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CHAPTER ONE

Tiffany went to meet Walter at the La Guardia International Airport that Saturday afternoon. It was his coming out celebration of sorts, having left his wife of twenty-eight years after attending a few closet gay meetings that were kept secret only forty-five minutes from where he lived, that turned the page on his once boring life and made him realize that his entire existence amounted to little more than a lie. The epiphany hit him like a storm, he was really a woman trapped inside of a man’s body. Tiffany was an online friend that mirrored her friend Walt’s own plight. She too had just recently emerged from the same dark stale closet where Walter lived out his life as a heterosexual stuck in a Midwest Bible Belt, somewhere intolerant, U.S.A. Her piece of the dark closet pie was the realization that secretly, she hated men, and following a quick divorce, embraced her true self by drowning herself in the BDSM lifestyle as a Dominant Master. It didn’t take her long to acquire her slave subjects, and it seemed like her bible clenching religious mother was right after all, we are living in Godless times where it was every man for himself. Over the span of a few short months, they became BFF’s.

Walter arrived safely in Times Square, where he was free to dress, act and talk as he liked. Tiffany was holding his photo in her hand to make sure it wasn’t just some stranger pretending to be him. That would have been awkward to address a stranger like that, even in New York City. 

“Walt…is that you?” She asked the early thirty-something respectable lawyer in front of her who looked a little different than what his photo showed. Nothing effeminate about him, she thought to herself. Then he opened his mouth. His lisp came to life, finally free to express itself just like the swarm of people that populated that city.

“Yes, that would be me…” he squealed in delight like an old queen from way back. Then the two embraced like long lost friends doing the phony air kisses that transmitted no communicable diseases but looked very cool. Walter couldn’t wait to share some brand wild times  that he was not allowed back home, and like a freed bird exiting it’s brass prison he began showing his friend some of the online accessories he wanted to buy in the Big Apple. 

After a grueling flight, he was tired and needed to recover from the jet lag, but first they indulged their love of the finer things in life by making a quick stop at a Gourmet Cheese shop, stocking up several pounds of Brie and aged Dubliner cheese and a few boxes of foreign looking gourmet crackers. They both took a cab to the Hilton where they would share a luxury suite for the week that was the plan anyway. They seemed like a couple of young giddy girls with everything they could want ready to take on the world with reckless abandon.

Woe to the poor taxi driver who had to battle traffic while trying to concentrate on their non-stop whisperings of filthy things in the back of his cab. The fact that his eyes kept darting back to the two in the back, especially Tiffany who looked ravishing made it a small miracle that he was able to concentrate at all, let alone arrive at the destination safely.

“Here we are girlfriend; I love the big apple…” 

The urine colored Pakistani driver frequently glanced at them through his rear view mirror. The driver was evidently Muslim judging by his white head towel, and was driving in the midst of rush hour traffic, which gave him plenty of opportunity to gawk at the odd couple gabbing away in his back seat. The man was giggling and showing the woman his lipsticks and other things, and the overly made up but attractive young woman was dangling a strap on dildo that was hers. The Muslim man thanked his Allah that night that he was not some gender confused American man drooling over some lipstick shade in the back of a car.

When they finally reached their Hotel they tipped the driver less than what he was used to for being exposed to such depravity. Walter and Tiffany wanted the minutes to pass slowly, and just stood in front of the doorman looking up at the majestic piece of New York history in awe.

“How about a selfie girlfriend of mine?” Walter wanted every minute of his fling in the Big Apple to be documented for his scrapbook, and the old Midwest life he left behind never even popped into his head. At that moment in time the old hag that was his wife and four useless children of his evaporated like a fart in the wind. He felt like his pink glittery heart would explode with happiness as the two posed for the IPhone with duck lips and all, taking selfie after selfie, enjoying the moment for all it was worth.

“Oh girl, I tell you, tonight is a night we are never going to forget in a million years” he leaned into Tiffany as they checked in at the sprawling luxurious lobby.

