

“I had a boyfriend for a while,” she said. “Turned out he was gay. I have a strap-on that we used to play with, but he liked real dick better. Have you ever had a steady girlfriend?”

Clint shook his head no.

“Do you like being with me?” she asked.

“You are the most incredible and sexy woman I have ever met. I would do anything for you.”

Geraldine smiled. “Even forgive me for getting you gang banged in the men’s room?”

“I’d let them all fuck me over again if that was what you wanted,” he said earnestly. “But I think your boyfriend was an idiot. I had the real thing. I’d rather bend over for you and your strap-on any time. I’d love for you to own me. For me to belong to you.”

Geraldine shifted and pulled a couple of things out of the night stand. One was a strap-on.

“We should probably give your ass a bit of time to heal before I tear it up again,” she joked.

She held up something that was unlike anything Clint had ever seen.
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“It’s a male chastity device. I can lock you up. I have the key. You can’t get an erection or have an orgasm without my permission. I would really own you. It isn’t a game. If I decide that I want you to belong to me and you agree, there is no backing out in a few weeks or fooling around on the side. Do you understand that?”

Clint nodded.

She leaned towards him and kissed his neck. She moved up and whispered in his ear. “You will call me Mistress or Ma’am. No more nods. You will answer me. Okay?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Very good. Are you sure you want to belong to me because I will warn you that there are days I will be rough and there are days I will be nearly insatiable. But there will also be times I reward you.”

“Yes Mistress. I want to belong to you.”

Geraldine pinned Clint’s body to the bed. With her hands gently holding him down, she crawled down his body.

“You have been a good boy. I think maybe it’s time for your first reward.”

She opened her mouth and leaned towards Clint’s cock.

“Thank you Mist... Ahhhh!”

She smiled. She felt his body quivering uncontrollably and could taste his precum. She sucked aggressively and bobbed her head up and down. She wanted to see how fast she could get him off and it was only slightly more than a minute later when his cock stiffened and began spewing it’s pent up load into her hungry mouth.

She sucked and licked until he was limp and drained.

In one hand, she still held the chastity device. She now carefully placed his cock within its confines and locked it.

“I’m going to ride your face and ride it hard,” she told him.

“Thank you Mistress.”

She crawled up and straddle his face. She faced the wall and put her arms against it and lowered herself onto Clint’s open mouth.

He began to happily lick and suck her clit. She pressed down with her body and then thrust her hips back, dragging her sensitive clit over his mouth. She knew he was smothered and unable to breathe when she was fully pushed back. She slowly rode forward. He continue licking and sucking as he gasped for air.

A few minutes later she began grinding his face in shorter more desperate thrusts.

“I’m coming baby!”

She felt the orgasm surge through her body. A minute later she rode the orgasm to its end. She crawled off of Clint and laid in the middle of the bed.

He snuggled against her side.

“Did I do okay Mistress?”

“That was good. Did you enjoy getting your blow job?”

“Yes Mistress. It was incredible. Thank you for letting me belong to you Mistress.”

In a few minutes they were both asleep again.



At first Clint’s parents were excited that their son was finally moving out of their basement. The first time they met Geraldine they were a bit less certain, but eventually they decided that a strong woman with a strong personality might be what Clint needed.

His video of her had been destroyed, but now most evenings he would stand outside the shower holding the towel he would offer her when she finished.

Some evenings the couple would watch the video that Geraldine had made of Clint being gang banged while she fucked his ass with her strap-on.

She had wanted to make the first time with the strap-on somewhat tender and had made sure both he and the dong were well lubricated as he kneeled on the bed eagerly waiting for his Mistress to take him. She had watched the large, plastic dick slide pierce his ass. A slight whimper had come from him as she first pushed forward into him, but once she was inside they both lost control to their lust and excitement.
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“Please fuck me Mistress!” he had begged. “God that feels so good!”

“Take it you slut,” she had barked as she thrust into him. “Yeah, you like that don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress. I love having you inside me.”

While she continued to thrust into him, she reached under him and felt his cock. She had removed the chastity device and he was rock hard and swollen with excitement.

“You do like it bitch,” she said in wonder.

She pushed deep inside of him and then grasped his legs. With her raw brute strength she flipped Clint over and onto his back.

Their eyes locked for several minutes as she began to fuck him aggressively once more. Then her eyes dropped to where his dick was swaying in rhythm with her violation of his ass. Clint’s eyes had dropped to Geraldine’s firm breasts. He was mesmerized by the slight jiggle they gave each time she slammed the fake dick all the way into him.

