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I was already working late at the office when the girl walked straight through the door. She was a gorgeous young woman, maybe twenty, wearing tight jeans and a sleeveless yellow T-shirt. Her blonde hair was pulled up into two little buns on either side of her head, and she looked at me amusingly with crystal blue eyes from behind her nerdy glasses. 

“Hi, Mr. Davidson,” she said, smiling as she chewed gum.
“Do I know you?” I asked. Clearly I didn’t. I would have remembered a girl like this. She would have been my fantasy back in college. Hell, even though I was married and much older, she was my fantasy now. But I had no clue who she was, only that she was barging into my office unannounced on a Friday afternoon.
“I’m your dream come true and your worst nightmare,” she said. “All rolled into one. My name’s Serena.”
Veronica stuck her head in the door. “I’m sorry, sir,” she said. “She didn’t have an appointment. She just walked right past me. Should I call security?”
I looked at the girl who called herself Serena. She didn’t look worried at all about the prospect of security being called. She just stood there smacking her gum and grinning at me, giddy as could be. 
“No, Veronica,” I said. “It’s all right. She was just leaving.”
“Yeah,” Serena said. “I was just leaving. But give us a minute, would you, dear?”
Veronica looked at her, annoyed, then at me. I nodded my head and she reluctantly left us alone.
“Look,” I said. “I don’t know what this is about, but you’ll have to—“
“This is about secrets,” Serena said. “And getting paid. This is about heavy traffic to websites about chicks with dicks.”
I froze, a chill going up my spine. I had a secret fetish, one I hadn’t ever told anyone. I used my laptop in my home office to indulge myself, but was always careful not to save anything to the hard drive and to always wipe the browser history. 
“Should I keep going with the door open?” she asked, giggling. “Or would you like me to close it?”
I doubted anyone had heard what she’d said. A lot of people had already left. But there were a few, and I could see Kurt from accounting looking our way from across the room outside. 
“Close it,” I said. 
“Please would be nice.”
I sighed, feeling the blood rush to my head. “Please.”
She tiptoed to the door and slowly closed it. This was a game to her, whoever she really was, and she was enjoying it.
Serena walked slowly to the chair in front of my desk and lowered herself into it.
“You wanna hear a cool story?” she asked me.
“I want to know why you’re here and what you want.”
“Once upon a time, a woman named Paula Davidson was having problems with the computer in her house,” she began. “The screen was locked up. She liked to shop online a lot and wasn’t too careful, and she’d gotten some malware on her machine. So she called the Fixit Squad. A tech came out to have a look.”
She hooked her thumbs at herself and grinned.
“That tech fixed her computer lickety split, but also recommended installing software to keep it from happening again. Mrs. Davidson agreed. The tech told her that they’d be happy to install it on all the machines in the house, free of charge. She agreed to that too!”
I felt my stomach twisting, knowing where this was going.
“There was a laptop in her husband’s office. The tech installed the anti-virus software there, but that’s not all she installed. She put in a little background tracker app she wrote herself, and man, it sees everything. See, the tech, she’s a junior in computer science at the university, and even though she’s there on a full scholarship, she still loves making bank. She loves being spoiled. And more than anything, she loves pulling the puppet strings of middle-aged perverts and making them dance and dance.”
I thought about Veronica’s offer to call security. I could have her dragged out, but she’d probably start yelling about my porn habits at the top of her lungs. Could I call the cops? Wasn’t this illegal? But I could guess where that was going. She’d tell my wife. Worse, she’d show my wife. No, I could handle this discreetly.
“You want money?” I asked. “I’m sure we can work something out.”
“Oh, I want money,” she said. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to bleed you dry. I’m not dumb enough to kill a golden goose when I see one. Besides, the main thing I want is to see you earn it yourself.”
“What does that mean?”
“I want five grand up front, tonight,” she said. 
That was a lot, but it wasn’t unmanageable. I didn’t know whether to be relieved to try to haggle. But there was more.
“Then going forward, for the rest of the summer I want a hundred dollars a week,” she said. 
That seemed even more reasonable, as long as she didn’t change her mind. 
I sighed again. “Okay,” I said. I was mad at Paula for calling the computer company in the first place and letting this girl anywhere near my machine, but if this was the price I had to pay for keeping my secrets, then it didn’t actually seem all that bad.
“No, you don’t understand, “she said. “Not yet anyway. The lump sum can come out of whatever bank account you’re hiding from your wife, or from under your mattress. I don’t give a shit where it comes from. But the weekly hundred? You’re going to earn that, a dollar at a time.”
