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Book Description for Seat 38DD: A Forced Femme Cuckold Story of Bisexual Submission

Feminized cuckold Kyle, now known as "Kylie" by his older wife, Anya, and her handsome and dominant black boyfriend Vondell, is brought on vacation to "help" the couple celebrate their one-year anniversary. Kyle knows that's going to mean a whole lot of spanking, some strap-on play, and plenty of hard use by Vondell, who likes "Kylie's" new 38DD boobs so much he can't keep his hands off him. In fact, ever since Anya made her husband get a whole round of plastic surgeries, Vondell almost seems more interested in "Kylie" than in Anya.

When their flight is delayed, "Kylie" finds himself in the departure lounge sitting next to Bruce Ingram, a sexy Atlanta businessman obviously interested in more than just "Kylie's" boobs. Bruce obviously also likes her ass, her legs, her pretty face, her collagen-plumped lips, her long blonde hair... and her flirtatious, slutty nature. When Bruce hits on "Kylie," Kyle hits on him right back. When Bruce offers to buy "her" a drink, Kyle eagerly accepts. 

It isn't long before Kyle's thinking about maybe joining the Mile High Club with the hot businessman, even though he's twice Kyle's age! But how can he do it without letting Bruce know about the little "problem" Anya won't let him take care of?

The jealous Anya, tired of having Vondell pay more attention to "Kylie" than to her, has already made the decision for her sissy husband. She orders the feminized bimbo to switch seats; soon Kyle finds himself sharing a row with Bruce, who can't wait to find out what a stacked "college slut" like "Kylie" wants to do on her vacation...

Seat 38DD is an explicit erotic story of "forced" feminization, cuckold infidelity, and bisexual submission that includes such topics as domination, submission, role play, polyamory, cheating, infidelity, group sex, exhibitionism, public sex, and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Seat 38-DD by Kylie Cooper

I met Bruce Ingram in the departure lounge at LAX while waiting to board a long-delayed flight with my wife and her lover.

Bruce wore a suit and looked handsome as hell. He was returning from a business trip to the West Coast. He was going to Atlanta, where he lived, and where Anya and Vondell and I were transferring to our flight to Barbados. We were going there for a week to celebrate the one-year anniversary of the Anya and Vondell's first date. I remembered it almost as vividly as they did, I'm sure. The sex had been earth-shaking. I had still been in chastity then, dressed up in lingerie and chained to my little day bed in the guest room. I had squirmed on those sweaty pink sheets and fucked myself with a really big dildo as I listened to the delicious noises my wife made getting the same treatment.

Our house is an old one, and it has very thin walls. Anya likes it that way. She likes making me listen to her sexual escapades. Back then, she had a whole lot more of them, since she hadn't "settled down" with Vondell. On that night of their deafening first date sex, I had no way of knowing that she was getting fucked by an even bigger cock than I was. Now, I knew Vondell's cock all too well. Back then, I had no way of knowing that Anya finding Vondell would mean an end to the constant parade of hot black studs she'd been bringing home... and the commencement of my true feminization. Having Vondell move in was the starting-point. Anya moved from dressing me up and turning me out to pumping me full of hormones and getting my body sculpted by her plastic surgeons.

"Kylie" was the result. I was now a stacked, bleach-blonde bimbo who gets more attention from guys than Anya does. But I didn't quite know that yet. I mean, I knew Vondell liked me. But Anya does not let me out much. I didn't know how easy it would be to seduce a real man with my new tits... as long as I didn't let him put his hand between my legs.

Since this trip was an anniversary thing, it probably should have been just the two of them. But Vondell had been keen to have me a long to humiliate while they commemorated their year together. Anya had pouted about it, but finally gave in.

She knew why Vondell wanted me to come. He was starting to really like having me around.

It was obvious why. My boob job made all the difference. It was added to my plumped-up lips, my nose job, and my face lift, which gave me the face of a slut even younger than my twenty-five years. That was all on top of the new hormones I'd been prescribed. They left me all worked up. I had lots of energy. I felt more feminine than ever but with an extremely increased libido. 

Vondell liked having me horny like this, struggling to keep my dick properly tucked as it stiffened whenever he looked at me with those bedroom eyes. And he liked it even better now that I was so much more feminine than before -- not just in appearance, but in everything. Mind frame. Thought process. I was becoming a real girl... and I guess I was learning to be okay with that. There was just one small thing that remained... and I knew Anya would never let me lose it. She liked me having my dicklet down there, hard and throbbing, reminding me why she had sissified me. She liked to keep me in limbo... neither a boy nor a girl, just a hot little sissified bimbo slut for her boyfriend and his friends to use as they wanted.

Anya was not thrilled to have me along on the trip, but she tends not to argue with Vondell. She wears the pants in our relationship... but when it comes to the household overall, Vondell's in charge all the way. I may be Anya's husband, but I'm Vondell's bitch. She's not exactly submissive to him, but... let's just say she does what he wants her to do.