“Jerk off for me,” she told him.

“Thank you Mistress,” he said as his hand quickly grasped his cock and began pumping with desperation.

Only a few minutes later, his strained voice asked, “May I cum, Mistress?”

“Shoot that load baby,” she said.

Seconds later his cock erupted and spat wad after wad of cum as far up as his chest. Geraldine slowed her pace as he neared the end of his orgasm. When he finished, she slowly pushed her dong deep into him, leaned forward, and licked the cum off his hairless chest while he moaned with happiness.



Geraldine returned to her apartment from her job at the nutrition store by four o’clock most afternoons, while Clint’s job at the library typically kept him busy an hour or two later.

Clint was happy and part of life’s excitement with his new mistress was never knowing what he would come home to. Sometimes she would be cooking and they would set down to a meal like any other couple. Other times he found a note and clothing telling him what to do before coming back to the master bedroom and bath to serve Geraldine.

Sometimes he wore a tiny black bikini bottom and served her a glass of wine while Geraldine soaked in a bubble bath. Other times he would find a sissy outfit of panties and a frilly dress that he was to dress in meaning the evening would hold hours of being happily impaled on his Mistress’s strap-on.

A few times there had been unusual instructions such as to crawl to the bedroom on his hands and knees. Both Geraldine and Clint were getting used to their roles as Mistress and slave. They both found it took more effort than they had originally thought, but they also both felt a great pleasure in their arrangement and wanted their partner to be satisfied and happy.

That did not mean that Geraldine was not demanding, just that she looked for ways to be demanding that she knew filled Clint with excitement or the humiliation he craved. There was the time she made him wear panties, pink leggings, and a pink tee shirt proclaiming “Girl Power” when he went to the apartment complex’s laundry room late one evening.

Clint’s face had burned red with embarrassment when he ran into Mrs. Gilly from upstairs, but she had spent about thirty seconds carefully studying him and then went back to reading her gossip magazine. Clint had unloaded the dryer into his basket and hurried back to the apartment, hoping he would encounter nobody else.

But Geraldine had a growing ability to know what her sissy slave was thinking. She had removed his chastity device and held him as he masturbated and told her about his adventure. In the end, he shot a huge load that proved just how sexually charged he was over being caught by the neighbor during his little excursion.



A few weeks later on a Friday evening, Clint entered the apartment and found a note and a necklace on the coffee table. He knew the necklace well and picked it up carefully. The note said, “Strip. Remove your chastity device. Come to bed and make love to me like a man for a change.”

Surprisingly, Clint’s reaction was to be nervous. Being a sissy slave meant never having to make decisions. All he had to do was follow a few rules and do as he was told.

In a way he had been told what to do, but he was blank on the details. He did not want to disappoint his Mistress and quickly stripped. He had never undone the chastity device that encased his cock before, but had watched Geraldine put it on and take it off dozens of times. The necklace with the key was almost always around her neck. She would joke sometimes about the key to his chastity device hanging between her breasts and near her heart.

Clint fumbled with the key a bit, but then it was off and his cock sprang free.

Swollen and erect, it bobbed in front of him as he carefully made his way to the bedroom. As he entered, he found Geraldine lying naked on the bed. He approached and sat on the edge, looking at her. Then he leaned forward and kissed her. Her arms wrapped around him and pulled him to her.

Their mouths locked together. Geraldine hand partially sat up, but now as she relaxed and laid back on the bed, Clint was drug down and on top of her. An instinct took over and he began massaging her nipples with his fingers as his cock probed the furry entrance to her pussy.

Seconds later he slid into her damp depths. Their lips were locked together and he was rewarded with a small gasp from her as he pushed his cock inside. He gently began to thrust.

He broke off the kiss and whispered, “I love you so much.”

“I love you to,” she whispered back. This was followed by a moan.

Clint arched his back and lowered his head to one of her breasts. He suckled on her as he continued to fuck her. Her body writhed beneath him.

“Oh god. Yes,” she said in a quiet but sexually charged tone of voice.

He continued to fuck and suck as he shifted to the other nipple.

A few minutes later her own hips began thrusting upward in rhythm with hers. She pulled him to her and his mouth released the nipple he had been nursing on.

Their heads were side by side, each encouraging the other.

“I’m almost there,” she said.

“It feels so incredible to be inside you,” he said.

“Yes. Yes. Yes. I’m coming!”

Her back arched up off the bed.

“Your pussy feels so good. I’m almost there to.”

Her body shook with an intense orgasm.

“Fill me up. Cum for me honey.”