“Yes Sir, you are in the Penthouse Suite, here is your key. Your baggage will be up shortly. The bellboy didn’t have much to carry as they both travelled light.

“Oh my goodness gracious, I feel like Dorothy…maybe I should click my heels three times, I must be dreaming…” Walter was in sheer heaven at the stark contrast between this and his old boring life. Tiffany made a beeline for the bathroom to relieve her bladder from indulging in one too many cherry cokes.

“This is awesome Walt, come check out the bathroom and the Jacuzzi, but let me pick up some of the tab, I don’t feel comfortable letting you pay for everything.” She was his friend, and friends share, well, sometimes they do.

“Forget it girlfriend, I saved over one million dollars in a separate account since I worked my first day as a litigator, and my wife, err, my ex-wife, never knew about. If she did I wouldn’t have it would I???”

“A million…wow, that’s awesome.” Tiffany had a bit of money stashed away from her Mistress role, but not that much.

“Tell you what, I always, well, now I found you, but I always wanted to be a sissy girl.” Walt confessed. Tiffany was now the Priest on the other side of the confessional booth. He continued, “sometimes as a young boy I used to actually dress in some of my mamas pretty dresses and her pretty makeup….I would just lock the door in her room and imagine myself as a little girl, does that make me crazy or a perv?” He seemed sad at the last statement, like there was something intrinsically wrong with him deep down, Tiffany just hugged him. Sometimes all a little boy girl needs is a hug and some tender loving care.

“Let’s get something to eat first…my treat girlfriend…I am staving!” He was falling into his new female sissy role very comfortably. But then there was the other little matter he failed to mention to her, his love of scat, his need to have someone shit on his face and then eats it as one would eat a rare Porterhouse steak. Too soon he thought to himself. Way too soon.

He picked up the phone and ordered room service. The first day had to be memorable, so he asked which dish would be the most elegant and expensive that was not a meat dish, as he knew that meat would remain in his bowels for about three days, and his new life demanded clean shit free pipes, so he ordered fish and lobster instead. Tiffany opted for Prime Rib and shrimp fondue with their best Champagne on Ice.

“Listen bitch” Tiffany placed her dragon red painted nails on Walts arm “bitch is what we in the non-Vanilla world call each other only if we friends…so don’t take it bad an’ get used to it…”

She continued “since you insist on not letting me split the expenses, the least I can do it give you pointers on your new self, we got a deal? I’ll show you proper sissy etiquette, and if you need a few friends, I have three that I know will love you for who you are. “Walt was touched by the dark chocolate Mistress that in the span of a few months, understood his deep inner self-better than his own family ever could. Just thinking about the paltry half a life he had to share to please his parents and not to mention the amount of alimony he would have to pay out on a dead horse of an ex made him cringe in the unfairness of life in general, and his in particular. She would probably never marry again just for spite. Tears began welling up in his eyes she moved him so.

CHAPTER TWO

There was a knock on the door. It was room service bringing in the lavish feast worthy of a king or pink princess.

“To our new life” Walter led the toast as the glasses made the distinctive sound of expensive Waterford crystal. The two friends ate, drank, and made merry as they enjoyed the moment. The next morning Tiffany awoke next to the pink lipstick colored Walt, surprisingly well applied all things considered.

“Wake up princess, wake up…” she nudged him as he protested the poking that was interrupting his pink gossamer dreams.

“I’m up……” he protested in a manly voice, not his usual high C note of his dreams.

They roused, deciding to shower together with hot then cold water, and then called room service for a scrambled egg and raspberry Ice Cream breakfast. Over breakfast, they were planning the rest of their beautiful sunny day. Although he was now free from the restraints of his old life in the Midwest, he needed a life coach to show him that the chains he’d imposed on himself over the Vanilla years, were now gone. He wanted to be the flirty girl of his dreams, able to seduce even the most stubborn heterosexual male simply by his charms and looks that he hadn’t yet perfected.