In any event, I knew she would find some way to have fun with having me along.

To start with, Anya had made me dress like a real slut for the flight.

Maybe that's part of the reason Bruce Ingram made such bold assumptions about what a huge slut I was. Well... maybe it wasn't just my dress. Maybe it was my big, fake tits and the way I wore them in a push-up bra, hanging out of my deep V-neck dress. Maybe it was my heavy makeup. Maybe it was the way I let my eyes linger on him. I was flirting with my eyes before Bruce even started to hit on me.

What can I say? I like older guys, I guess. I always kinda have. I mean, back when I was a guy, it was older women that I liked. That's how I ended up with Anya.

Now that Anya and Vondell had changed me, well... it's different. Now that I am what I am, well... I was finding I liked guys Bruce's age -- which had to be fifty, at least. Bruce's handsome grey hair and neat pinstripe suit got me going. It turned me on even more that he was so much older than me. That made it feel taboo to be flirting with him.

Bruce wasn't sure what to make of us when he introduced himself to me. He knew from the start that Anya and Vondell were a couple, and I was the third wheel of some sort.

I let him jump to whatever conclusion he wanted -- and, as it turned out, it wasn't the correct one.

Why would he ever have guessed that I was Anya's almost fully-feminized husband?

That's a whole lot less common than some pouty, bitchy college-age slut traveling with her mother and stepfather, or an older sister and her boyfriend.

After just a few minutes of flirting and jiggling in adjacent seats in the departure lounge, Bruce started to hit on me hard.

"So, Kylie... where are you headed?"

"Barbados," I said, rolling my eyes. "Buh-buh-boring, right?"

"Are you meeting up with a boyfriend?"

I giggled. "No, not on this trip... just them." I rolled my eyes again, glancing toward Vondell and Anya, without telling him what "relation" they were to me. 

But inside, I was thrilled. He'd asked if I had a boyfriend.

That meant -- I supposed -- he thought I was a real girl.

I guess I'm embarrassed to admit how excited I was by that. 

It's hot to have any guy pick up on me, now that I look more like a girl than a boy. 

But I'd never been with a guy on my own. It had always been because Anya ordered me to do it.

When Anya makes me do Vondell, it's to show my submission. When she or Vondell makes me do his friends, it's to entertain them and give them the thrill of their first sissy-blowjob -- and to show my submission to Vondell. 

It's only been since my boob job that I get this soft, rosy glow at the comments Vondell's friends make about me when I service their big black cocks.

With my tits in their hands and their cocks in my mouth, Vondell's friends say things like, "This little bitch could be a real slut if you got rid of that one little problem," and "How much would cost to get your faggot a hot little cunt?"

I look up into their dark eyes the whole time, showing them submission in my tear-filled baby-blues, the way Anya taught me to do it. I see them smiling at how much I look like a real girl.

With Bruce, it was different. He didn't know about that "little problem" Anya made me keep -- the one between my legs. Bruce thought I was a real girl.

"So," Bruce smiled. "No boyfriend? That's very interesting."

"Yeah, I know, right?" I smiled. "I mean... I wanted to stay home and... party,, but..." I glanced toward Anya again, and whispered to Bruce: "She didn't trust me."

"That is very interesting. Was she smart not to trust you?"

I giggled. "I can be bad, if that's what you're asking." I lowered my voice. "I can be very, very bad."

Bruce got the message fast. He flirted with me right back. We chatted for a few more increasingly tense and heated minutes

The whole time, Vondell and Anya made us both pretty uncomfortable. They cuddled and kissed on the seats in the lounge, right next to us, ignoring us. He must have picked up on how embarrassed I was at the public display of affection. "Humiliated" was more like it -- but also turned on. I pressed my thighs together tightly, trapping my little dick down there as it stiffened partway. Between Bruce's flirting and Vondell and Anya going at it right beside us, openly, where everyone could see, I was getting very turned on very quickly.

Bruce noticed my awkwardness and asked me, "Do you feel like a drink?"

I must have blushed like crazy; I felt my face getting hot.

I giggled, "I do like to drink. Why? Do you want to--"

"Oh, I want to," Bruce said, his steel-blue eyes roving shamelessly over my barely-clad body. "Buy you a drink. Will you let me?" He pointed down the wide-open corridor. "There's a nice cozy bar right there. It's got booths. It'll be at least another hour before our flight boards. Let's go have a few, shall we?"

I glanced over. Vondell had his tongue in my wife's mouth, his hand on her boob, thumbing her nipple. When those two got going, they didn't care who watched -- my friends and coworkers, Anya's friends and coworkers, or members of the general public.

I knew I should ask permission before I left, so I said what I had to.

"Daddy?" I asked. "Can I go get a... soda with...Bruce here?"

Vondell seemed a little surprised at my flirtatious manner -- and to be called "Daddy" so openly out here in public, without me even dropping my voice. He stopped kissing my wife, although he did not stop feeling up her boobs.