Clint needed no further encouragement and his cock began to pour its seed into the depths of her womb, one explosive squirt after another.

A few minutes later they laid cuddled together, exhausted and satisfied.

“Why?” Clint asked quietly. When she looked at him questioningly he explained. “Why do you want to play like this tonight?”

“Sometimes I need more than a toy,” she explained. “More than just a sissy slave. Sometimes I need a real man.”

“Did I do okay?” Clint asked with uncertainty.

“You did fantastic baby. If you are good, once a month or so I’ll give you a treat. Tonight’s your treat. It’s your night. Rest and then tell me what you want to do next. You can fuck my ass if you want to? Maybe even paddle it a bit first since this is your night to be a man.”

“I’d like that. God how I’d like that,” Clint told her.



The next morning was Saturday.

Geraldine had started going to the gym in the mornings instead of the evenings. Sometimes she woke Clint up and made him fix breakfast or eat her pussy before she headed to the gym. Other times she would let him sleep.

This morning he woke up, rolled over, and found himself alone. While rolling over he had felt something and he took a peek under the blanket. His cock was tucked back into its chastity device.

He made his way to the kitchen and found a note from Geraldine.

“Went to gym. Back around nine. You were great last night. My ass is sore from being fucked and paddled. You be kneeling on the bed naked when I get home so I can return the favor.”

Clint smiled. Two months ago a Saturday morning would have meant sleeping in after playing video games alone in his basement bedroom late into Friday night. This Saturday was so different. He had been able to satisfy his Mistress as a man the night before and was going to be her submissive sissy bitch when she got back from the gym. How could life get any better?



Clint never stopped worshiping his Amazon Mistress and she never tired of playing with her eager toy boy. Every few weeks he would get a special night where could pretend to be a man, but he was actually happy that he was not expected to do that more often.



On Sunday afternoon, Geraldine and Clint returned to the apartment after running errands. Clint had learned to tell when Geraldine was horny and as soon as they were in the door they both began to strip without a word.

Geraldine led Clint towards the bedroom.

“Do you like my ass?” she asked.

Clint looked down. Like the rest of Geraldine’s body, it was firm and muscular. Walking behind her, he could see the muscles of her ass ripple with each step.

“Your ass is perfect Mistress,” Clint said in earnest.

“I’m glad you like it,” Geraldine said as she laid face down on the bed. “Because I want you to put your tongue to work eating it.”

Clint did not hesitate. He crawled on the bed and between Geraldine’s legs. His hands gently parted her ass cheeks revealing her tightly puckered asshole. Clint leaned forward, burying his face in the Geraldine’s ass.

“Oh!” Geraldine exclaimed. She had wondered whether Clint would really do this and what it would feel like if he did. Nothing had prepared her for the incredible sensation of her slave’s tongue licking and probing the forbidden flesh of the taut skin of her bung hole.

Clint could not believe he was doing this and enjoying it so much, but he knew that his Mistress knew more about his kinky desires than he would even admit to himself. His tongue continued its work and Geraldine moaned in delight.

Clint moved one hand around and under Geraldine and began to play with her sensitive clit while continuing to lick and suck at her asshole. He could feel the pleasure bud was swollen with excitement and anticipation.

“Oh god,” Geraldine gasped.

Clint’s finger began to quickly flick back and forth over the sensitive surface of the tiny bud of pleasure that jutted proudly from Geraldine’s pussy. Geraldine arched upward slightly so he could better finger her and because of an approaching orgasm.

“Cumming,” Geraldine said in a strained voice and suddenly her world exploded into a million tiny points of pleasure and light as she climaxed.

Clint felt her entire body shudder and convulse beneath his tongue. His hand worked desperately to keep her clit under his eager fingers. Geraldine began a loud and piercing moan.

Then, a minute later, Geraldine collapsed forward onto the bed, exhausted by the intensity of her orgasm. Her eyes were closed, but she felt Clint lie down beside her.

“That was incredible,” Geraldine mumbled. “I never knew that sex could be that good.”

Clint affectionately stroked Geraldine’s hair. “It’s only as incredible as the partner you are making love to,” he whispered into Susan’s ear. “And Mistress, you are the best partner a sissy slave could ever serve.”

Geraldine smiled and snuggled to get more comfortable

“I’m going to rest a bit,” she said. “And then I’m going to do incredibly naughty things to you.”

“Thank you Mistress,” Clint said in a tone that showed both his gratitude and his longing.

Life was good, Geraldine thought. Who would have thought that a pathetic peeping tom could serve so well?
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