“Girl, you in New Yawk now…you ain’t in no corn field no more…relax.” Tiffany reassured him everything would be different now.

“How can I ever repay your kindness, I never had a friend like you…I love you Mistress Tiffany” as he exposed his tender sissy side to the Dominatrix Black woman before him.

“You mah sista girl…I love you too.” she said, patting him on the face, almost feeling sorry for him.

“Ok…now where we goin first…we got a lotta shit to do…first up on the agenda, we gonna get you dolled up, and I know just the place!” Tiffany knew every little thrift shop, every pawn shop, every cheap nook and cranny of the city. He was beside himself.

“Hurry up, the clock is tickin’ bitch!” He had to get used to getting called bitch, it was abrasive and crude he thought. There was his Midwestern grasp of life thinking again, old habits are hard to break.

“Don’t you have a car Tiffany?” he politely asked her as they exited the Hotel.

“Don’t really need one if you live in the city. You got buses and trains.” That made sense to someone from the city who knew every single combo in the train system to reach point A or B, but to someone who grew up in the Midwest or the country it made absolutely no god damn sense. Tiffany moved away from him and then called someone on her phone. A few moments later, she told him that one of her sissy pets Shawn was on his way to pick them up.

About twenty minutes later, a small white Prius pulled up, the driver honking the horn to get their attention, not being able to park because of strict parking rules in the city, something alien to Walter. The both jumped in as Tiffany quickly introduced the two men.

“Let’s go to that thrift shop I took you to the first time…remember…where you got that frilly fuchsia party dress you liked so well?” Shawn’s face came alive.

After a few detours and shortcuts, they arrived at the small vintage store located in the Bowery section of the Big Apple. This was an undiscovered gold mine to anyone that truly held a deep love for Vintage wear. They had mostly nineteen fifties dresses, pumps, soft Angora sweaters, they were in clothing heaven. The small shop smelled musty.

“Oh my God…is this for real?” Walt had never seen any place like this, certainly not in the small cornpone hick town of his old life. He darted about, feeling the taffeta orange skirts, the brightly colored party dress; they even had a pair of authentic cheerleader saddle shoes from decades ago that would probably look good with a few dabs of white polish. Tiffany and Shawn looked at each other; it made them happy that their new friend seemed in his element, finally finding his true purpose in life. He darted about each and every corner of the shop like a honeybee going from flower to flower.

Tiffany and Shawn went to their new friend who transported himself to this pink girly planet called the Days Past Vintage Wear. He never wanted to leave, and by the time his two friends approached him, he’d already had at least three shimmering pink taffeta dresses draped over his arm. The owner of the shop asked dryly “Can I help you with something?”

“Yes, you can sell me the entire store” Walt squealed like a fat little kid in a candy store. The proprietor simply smiled, seeing a good profit today. Most of the time, he’s sell maybe a dress or two a week.

“You know, I know of other places…”

Shawn let Walt know. Walter took his three dresses, a teal blue pair of pumps that fit him, a pair of fishnet stockings and miscellaneous other trinkets of tacky faux jewelry. The clothes smelled a little musty to him, but that didn’t matter.

“That’ll be seventy five dollars and forty cents.”

He couldn’t believe it, for less than one-hundred dollars he’d be walking away with six full dresses and two pairs of shoes plus the jewelry. He tried to pay but Tiffany pushed his hand away, offering her Discover card instead.

“Mah treat bitch” as she laughed. The owner an older Hassidic Jew raised his eyebrows and said nothing.

“What would make this day perfect for me…” Walter stopped himself. They were walking out towards the Prius.

“Cough it up…what would make this day as perfect for you as it is for us...” Shawn replied. Walt was so wrapped up in his pink paradise; he took no notice of the tall lanky Shawn devouring every curve on his cornpone Midwestern ass.

“What would make me truly happy would be to be made love to by another man in one of my new dresses, and God dammit, I’m in New York now, and I can do as I please!” His voice became louder, filled with confidence towards the end of his emancipation sentence.