He looked me over; he then looked at Bruce.

He grinned.

"That'd be fine," he said, obviously impressed.

Anya looked over at Bruce and me, her lipstick smeared. She looked lazy and sleepy and disapproving -- or maybe just unimpressed. She looked jealous, in fact.

And I knew why. It was Vondell. His dark eyes undressed me almost as aggressively as Bruce's did. I could tell Vondell wanted me more because some other guy wanted me, too. I guess that's how Vondell is wired. I used to be like that, kinda. It made Anya so much hotter to me to know that a big, gorgeous black guy like Vondell wanted to fuck her. I guess I took it a lot further than most guys, right? Maybe I took it too far. Or maybe Anya and Vondell did.

Anyway, I got up and walked with Bruce over to the bar.

I swayed a bit. I was wearing these really high heels; normally I wouldn't have stumbled or anything, because Anya's gotten me really used to walking in very high heels.

But, see, I hate flying. I always get really nervous. To shut me up and chill me out, Anya made me take four of those Kozymols Dr. Groves had prescribed for her. They're what Dr. Groves called "anxiolytic." They relax you.

Well, they'd really loosened me up. They made me so I did not just feel unafraid of flying... I felt unafraid of anything. 

Well, one thing scared me, of course. I was frightened of engendering Anya's disapproval. My wife's wrath might mean a spanking, a whipping, or a hard, deep strap-on fuck without the benefit of lube. It might have to wait until we got to the resort in Barbados... but I was sure it would happen if I displeased her or made her too jealous.

It was only rational to be afraid of a pissed-off Mistress. But even the possibility of punishment form Anya or Vondell seemed far away. Anya would be pleased, not disappointed, to have me make a total whore of myself without her having to push me. It would be a first. She'd be proud of me, I thought.

If I turned our "family vacation" into a fuck-fest for me, well... that was attention that Vondell could spare for her. She'd spent almost five years feminizing me -- gradually, at first. If something happened between Bruce and me, I guessed Anya would be thrilled.

And even if it didn't, I was getting in a little more "practice" at being a girl. It was just some harmless flirting, and... yum, Bruce was hot. 

I clutched Bruce's arm as we walked toward the bar, rubbing my body against him and steadying myself. The Kozymols had made me pretty loopy, but the hormones Dr. Groves had me on kept me incredibly horny -- basically, all the time. I didn't feel tired or sleepy at all... just ready to party.

The second we were out of earshot from Anya and Vondell, I giggled and whispered in Bruce's ear:

"I hope you don't mind, Bruce... I'm only twenty."

"Are you?" he said, catching his breath.

"Yeah," I said. "But it's okay, I've got a fake I.D. It says I'm twenty-five." I pouted at him, playfully. "I hope I pass."

"Oh, you'll pass," said Bruce. "You're very... mature for your age. I would have guessed twenty-two, you know, from the way that you carry yourself."

"Awww," I said, clutching his arm and thrusting my body against him as we walked toward the airport bar. "That's so sweet of you to say!"

As we sat across the booth from each other, Bruce's eyes never left me -- not even when the young, hot and scantily-clad cocktail waitress came over and put down two napkins and asked us for our orders.

"I'll have a Long Island Ice Tea," I said. "I love those."

"Bourbon for me," Bruce said. "Neat. Do you have Old Portsmouth?"

"Sure," said the waitress.

"I'll have that." 

"I need to see some ID for the lady," she said.

"I'm twenty-five!" I whined.

"Sure, Ma'am. Let's see it."

I tried not to shiver with pleasure. Dr. Groves and the plastic surgeons he'd referred us to really had worked wonders on me! I was passing for twenty with boys and girls both! Oh, what an ego boost that was!

I fished my ID out of my little red clutch purse. I held it up for her. Bruce did not try to sneak a look at it, thankfully. The waitress lingered on it a little longer than necessary.

I mean, "Kyle" can be a girl's name, so it wasn't completely impossible. But as far as Bruce knew, my real name was "Kylie." That's how I wanted it. Why plant the seed of doubt in his mind?

Our drinks came and we started chatting.

"I wondered why you called that man 'Daddy.' And why you said 'soda.' I thought maybe you didn't drink."

"Oh, I drink," I said flirtatiously. "I love to drink." I put my finger to my lips and said, "Shhhh! Don't tell my mom. Vondell's my stepfather." I said it with a smirk, reveling in the lie. It was bitchy to make Bruce think that my forty-year-old wife -- who routinely passed for twenty-five or so -- was old enough to be my mother. Technically, she was -- or would have been, if I'd been twenty.

But I liked it even better that I'd described Vondell as my "Daddy," and pretend that he was my stepfather -- and that Bruce had bought it.

It was sexy to have a much older man think my hot slut wife's hot boyfriend -- and my Master, too -- was my real-life "Daddy," even if it was a game I was playing. It felt deliciously taboo.