She’d said that before, but now that she repeated it, I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about.
“Wipe that confused look off your face,” she said. “You know what I’m talking about. You think this is my first time? You’re just like all those guys I’ve done this to. You sit behind your little computer screen and look up your deepest, darkest secrets. But you’re too much of a pussy to actually act. But I’m going to help you with that.”
“I don’t—“
“You spent hours and hours looking at websites of men dressed up in frilly dresses and pink panties, their lips coated in red lipstick,” she said. “You liked videos of boys dressed like girls, on their knees, sucking real men’s cocks. Well that’s how you’re going to earn your weekly tribute.”
I felt the blood drain out of my face. True, those were my fantasies, but they were just that. I had, from time to time, sneaked into Paula’s underwear drawer and tried on a pair of panties while she was at the grocery store. I had once opened a tube of lipstick and dragged it across my lips, wondering what it felt like. But what she was talking about was far beyond any of that, and I didn’t know if this was a prank or if any part of it was serious. 
“That’s right,” Serena said. “I’m going to turn you into my personal sissy fag cash machine. I’m going to pimp out your mouth and ass to a whole lot of lucky boys. You’re going to do it, not just because you’re worried your wife and co-workers will find out what kind of freak you are, but because deep down you really want to kneel down in a wig and skirt and find out what a man’s cock tastes like.”
“You’re crazy,” I said, picking up the office phone. “I’m calling security.”
“No you’re not,” she said. “You’re calling your wife to tell her something came up at work and you won’t be home until really late and that she shouldn’t wait up.”
My mind was a blur, but I’d made it up. I didn’t care what the consequences were. This grotesque little prank was going to end. I looked at the keypad, realizing I didn’t know the number for security. But zero would do, right? I could just call the building switchboard. But as I moved my finger toward the button, I heard a strange sound, a panting, squealing noise.
I looked up and saw Serena holding her phone towards me. On the screen I recognized myself. I was sitting there in my home office chair, my dick in my hand, stroking it wildly. I was making little cooing noises, and occasionally speaking.
“Yeah, Daddy,” I was saying on her mobile screen. “Fuck me. I’m your little girl. Fuck me in my tight little ass.”
I felt bile come up the back of my throat, my stomach lurching. I thought I was going to throw up, but somehow I held it down.
“Turn it off,” I whispered.
“That little snooping protocol I installed,” she said. “It allowed me to get footage from the webcam built into your laptop. I can match the timestamp from the video to your browsing history so that anyone can see what you were whacking off to.”
“Please,” I said. On the screen, I was getting more and more excited, looking over my shoulder to make sure no one was coming through the office door because I was about to cum. I recognized the scene, even though I had done that very thing many, many times. It was from two nights before.
“Please,” I repeated. “Turn it off.”
“But we’re just about to get to the good part,” she said, smiling bigger than ever. There was an evil twinkle in her eye. 
I turned away, ashamed at seeing myself like that. But I heard the disgusting grunting noises I made as I came, and even with my eyes squeezed shut, I could see my own milky spunk spilling over my clenched fist like a tiny volcano erupting. 
“Man,” she said. “That’s quite a show. I bet your wife would get off on seeing that, huh? Your boss, too. Incidentally, I’ve got this video queued up and ready to send to both of them. You still sure you wanna call security?”
No, I wasn’t sure. I felt that sick lump in my stomach, tears welling in my eyes. She’d broken me, and it hadn’t taken more than a few minutes. 
“Okay,” I said. “You win. What do you want me to do?”
“I already told you step one, dumbass,” she said. “Call your wife and tell her you have a work emergency that’s going to take most of the night. Then you and I are going to take a little trip to a salon run by a friend of mine. She’s going to turn you into a sissy bitch, and you’re going to start turning tricks for me.”
“Tonight?” I asked.
“Fuck yes, tonight,” she said. “No time like the present, right? Now call your wife.” She held her finger over her phone’s screen. “Or is she gonna get a message from me first?”
That snapped me out of it. I began dialing.
I was surprised how easily the lie came to my lips, though I shouldn’t have been. I’d been lying to Paula through our whole marriage, about who I really was and what I really wanted. As horrible and shocking as this all was, Serena was right. I was curious about what the night would bring, and I hated myself for it.
“I don’t understand,” Paula said on the other end of the line. “The servers went down?”
“Yeah,” I said. “We lost all the data for the last two weeks, and I’m supposed to give a presentation on Monday. I’m sorry, honey.”