“Are you asking permission?” Tiffany laughed, but in a kind way.

They got into the tiny cramped car. There was not one person around and throwing caution to the wind, Shawn told him what he needed to hear. Still in all, as delighted as he was that he was now able to express himself freely, he hesitated about asking what he had a kink for most of his sexually active adult life. He gulped.

“If you guys, my soul mates in a way, knew what a depraved many I really am deep down, I guarantee that you will stop this car and kick me out of it. Tiffany and Shawn both looked at each other, eyebrows turned, not knowing what would come out of his mouth next.

“What do you mean? Depraved is a pretty strong word, don’t you think?” said Shawn, intrigued by this chapter in his new friend’s life. He leaned over, wanting to hear more, needing to hear more. 

“It means that I enjoy when someone defecates on me...I told you I was depraved.” He said like a freed man, at last, he was able to confess the part of him that although it shamed him, it was as much a part of him as his hair color, or the way he would obsessively pick his nose when he thought nobody was looking, and then compulsively sneak the tainted finger into his mouth and eat the little green delectable morsel of nasal goodness. 

“Aw...that ain’t nuthin’, I have another pet who pays me to shit in his mouth, I thought for a moment that you killed someone or something like that...now that would have been straight up fucked up!” she said. Walter looked at them both, finally grateful for meeting people who could accept him for himself, faults and kinks and all. They were now his new and much improved family. But like the saying goes, the proof is in the proverbial pudding, and the rubber still had to meet the road for him.  

CHAPTER THREE

“Get into your dress Winnie” They both laughed. “You’re a girl now, so your new name is now Winnie.” Shawn reassured him it was all right to embrace his new role.

“Do you guys want to hear something funny….you know what they used to call me as a kid?”

“What did those little fuckers call you, I mean kids can be really cruel sometimes, I hope it didn’t stay with you.”

“They used to call me Walturd…Wimpy Wishy Washy Walturd. They even made it into a song later on, that’s really the reason why mom pulled me out of that school and put me into another.” His eyes glazed over with fury and sadness as the tears welled up in the corner of his eyes. The two placed their understanding hands on him to comfort him, but truth was that sometimes things are so fucked up when a kid grows up that it remained in his memory for a long time.

“Those days are in the past, you have to say goodbye to your ghosts you know, it’s all a part of the healing process, trust me, I know for a fact talking from experience.” she said.

Walt, now Winnie, suddenly felt empowered, almost as if a dead weight of a two ton boulder were lifted off his shoulders, and then he slipped into the musty smelling bright pink taffeta dress. Tiffany dove into her large LV tote to remove a small bottle of Febreeze and quickly went to town on the old outfit, eradicating the unpleasant smell with each spray. The look was incomplete without makeup or accessories. His body also needed waxing to get rid of the ugly manly pubic hair looking shit on his arms and legs. Shawn zipped up his dress in the back.

“Now just pretend you’re walking down the street, doctors’ orders, and tell us how it feels.”

Winnie did as told, and began to walk around the room in the beautiful feminine dress that reflected his inner woman perfectly, he wore the teal blue pumps, and it felt invigorating. He must have covered a mile in the large room, and never wanted it to end. After a short while they became hungry to explore the many different cultures of food the city had to offer, and so they showered and exited the building, refreshed, ready for whatever would happen that day.

They got into Shawn’s car and it was almost four in the afternoon when they realized that it was probably almost suppertime where Walt came from. In the Midwest and many country homes supper was served like clockwork at about five and sleep at nine.

Luckily, there was no lack of quick food joints in the city, they’d settled on a Falafel joint in the middle of SoHo in the Village, the Mecca of freed souls as some would openly dress as women. Walt was dumbstruck and exclaimed how such a thing was unheard of in his neck of the woods. In his neck of the woods, men are men and women were, well, women. Winnie and Shawn and Tiffany emerged from the car, being lucky enough to find a parking spot on some small side street very close to Chinatown. The smell of egg rolls wafted through the streets.