Bruce asked me a lot of questions about myself. I tried to steer him back to talking about his work, which worked part of the time... but he always returned to asking me about college. I finally said I was taking some time off, and that I was "working."

When he asked me what kind of work I did, I giggled and said, "A few things, here and there. A little acting. Some... modeling."

The way I said "modeling" made it clear what I was not implying... but I knew Bruce's mind would go there, because I had a boy's mind, once, back when all I could think about was how good Anya would look impaled on a giant black cock, captured on camera. I knew Bruce would imagine I thought I was being clever by not saying I modeled nude... when in fact that's what he probably figured I did.

But would he take it the extra step? Would he assume that I'd worked in porn?

I think that's where his mind went, all right. Even after I ordered a second drink, and a third, he was still trying to make up his mind about me.

I got pretty drunk. Bruce only had two... but I sucked down four of those Long Island Ice Teas. By the time I slurped down the last of the fourth one, I was completely zonked... but not sleepy. I was horny as hell. Those anti-anxiety pills Anya gave me were doing the trick, but my hormones were raging. That's what the doctor had said might happen with the new, higher dose. He said there were more sex-hormones in this new "cocktail." Maybe that's why I was flirting with Bruce so hard.

The whole time we got acquainted, Bruce kept looking at my cleavage instead of the waitress's. She had some pretty nice tits, I could see out of the corner of my eyes, so I felt pretty flattered. And turned on, too. I had to keep my thighs pressed tightly together to keep my little cock from popping up and standing at attention.

And to think, even just one year ago I still gagged and felt nauseous when Anya made me take Vondell's big dick into my mouth!

Now I wanted it. I wanted Bruce's. And I barely knew him. I felt like such a huge slut!

Of course, I barely knew Vondell's friends, and there had been plenty of those. But that had been different. That was Vondell giving orders. That was Ana putting a leash to my collar and forcing me down to my knees and making me crawl.

This was flirting. This guy wanted me. He didn't know about my "problem," and he didn't need to. I wasn't sure how I'd handle it if something went down between us, but... I would figure it out. I was a boy once, remember? I knew from experience that offers of blowjobs are rarely refused.

Bruce, for his part, couldn't take his eyes off of me, even after we got our drinks and started to chat. I could almost see the wheels turning in his head as he asked me questions. With every flirtatious, giggly, half-drunken response, he considered whether he was being a dirty old man by trying to fuck me.

His steely eyes flickered over my cleavage again and again. When I finished my third round -- the second for Bruce -- I started to rub my leg against his under the table. After that, he clearly decided he didn't care if he was a dirty old man for wanting to fuck me.

Dressed like this, I was fair game. Acting like this, I was begging for it.

And I really was. I wanted it. I wanted him. 

#

What excited me the most was not just that Bruce believed I was a real girl. It felt even better that Bruce thought I was only twenty years old.

In reality, I'm twenty-five. That's fifteen years younger than Anya, almost to the day.

Back when we met, I really was twenty. Anya was my smoking-hot MILF, a seductress in a junior-college accounting class I'd taken because my dad insisted I take it -- even though it was stupid, because I had the trust fund, and the last thing I wanted to was move money around for a living.

Anya took a liking to me for some reason. I asked her out. We went on a date. It didn't last long. She took me back to her place and fucked my brains out.

I had never had sex before. Not even a blowjob. Not even a hand job. Anya was my first. She blew my mind. It wasn't long before we were getting pretty kinky. She strapped a cock on for me. Sure, I was kinda reluctant at first... but I'd fantasized about it, you know? I think most men do. Oh, how I'd fantasized...

I fell in love. Anya wanted to keep things chill -- until she found out about my trust fund.

I was so in love with her that I never suspected that she wanted me for my money.

But the truth is, she came to like having me around -- especially after she found out about my weird fantasies. She liked me "dressed" far more than she liked me as a boy, both before and since the wedding. And as for the part where she fucked other guys? Well, it turned out she was already doing that. After I confessed my dirty cross-dressing, cock-sucking cuckold fantasies to her, she just didn't have to pretend to be faithful.

And so she hadn't -- not for one second since the day she made me a cuckold. The only thing she was untruthful about was how far she planned to make me go with this whole feminization thing.

#

When they called our flight for boarding, Bruce asked me what seat I was in. I didn't have my ticket with me, but I knew all too well what seat I was in. 

I told Bruce, "I'm in seat 10-B, I think." I pouted. "Mom and Daddy always put me in the middle." I giggled. "At least it keeps them from making out the whole flight."

"Yeah, they were going at it," grinned Bruce playfully.

"It's disgusting!" I giggled. "They do it constantly! I don't even want to tell you the things I have heard through the walls..."

"Oh, yeah?" said Bruce weakly. "That must be... rough."