She sighed, and I could hear the suspicion leave her voice, being replaced by love and encouragement. “You gotta do what you gotta do, right?” she said with a little laugh.
If only she knew. Yeah, I was going to have to do whatever this sadistic college girl made me do.
“Thanks for understanding,” I said. “I’ll be home as soon as I can. I’ll try not to wake you up.” 
“So thoughtful,” Serena said as I hung up the phone. She leaned forward and grabbed a pen, then scribbled down an address on the top sheet of my report. “I’ll give you ten minutes to wrap up your shit. Then you’ll head to that address. Move your ass, or my fingers might start to get itchy and accidentally hit the send button.”
She got up and left my office, shaking her pert little ass as she made her way out of the door. 
Veronica appeared again, and I almost groaned. “You okay?” she asked. “Who was that?”
“Nobody,” I said. “A salesperson. It’s fine.”
But it wasn’t. She had my hands cupped in the palm of her pretty little hands. I was going to do what she said, and I would have been lying if I said part of me wasn’t looking forward to it.
 
The address was in a strip mall about twenty minutes away. Most of the stores had gone out of business, but Kimmie’s Salon still had its neon lights ablaze next door to a thrift store whose sign simply read: Thrift Store.
A long red vintage Cadillac was parked in front of the salon, and Serena’s words echoed in my head. 
You think this is my first time?
She’d done this to other men with fetishes on their computers they didn’t want revealed. That was probably how she’d bought that Cadillac.
I walked through the door, the tinkle of the bell overhead, and the pungent chemical smells hit my nose, the stuff they used for perms. Serena lounged in a barber chair, smiling. 
A big woman with long red hair, dressed in a blue floral moo-moo, stood at the counter. It was hard to tell if she was a woman or a man dressed like one. Even after I’d left the shop, I never got an answer.
“This is Kimmie,” Serena said. “She’s going to get you ready for tonight.”
“Hi, honey,” Kimmie said, smiling. She had a gap between her front teeth. “Let’s get you out of those clothes.”
As if in a dream, I began to undress, letting the huge woman unbuckle my pants and pull them down. When I was naked, the two women looked me over. 
“Needs a lot of work,” Kimmie said.
“Don’t they all?” said Serena.
Kimmie produced a can of shaving cream, sprayed the foam into one hand, then began to spread it across my chest. 
“Men don’t like their girls hairy,” she said, winking. She had me lift my arms as she put a dollop of cream under each arm. It felt kind of nice, actually, and I felt myself stiffening.
“Ooh,” Kimmie said, rubbing the cream on my ass cheeks. “He likes it.”
She put it everywhere. Everywhere, forming a foamy wreath around my cock, then down both my legs. Then she turned to the counter and produced a straight razor. That made me flinch, and my eyes must have gone wide, because she laughed.
“Don’t worry, honey,” she said. “I’ve done this a million times. I’m a steady hand.”
I’d never been shaved with a straight razor, but she was true to her word. The blade moved quickly, snicking away every last remnant of my body hair. I was especially nervous as she shaved around my cock. Light flickered off the razor, but she was as gentle as a lamb, and when she was done I was like a newborn baby.
“You want to do his hair?” Kimmie asked Serena.
“Nah,” she said. “We’ll just fix him up with a wig from next door. Just makeup.”
“Okay,” Kimmie said, patting the seat of the barber chair. The plastic covering was cold on my newly-shaved ass cheeks as I lowered myself down. If not for the physical sensations, none of it would have seemed real.
The big woman stood over me for the next half hour, transforming my face. She smelled like carnations and talcum powder, and she hummed while she worked. She brushed several layers of flesh-colored stuff on my cheeks, then used a brush to color them red. 
She used a dark pencil to line my eyes, then affixed long, fake lashes onto my own. Finally she unfurled a tube of frosty pink lipstick, grabbed my cheeks, and squeezed. It hurt, and Serena laughed as the huge woman applied a thick layer of the stuff to my pursed lips. 
Kimmie stepped back and admired her work. “I think she’s some of my best work.”
Serena stood by her side and crossed her arms. “She’ll look better with some clothes on, but she’s definitely fuckable. Thanks, girl.”
They hugged, then Serena snapped her fingers at me. She walked towards the back of the store, and I got up and followed.
As I did, I caught sight of myself in the huge row of mirrors, and I let out a little gasp. I barely recognized myself. Had I looked that feminine all along, or had the makeup really done its job? My face wasn’t mine anymore. It was a woman’s, one painted for a night on the town.