“I’ve heard of Middle Eastern food, but never had any.” Winnie was developing very nicely as a new person, first the dress, then the walk, and now the food. It was a tiny little spot, with only a few bistro style tables and even smaller dilapidated chairs. They found a vacant spot in the dark corner and waited for the Arabic lusciousness to be prepared and then fried ready. Winnie, the once and future pink King turned Queen, sat inside with his pink shirt. He thought about wearing the bright pink dress at first, and then images of disapproving faces as he walked down the streets flooded and drowned his desires, and finally he settled on the pink women’s sweater with the manly khaki pants that he’d brought with him.

Maybe in his hometown, he would have stood out like a sore thumb, but he was in New York City where anything goes. They chose a small unassuming falafel place known for their superior sauces and generous helpings with nothing but the freshest lettuces and most succulent lamb,  and settled there.

Only the owners stared at him as if in disgust, and it was obvious by the blatant stares their disapproving eyes were darting his way.

Tiffany said it loud enough for the few customers within earshot to hear her. She had to make her new friend feel comfortable.

“Winnie, don’t pay them towelhead Sand Niggers no mind, they just jealous of your dress…It’s probably the same exact one their sorry ass pedophile prophet Mohammed wore to his coming out party…” She laughed and laughed, eventually others joined in the mockery that made a faggot of their precious prophet.

“Oh God, I can’t believe she said that.” Even Shawn was nervous. He didn’t live under a rock, watching CNN regularly with all the beheadings and shit.

“We are in Amerkkkkaaah ( stressing the phlegmy sound common to Arabic) sweetie, so if you wanna wear a dress in public, then you will.” Her mean streak seemed mean, but in reality, she was the kind of friend that would lash out at anyone attacking her friend, she was loyal like that.

“Amerikaaahhhh” Shawn repeated, “That’s funny shit right there.”

“Your order is ready” the young dark skinned Arab boy called out. Shawn got up to pay and get the six orders of Falafel and drinks.

“How much do I owe you?” he asked.

“Thirteen dollars and 85 cents” the boy took the money and said nothing. It was clear that they did not understand the attack on the brown bastard they insulted.

“That was actually smart of you paying in cash…wouldn’t want to lose our heads now do we?” Shawn put his last two cents in as a final blow to their primitive culture and ways.

“THAT’S IT…GET THE FUCK OUT!!!”

An even fatter and browner man emerged from the back where the delectable falafels were being fried to a crispy goodness. The three jumped at the loudness of his threatening voice. The other customers glared at the man and also at the three that were disrupting their lunches. There were a few that chuckled secretly.

“Whoa, that was intense” The three were laughing and shaking from fear. They quickly got in the car.

“Know what, let’s just go to the Hotel, our next home for the next week BTW bitch” Tiffany nudged Shawn. They were giddy and happy and no amount of brown tide would disrupt their happy cloud.

“For real?” Winnie, is she full or shit or what?” Winnie nodded his head, happy in spite of what just happened.

“Maybe we better get you out of that dress before we arrive at the Hilton.” Winnie took off the sweater as Shawn drove. It his little town that would be a misdemeanor offense, not here, the Apple was tough as nails. He was now Walter again, in his boring gabardine slacks and button up blue cotton duck shirt. He was a stuffed shirt wearing a stuffed shirt with a desire to let his Mistress know the kink that he shielded even more than that of being a secret sissy. He liked to indulge in scat play. How could he possibly explain that? He was sure that she wouldn’t go for it, and didn’t say a thing until later, much later.

Shawn had never been inside this luxury Hotel and he felt the same as Walt inside that sissy’s wet dream of a store where he found the dresses. They were still giggling at having had the last word at the Arab bistro.

“Ok…listen up bitches” Tiffany was Shawn’s Mistress and now she would be training her new pupil.