His breath came quickly. His face was flushed. It obviously wasn't the whiskey. It was the way I was rubbing my leg against his, I think. That, and his perfect view of my cleavage.

"Listen," he said. "I'm way in back -- in seat 38-D."

I giggled. "What is that? Seat 38-double-D?" I arched my back and jiggled my tits. I couldn't stop giggling.

I was really wasted. But Bruce laughed politely and tactfully. He did let his eyes flicker over my big tits for a longing, lingering few seconds, though... since I obviously wanted him to look at them.

He continued, "Row 38 is the back row on this kind of plane. It's not a full flight, so... I'll bet I have the whole row to myself."

"What is that supposed to mean?" I purred and slurred flirtatiously. "Row 38-double-D, all to yourself, huh?" I jiggled. "Maybe both rows, huh?"

Bruce chuckled.

Bruce said, "It means once we're airborne... come on back, if you want." He smirked at me and let his eyes undress me again, nearly ripping my tits out of my tight red dress. "We can... hang out."

"That sounds fun," I said.

"I'll buy you a drink," he said.

I ran my fingers up Bruce's arm.

"You won't have to," I told him.

He picked up the tab, and we went back to the boarding area.

#

I was just sober enough to sense that I had crossed a line from shameless flirt and fuckable bimbo into pathetic slut territory. I was making it obvious that I needed dick. I was making a fool of myself. I blushed. No real girl would act like such a cock-hungry whore. Only manufactured sluts like me did that.

But Bruce either didn't mind or didn't care what a bimbo I was -- or maybe he just flat-out liked it. I think most guys would, given the opportunity. I mean... I hope I don’t sound too vain when I say I looked pretty hot. And I was completely drunk and high on those Kozymols, so I would have let him do anything. Of course, he didn't know about my little "issue" down there, the one Anya wouldn't let Dr. Groves take away from me. But... I hoped that wouldn't come up, so to speak.

#

I loved that Bruce could not disguise how sexy he found it to think about me have to listen to my black "stepdad" fuck my hot blonde "mom." He obviously found it boner-inducing.

I already knew how hot he found the way Anya and Vondell had been making out -- and that was before he knew what she was to me. Now, I had no doubt that Bruce was more than capable of jacking off furiously to the memory of it, even if nothing more happened between him and me.

And why wouldn't he? Anya is gorgeous. She's the sexiest woman I've ever known, and Vondell is... Vondell. Anya blew my mind when we first got together, and... I guess Vondell blew my mind all over again when Anya started making me go down on him. In four years, my wife had completely changed my perspective. Any man would be lucky to have her. Even me, I guess. Especially me, I guess.

But in the last year, Vondell and Anya together had transformed me. There were the hormones, and my new tits, and my big collagen-plumped lips and the blonde hair and all that... but it was more than that. They'd really changed me. They'd made me into something... different.

They'd made me into a slut. I wanted to fuck a strange man twice my age just because I met him in an airport and he flirted with me.

But how far could I go without Bruce finding out about the little "problem" between my legs?

I didn't know. It scared me to think about finding out, but...

... I knew I had to.

Anya knew, too. I was plastered by the time Bruce walked me back to the gate -- and he steadied me with his hand on my ass.

Anya watched me with pleasure and pride.

I was her hot little "stepdaughter," ready to fuck a strange man twice my age... just because he'd bought me liquor and stared at my cleavage.

She could not have been prouder of me.

#

It was obvious what Bruce wanted to do to me, and I knew Anya would probably make me do it... especially after I told Anya and Vondell what Bruce had said about coming back to "hang out" with him. Anya loved it that he was in seat 38-D. She brushed my big tits with her fingers and made the same joke I had:

"Thirty-eight-double-D is more like it, whore."

Then Anya stood up and went to the trouble of peering into the back of the plane. She was scoping out Bruce's row.

She sat down and said, "Yes, he has a whole row to himself. You'll have plenty of privacy, slut... when you go back there to blow him."

She whispered that last part into my ear, her breath warm and arousing as her fingertips fluttered over my big new fake tits, caressing my hard nipples as they poked through the tight fabric.

Vondell went even further than Anya in fooling around with me.

We hadn't even taken off before he was groping me under the fleece blanket that Anya placed over us.

Vondell's hands wandered, taking great privileges with my feminized body under the blanket. He felt up my tits and caressed my thighs, forcing his hand between them as if he were about to finger my pussy. Vondell loves to see me squirm. My little dick tried to free itself from its tight tuck in my cherry-red panties -- but I managed to hold it down while Vondell felt me up.

He started to kiss me aggressively as the plane took off, his tongue working its way deep into my mouth right there where the stewardess -- and the other passengers -- could see.

With all the delays, it was after dark, now -- thank goodness. But even on a night flight, it was pretty humiliating. 

Still, I knew better than to try and stop him. Vondell and Anya had made my body this way. Vondell had groping privileges... even in public. In fact, he had every privilege a man can have over a woman. Except, of course, the one that -- anatomically -- I couldn't provide.