In the back of the shop, there was an adjoining door from the salon into the thrift store. Maybe Kimmie owned both. For all I knew, Serena owned everything. Either way, she turned on the bright fluorescent lights to reveal the racks of clothing. 
Every second-hand clothing store always has an abundant array of prom dresses. Some girls like to keep them as souvenirs, but to a lot of them, what was the point? They’d worn it once and just didn’t need it anymore. And as Serena led me naked to that section, goosebumps broke out across my bare skin. 
I looked at the pastel colors, light pink and blue, and thought of all those girls. A lot of them had been fucked on that super special night, fucked in those very dresses, the boys too excited to bother taking them all the way off. They’d just lifted up the hem, pulled away the panties, and buried their cocks deep in young pussy. The thought made my cock bob with excitement, and Serena laughed at me.
“See?” she said. “You’re loving this. Just wait until you get a cock in your mouth. It’ll be absolutely electric. But we’re going to have to tuck that thing away.”
She ran her fingers across the prom dresses. “I usually put my bitches in one of these,” she said. “The tricks like the girly prom look. But…” Her eye caught something a few racks over and she squealed with delight.
Serena ran over and grabbed a white faux fur jacket from the rack. She ran back to me and made me put it on. It didn’t go all the way down, still exposing my belly, and Serena loved it. 
“God, it’s so slutty,” she said. “It’s perfect.” She led me around the shop and picked out a black bra to wear under it and a pair of ultra-tight white jean shorts. Serena tucked my cock up between my legs as I squeezed into the bottoms. I didn’t think there was any way they would zip up, but eventually they did. My balls ached and I could barely breathe, but there was no doubt this was my outfit. Serena loved it.
She picked me out a pair of high heels, which hurt my feet and made it almost impossible to walk. How did women do this? The last thing was my hair. There was a row of Styrofoam heads with an array of wigs. Serena pulled several of them over my head: blonde, redhead, even pink. But finally she settled on a curly brunette one. 
She stepped back and admired me. “God, they’re gonna love you,” she said.
She was right.
 
We took Serena’s Cadillac from the strip mall. I sat in the passenger’s seat, a bundle of nerves. I thought at any second she would turn the car around. She just wanted to scare more money out of me. She really didn’t intend to pimp me out. 
And I thought of Paula. I could lie about being out late, but what excuse was I going to cook up for why my body hair had all been shaved off? But as we pulled up to the Sexy Bunny Video Store, such concerns faded into the back of my mind. 
The place looked like a pink barn, the neon sign lighting up the night sky. The parking lot was full, mostly of pickup trucks. Serena pulled around to the back, where there were fewer cars, and slid into a space between some trees. It was like parking in a cave back here. She killed the engine and turned to me.
“Okay, sweetheart,” she said. “You’re up.”
So she was serious. This definitely wasn’t a game anymore. “I…what do I do?” I asked.
“What you were born to do,” she said. “Get in there and shake your ass.” She laughed. “Okay, here’s the deal. My friend Bart owns this place, and he’s got a couple of pals on the force. So the cops really don’t give a shit what goes on out here. There’s the video section and two small theatres in the back. There are glory holes in every stall in the bathroom, but that’s not how we’re going to do this.”
Glory holes. I wasn’t sure if those were just urban myths, but apparently not.
“You go in and tell Bart you’re my bitch,” she went on. “He’s the huge bald guy with the beard behind the counter. He’ll let you in one of the theatres without paying. Just sit down by yourself and look inviting. Someone will make a pass.”
“Then what?” 
She giggled. “Then you bring them out here, get in the back seat, and do whatever they want.”
I didn’t want to do this. It was a nightmare and I wanted it to stop. “Please,” I said. “I’ll give you ten thousand. Just don’t make me do this.”
She snorted a laugh and smirked. 
“Fifteen,” I said. “Please.”
“You don’t get it,” she said. “The money is nice, but it mostly ain’t about that. I love making dipshits like you suck cock and take it up the ass. It turns me on, man. I mean, really turns me on. Anyway, negotiations are over. Get your ass in there or I’m mass mailing everyone you know.”
I took a deep breath and got out. I walked across the gravel lot to the metal door in the back. 
Inside, the place was brightly lit, with rows of DVDs being perused by men in overalls, oily T-shirts, and ratty baseball caps. They skewed older and most of them were overweight. A couple of them looked my way when I walked in, but soon went back to whatever they were doing.