“I’m gonna shower…and when I’m done, I want both of you girls to do the same.” She went to her large Coach Leather bag, and retrieved a simple black shiny outfit. After a few moments, she emerged dressed and with her whip, herded her two pupils inside the shower.

“Get clean, cleanliness is next to Godliness, remember that always.” The two men went inside to shower. They tried to close the door behind them, which infuriated Tiffany, making her force the door open with a kick of her foot.

“DO NOT CLOSE THE DOOR YOU FUCKIN FAGGOTS…”

“Say yes Mistress” Shawn advised Walt, knowing the wrath of his former Mistress turned close friend.

“Yes Mistress.” Shawn was obedient. He was confused. He’d never seen this side of her; the halo was quickly disappearing around his new friend with a Jekyll and Hyde dark side to her.

The emerged clean wrapped with only a towel covering their genitalia. She tore the towel from Shawn’s body. He was completely clean shaven, his massive cock just dangled from between his legs.

Walt just waited his turn. She walked slowly to him. They were about the same height, unlike Shawn who towered over the two.

“Let’s see what you got sissy boy…Did one of you worms confess to indulging in scat play?”

Walter raised his hand as though he were back in middle school, sheepishly wanted to get called on by the teacher who was teaching a different subject matter than anything he’d ever learned before.

The towel came off, he was a little hesitant, and his Midwestern modesty monster was again rearing its ugly ass head. As he walked through the streets he noticed something he was not used to. Back home, men were men and very few of them waxed or kept their body fur to a minimum the way they did in the city. He felt out of place, almost beastly at the feel of hair that covered almost every part of his body.

He felt ashamed at his hairy animal like forest of bodily hair as he admired Shawn’s sleek hairless clean looking body. He cock was fifty shades smaller than Shawn’s also, and fifty one shades hornier.

“Put the pink dress on, you’re gonna become a woman now for real” Tiffany ordered him without hesitation. Walt did as she said. He couldn’t zip it up though.

“I can’t uh…zip it”

“What…did I ask you…first off, you address me first don’t just talk to me…that is just outright disrespectful.” Mistress never tolerated that in her subjects.

“Shawn, zip him up” Shawn gently zipped up the girl before him. His cock was rising at the hairy little man with the virgin ass before him. Winnie was about to get her wish. Tiffany went to her bag, taking out the KY yours and mine that worked wonders. A regular orgasm became a fiery exploding eruption with the best thing since sliced bread.

CHAPTER FOUR

“Now what do you say. You mentioned something about enjoying the brown stuff?”

“Yes Mistress, I do...but please” and before he could utter one more solitary word she spat at his face. Not just one little spit. It was a mouthful and it hit him right in the mouth as he attempted to explain his choice meal and hidden embarrassing kink to her. Shawn laughed at the look that Walt had on his face of surprise.

“Shut up or you’re next.” She said turning her head to Shawn.

“Now...by shit eating do you mean it in the literal sense, or are you just playing me for some kind of idiot?”

He looked down dejected. “No Mistress, I really do love it when a woman shits in my face. I find it sexually arousing to the point where I cum every time.”

She walked around him circling like a vulture would circle its prey. The clickity clacking sound of her heels against the floor made him nervous as his mind suddenly became busy contriving different scenarios of how he could get his wish with her.

She stood before him and stopped. “So you mean that if I were to make you lie down on the floor...let’s just say for arguments sake, right there, and I were to take my panties off and drop a load into your face you would enjoy that?”

“Yes I would Mistress.” 

“I don’t believe this, lie down on the floor and first...put a towel or something down.” She said as Shawn looked on bewildered and amused by such a thing. He didn’t believe it even though he must have at least heard about such a thing somewhere perusing the internet.

As she straddled his face with her big ass pointing directly against his open mouth...

Pfffffftttt  A loud sound exited her bum and was heard throughout the room while Shawn chuckled as she tried to push the contents of her sphincter into his waiting hungry mouth.