As Vondell kissed me, I found myself wishing I could provide it.

Vondell did not have a hard time getting to my body. With the slutty dress Anya had made me wear, my feminized flesh was easily available for Vondell to eel up. 

There wasn't much to the cherry-red slip dress I wore. It had spaghetti-straps and a plunging neckline that left my new tits spilling out. They were a lot bigger than the ones Anya had wanted for me -- but Vondell had insisted. He wanted big titties his friends could fuck to match the pretty face they would cum on. Just like he insisted on the butt implants that gave me a nice round butt his buddies could fuck if they wanted.

But you know what? It was Vondell who fucked my tits and ass most of the time... and I liked it that way. I even liked how angry and jealous it made my wife. Anya built herself a little monster... and I was proud to be my bitch-wife's little temptation-slut home-wrecking teen. She could spank me in Barbados. For now, I thrilled to the feeling of Vondell's strong hands all over my body, and his powerful tongue thrusting into my mouth.

The red dress was decent by maybe three inches, so if my little dick had popped up, well... It would have been pretty conspicuous. That's why I tried to keep my smooth-shaved thighs pressed so tightly together. But Vondell wanted to feel it; he loved that shit. He liked to feel my hard dick and then tell me it was a clit.

Under the skimpy dress, I wore a pair of red lace panties, thong-backed, with silky material and lace trim. He started stroking my little cock with his powerful hand, squeezing it tight to emphasize how tiny it was. He didn't need to tell me that it was a clit, this time. I felt it in my bones.

My big hard fake tits were pushed up and forward by a front-clasp red push-up bra. It had cutouts where my hard nipples were, so they jutted through the satin of my slip dress.

Anya sat cross-armed beside us, watching with her lips tightly pursed. So help me, it really aroused me to feel the hot jealousy radiating from her.

The second the "fasten seat belt" light went off and the chime sounded , Anya took action.

She came in close and grabbed Vondell's hand, pulling it out of my panties.

She purred into my ear: "Go back now, before they start beverage service. Your boyfriend's got a whole row to himself back there. Go back right now, slave, and sit with him. Flirt your fucking ass off, bitch. I want his dick in your mouth before they're finished serving the drinks."

I was so drunk I just giggled and reddened.

"Or what?" I asked. "Mistress?"

Anya just glared at me.

"Did you know I packed my heaviest flogger and the strap-on with spikes, slut?"

I gulped. "Y-y-yes, Mistress," I sputtered. It was exciting to have Vondell paying so much attention to me, but the threat of that giant strap-on -- which I knew quite well Anya would ram into me without even letting me spit on it to lube it up -- made me quiver. And as for the whipping she'd give me if I stole too much of Vondell's attention? That was even scarier.

Under the blanket, I pulled my dress and bra back up over my tits. I reached up my dress and down my red panties and fixed my tuck. My clit-dick was drizzling pre-cum, making my panties all wet as if I were a real girl. That excited me.

I got my compact out of my handbag and opened it; I fixed my lipstick and fluffed my hair.

I gave Anya a bitter smile.

"One stranger blowjob, coming up... Mistress," I said.

I could tell by the sharp look she gave me that I would get that big, spiked strap-on after all.

But at least I'd get Bruce's dick in my mouth, first. That was the good news.

I shrugged off the thin fleece and struggled up to my feet, feeling the chill of the airplane air make my nipples stand out even firmer and more obvious than before my make-out session with Vondell.

I could feel men's eyes on me as I wiggled and swayed my way back to the rear restroom. The beverage cart right in front of our row provided exactly the excuse I needed.

As I walked the aisle, I kept my thighs pressed tightly together, keeping my half-hard little dicklet out of sight. 

Bruce saw me coming. As I approached, I put on my flirty face, trying not to slur my words too much -- just enough to get across that I was drunk and horny, and that I might be drunk enough to have impaired judgment.

"Ohmigod!" I giggled. "You've got a whole row to yourself! Lucky you!"

Bruce was grinning, his perfect white teeth visible between lips I really wanted to kiss. 

His steel blue eyes undressed me aggressively, practically ripping my red dress off right then and there.

"Want to join me?" he asked. "There's plenty of room. We can continue talking. I'll buy you a drink." He smiled.

"I'd love to," I said. "I was on my way..." I glanced toward the twin rear restrooms, but there were a few women standing outside of it, looking bored. "Oh, there's a line. Well... It can wait, I guess. Did you say something about buying me a drink?"

Bruce was seated on the aisle. He didn't offer to move, but let me climb over him. I felt my soft cock bulging against the crotch of my panties. It gave me kind of a thrill to have it so close to him and not have him know. Or did Bruce know what I was? I couldn't tell, but... I really wanted to fuck him.

We started chatting as I leaned up against Bruce.

He said, "Where were we?"

I said flirtatiously, "We were getting to know each other. I mean, I feel like I already know you pretty well, but..." I giggled. "At least, I know what you want..."

"What do I want?" he asked provocatively.

"This," I said. I pressed my mouth to his.

I kissed him aggressively, eagerly, hungrily. I pushed in deep, my tongue slipping far into his mouth. While my hand slid up to his crotch.

I felt his slacks swelling. He had a really big dick.

As I rubbed my big fake tits against him, I kept on kissing him urgently, breathing harder and harder, like I needed him more than I'd ever needed anything in my life.

When our kiss finally broke, Bruce was fully hard and I was caressing his boner through his silky slacks. I started undoing his belt.

"Do you think your mom and stepdad would approve?"

I purred, "Mom wouldn't... she only fucks black guys." I giggled. "But I hope you won't let that stop you."

"From what?" Bruce asked. 

I gave a furtive look around the cabin. There were no stewardesses anywhere near. The row across from us had only one guy, and he was snoring.

I got his belt undone, unbuttoned his pants, began to work his zipper down.

"From this," I purred, lowering my face to his crotch.

Bruce was ready for head, that's for sure. And he knew how to get it in an airline seat.

I guess he'd done this before.

He had the blanket draped over me before I had his dick in my mouth. I got his jockey shorts pulled down beneath his full, firm balls, and began to make love to his glorious cock. It really was pretty huge.

It was the first cock I'd sucked on my own. I mean, I'd sucked Vondell's a whole lot, and he's had a whole lot of friends over. I've sucked them, too.

But this was nothing like that. I was doing this on my own. It made me feel like a girl. Like a real girl.

It was sexy, spontaneous, even a little romantic.

With the blanket draped over me, I had enough privacy that I could just completely lose myself in the smell, taste and feel of Bruce's big cock. I opened my throat and swallowed him all the way down. I deep-throated him until my red lips circled the base of his shaft and my tongue flickered out to caress his balls.

I took my time. Bruce knew how to last. He was enjoying himself. No need to rush.

I savored every inch of his cock, every touch of his balls against my lips and tongue. I loved every breath I took that smelled like him; I adored how his dick tasted. 

I loved it even more when his pre-cum began to leak down my throat, tempting and tart.

If there hadn't been a line for the restroom, I would have begged him to fuck me. But what would he have done if I'd done that and I'd led him in there only to lift my dress and reveal... what's really there?

Would he roll with the punches? Or would Bruce not even be surprised?

I guess I'll never know, because there was a line for the restroom.

So I gave Bruce everything I had... with my mouth.

I gave Bruce my first real BJ.

It was the blowjob of my life. I loved every second of it.

It took a good fifteen, maybe twenty minutes of eager sucking to finally get Bruce to the point where he couldn't hold back anymore. I felt completely in control of him.

Every now and then, he would tap me on the head, and I would stop bobbing up and down while someone passed. I'd remain down there, motionless, breathing his scent and tasting his dick. Then, when he tapped me again, I'd go for it... Sucking his dick like there was no tomorrow.

Bruce really did know how to do this right. How many girls had he seduced in airport lounges and on planes? How many blowjobs had he gotten in coach-class seats?

I could tell Bruce was getting close to cumming when he slid his hand under the blanket and started to pull my hair. I loved that.

Bruce's hips started moving. He pumped up into me. I let him fuck my face slightly, meeting each upward thrust of his hips and cock with one of my own, down deep onto his cock so my silky throat engulfed him.

I felt the first little warning-squirt come out and tasted it all down my throat. It invigorated me. I came up to half-mast and put both hands around Bruce's sloppy, spit-slimy dick, and started to jack him fervently, pumping his cum onto my tongue. I whimpered softly as he gave me spurt after spurt of hot, pungent, delicious jizz.

I swallowed every last drop.

After I sat up in the seat, Bruce didn't want to kiss me, but that was okay. Most guys don't, I think. I never did... not till Anya insisted. And Vondell never kisses me after I blow him. He doesn't even kiss Anya after she sucks his cock, and in Vondell's case Anya doesn't insist. I guess that's the difference between him and me. I guess that's why I ended up here... with big fake tits and long blonde hair and a pair of plumped-up cocksucking lips.

Going down on a stranger in the back of coach class.

Bruce did let me cuddle up against him. He didn't mind playing with my tits a little, even if he wouldn't kiss me. He also kept running his fingers through my hair and pulling it a little. I love having my hair pulled.

He really enjoyed getting to know my new tits, never once mentioning that they were obviously fake.

Finally, I whispered in his ear: "My mom and stepdad are gonna be worried. I should get back up front. Can I see you again, Bruce?"

With a smile, Bruce teased, "Would your mom and stepdad approve of us seeing each other?"

"I don't know," I giggled, kissing his ear. "Would your wife?"

Bruce chuckled. "You're pretty smart for a college girl."

"Yeah," I giggled. "Smart and horny. I don't care if you don't, all right?"