“I don’t have to go right now, maybe in a few hours.” She said as she rose and began to put on her silk black panties.

“Know what...if I go later I will put my shit into a Tupperware bowl and watch you eat it...I want to see your mouth covered in my brown pudding shit...you got that girl?” she said to Walter, and then patted his ass.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to Shawn.

“Look at Shawn; he’s your destiny now.”

Both men looked at one another, and Shawn took one bottle as he carried his cave woman Winnie onto the silky bed, laying him gently like he was a delicate little Faberge egg. Shawn would be a gentle and considerate lover that much was clear. His touch brought Winnie to an almost instant exuberant level of ecstasy; he wondered what the final orgasm would be like. He lay helpless on the bed with his pink dress.

Shawn was now focusing on him. He took the other tube and squirted it all over his fingers, rubbing his anal opening erotically, massaging his cock with his free hand. Tiffany walked over to the two lovers and massaged Shawn’s huge cock with her small hand, feeling it grower stiffer with each stroke. Shawn had an enormous amount of self-control, enjoying being jerked off while masturbating Winnie.

“I think he’s ready Shawnee…pound his ass with that cock of yours.” Shawn didn’t want the brutality that he knew his Mistress was after. He wanted it slow, teasing his sissy lover to the point where he would be begging for his huge cock. He was slippery from the excess goo, slipping the head of his cock inside Winnie’s opening, waiting for a response that was verbal. He never took his eyes off his dressed up dolly lover, he enjoyed every grimace, every single lip biting that showed how much pleasure he was showing Winnie.

“You want my cock inside you now honey?” Shawn always showed a gentle touch to his lovemaking routine. He wooed his hairy little pink Princess and made her feel special.

“Yes… please fuck me, I want all of you inside me now…push it inside me please…” He was begging for cock. The once upon a time prim and proper still successful lawyer wanted another man’s cock inside him penetrating his virginal asshole. Winnie never knew what he was missing all these years, wasted away on a woman with pursed lips and a Victorian attitude in bed that was his cold fish wife.

He would never let go of his hung Tiger now.

“Ohhh Godd” When Shawn heard that it invited him to thrust harder inside with force back and forth, his lover was cumming as Shawn grabbed Winnies cock, swallowing every drop of his cum that tasted like a sweet malted milkshake. Shawn still had not cum. He controlled himself, knowing that Tiffany needed him. He went towards the bathroom, cleaning his cock of Winnie’s browns leftovers, and pouring some baby oil.

“Yeah baby, you got mah back…” Tiffany wanted her black hole bored hard. She never cared for the gentle sex; her rape fantasies were rough and brutal. Shawn took her by the hair and threw her onto the edge of the armchair, taking a black scarf and tying her hands together and then placing the duct tape over her mouth.

The lawyer was stunned at the sudden turn of events, but was still drooling over the best orgasm of his life. Shawn took his large hand and slapped Tiffany so hard it left an imprint on one of her butt cheeks. Shawn was laughing as he took his semi-rigid cock and slapped her across the face with it.

“You want that don’t you, you black stuck up cunt…you got to suck it first.”

The dirty talk made her pussy cream. It was visible and she needed no further lubrication. Her mouth engulfed every inch of his member. He grabbed her hair and forced the blow job until his cock was fully erect once again, because of his exquisite self-control, he kept up the mouth raping for about ten minutes, not letting her get a breath.

“That’s enough, now I’m gonna fuck you.” The pupil was now giving his Mistress some lessons on self-control.

He shoved his huge cock deep inside her back and forth back and forth, grabbing her breasts brutally and using them as a handle to force himself deeper inside her throbbing pussy until he felt her wet pussy walls contracting around his cock.

“Fuck me hard you sissy wimp” she screamed for the final thrusting. He exited her wet throbbing pussy. The crew was now one, having shared something beautiful that would bind them together as one. They lit a cigarette, contemplating what to order for dinner that night.
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