"Deal," said Bruce.

Bruce found a pen and I wrote my cell number on a piece of paper.

He gave me one of his business cards.

I gave him one last good feel of my tits, and then put them away and wriggled into the aisle.

"Thanks for the drink, Mister," I whispered into his ear just before I left.

Bruce reached after me, groping my ass. I wiggled my way back up the aisle to the row I'd shared with my wife and her lover.

But Anya and Vondell weren't there.

Puzzled, I sat in the middle seat, as per usual. Long minutes passed... And then I realized what I should have known all along.

Vondell was first to come back to his seat.

He pushed his way in over me, straddling me in the middle seat. He grabbed my hair, tipping my head back and looking down into my eyes.

"I guess you gave that blowjob, didn't you? Your lipstick's messy." 

"Sorry, Daddy," I purred. "I'll fix it."

"Don't," he said. "I like you that way. So does your wife. Your hair's messy, too. It tells everyone who sees you that you just got face-fucked by a stranger. You look like a slut who's just sucked dick."

"Yes, Master," I said. "It's my natural state, Sir."

I leaned forward and gave his crotch a symbolic kiss.

He was soft.

Of course, I knew why. He'd just emptied his load into Anya. Where had she taken it? Had he bent her over and fucked her brains out in the forward restroom? Or had she just sucked his big cock, draining his balls into her eager mouth?

Everything I learned about being a little slut, I learned from my wife.

Vondell got into the window seat again. He put his arm around me, draped the blanket over us, and started playing with my tits.

"You don't waste any time, Sir," I giggled.

Vondell said, "Has anyone ever told you your wife has the tightest, silkiest pussy I've ever shoved my dick into?"

I felt a quiver of excitement roll through me.

"I think some hot guys have told me that," I flirted. "One in particular..."

Vondell kissed me. I tasted Anya's pussy, sharp and musky on Vondell's lips and tongue.

Vondell pinched my nipples and shoved his tongue deep in my mouth.

There was a discreet period between Vondell's return and Anya's. 

Everything about their in-flight tryst, however, was far from discreet.

When Anya returned to her seat, she had not bothered to fix either her lipstick or her blonde hair. 

Her own tight purple dress hung off her body awkwardly, like it wanted to slip free. 

It was stretched out in places. Anya had several fresh hickeys on her pale neck.

They'd really gone at it in there!

Anya got into her seat. She put her lips to my ear.

"You sucked his dick," she said.

"Yes, Mistress. It was delicious."

"I bet it was, whore."

My wife leaned over, grabbed my hand and shoved it up her dress.

She wasn't wearing panties... And her cunt was gooey.

"Feel how good my man stretched me open, slut?" she purred. "You'll never know how that feels, slave. Never. I'll never let you have a cunt. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered.

Anya continued: "Vondell blew his big, hot, yummy load in my snatch. You'll never know how that feels to do, either. I'll never let that dicklet of yours get any pussy. That cummy, gooey hole you're fingering right now? That's the only one you've ever had, and you'll never have it again." Anya sneered at me. "And you'll never get one of your own. When you get fucked, you get fucked in your mouth or your ass, like a sissy slut, not like a real girl. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress." There were tears in my eyes.

Anya laughed softly and cruelly.

"Good little bitch," she said. "You'll learn your place. No matter how many times I have to remind you... eventually, you'll learn."

She pressed her lips to mine, thrusting her tongue into my mouth.

I tasted dick.

Anya guided my fingers out of her pussy. She pulled my hand away from her crotch and forced it up to my face.

She shoved my fingers in my mouth.

Obediently, I accepted them. I started to lick like a good little cumslave.

"It's a good thing you like sucking dick so much," she purred. "You'll never have a pussy. You'll never be a real girl. You'll never have a man who wants you the way a real man wants a real woman."

Now my wife was just being cruel. And why not? She could. She was right.

I felt a pang of sadness inside, but I also felt an ecstatic sense.

She was saying it because she was jealous. Vondell wanted me. I was his young, plastic whore. It didn't matter that I had a sad little dick that got hard when he abused my titties. What mattered was that I had two tight holes and a big pair of fake bimbo knockers, and I took it up the ass without whining anymore. Even my wife's snug, wet little pussy couldn't compete with that.

Just then, Vondell's hands started working my nipples vigorously under the blanket. He kissed me -- apparently not caring that Anya had just made me lick his cum off of my own fingers. 

Vondell kissed me deep.

I felt intensely aroused at what I did have. A wife who loved me and envied me, and a man who fucked both of us... her like a slut, me like a whore.

Anya pulled the blanket over all three of us. She pulled down my dress and popped my titties out of my push-up bra. My wife joined her boyfriend in abusing my big, hot new tits.

I closed my eyes, letting them hurt me and kiss me and feel me up. I gave myself over to my wife and her boyfriend. They owned me.

I hurtled through space, high above the clouds.
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