I saw a hulk of a man behind the tiny counter, his head bald, a long beard trailing down his chest. He wore a black T-shirt and a leather vest over it. I walked over to him on my high heels, starting to get the groove of walking in them. 
I cleared my voice, pitching it high and feeling ridiculous. “Are you Bart?” I asked.
“I am,” he said. He seemed bored, like he’d seen everything a man could ever see. Nothing else would ever surprise him again.
“Um, I’m Serena’s bitch,” I said. “Can I go in the back?”
He looked me up and down, his lids heavy. “Sure.”
I walked to the back, where the store split into two small hallways. There was a sign next to each. BARELY LEGAL GANG-BANG was playing on the right. SHEMALE SEX PARTY was on the left. That seemed more like my target audience.
I entered the dark theatre. A girl on-screen was bent over, sucking one guy’s cock while taking it up the ass from another. Her tits bobbed with each thrust, and they looked pretty good, though they couldn’t be real, because she had an erect cock of her own flipping around underneath. 
There were maybe twelve rows, and I walked halfway down and sat next to the aisle. At first, no one made a move towards me. I decided to signal a little more strongly why I was there, so I spread my legs wide. That made my balls smash even flatter, which hurt like hell, but it had the desired effect.
“Hey, darling,” hot breath whispered in my left ear. Someone had moved up right behind me. I smelled beer on his breath, and I turned, surprised to see a man younger than I expected. He was big, with a blonde crew cut and a shirt with cut-off sleeves. He looked like he’d had to drink a lot to work up the courage to come here, but now he definitely knew what he wanted.
“Hi,” I said, trying to think of the right thing to say. “You looking to have some fun?”
He chuckled. Someone in the back shushed him. “Yeah,” he said. “You gonna show me some fun?”
I nodded. God, I was so nervous. What if he wanted to fuck me? I wasn’t sure my ass was going to be able to handle that. Did Serena have some lube? Would it even help? 
“I have a car out back we can go to,” I said. 
His eyes looked glazed and hungry. “How much?”
“Cheap,” I said. “I’m a cheap little whore.” I was getting into it now, playing the part. “A dollar.”
He guffawed even louder at that and got shushed again. “A dollar? For what?”
“Anything you want,” I said.
He squinted at me, suspicious, then grinned. He’d decided that if I was fucking with him, it was worth the risk. “Okay, let’s go.”
We actually held hands as we walked out of the store to Serena’s car. He didn’t say a word, not until we’d climbed into the backseat. 
“Your friend going to join in?” he asked me.
“I’m her pimp,” Serena said. “Just here to collect the money and watch the show. What would you like from my bitch this evening?”
He looked from her to me, lingering on my mouth. “Blow job,” he said. “I want her to suck my dick and swallow every drop.”
“You heard the man,” she said to me. “Get to it.”
I leaned over his crotch, smelling sweat and the scents of a construction site. He’d been working in a house or building all day, putting up drywall or pouring concrete. I gingerly unzipped his fly and folded the corners back as if opening a birthday present.
He wasn’t wearing any underwear. His cock was already most erect, and the smell was stronger now, pungent and meaty. I curled my fingers around the base and pulled him out. He was circumcised, the head already slick and shiny with leaked cum. 
This was it. Once I put my lips around this man’s cock, there was no going back. I’d be living out my secret fetish, one I never intended to actually act on. I’d be a slutty, cock-sucking whore.
“What the fuck are you waiting for?” the man asked, and I felt his rough hand on the back of my head, pushing me down. His cock tasted strong and salty, filling my mouth and stretching out my lips. He pushed me down all the way, the knob of his head hitting the back of my throat and making me choke. My eyes watered as I gagged, and they both laughed.
He held me down like that for a long time, just enjoying the sounds and struggles. I tried to relax, to breathe through my nose, but his thick cock was choking me. My eyes filled with tears, and I tried to lift my head, but he kept a strong hold on me.
Finally he let me pull back a little, but not all the way. My mouth was watering so much, my saliva streamed down his cock, thick and shiny. I wanted badly to lift my mouth off of him and beg for a break, just enough to let me catch my breath. But he didn’t let me up until I’d finished the job.
I sucked noisily and greedily. This was what I’d wanted, wasn’t it? To dress up like a slut and satisfy a real man with my mouth. I slurped and sucked, working my tongue around the ridge of his head. Every once in a while, he would unexpectedly push my head back down all the way. I learned to anticipate it, so I didn’t choke as much as the session went on.
I tried my best to suckle his dick, to make my mouth feel soft and wet like a pussy. And I must have done a decent job, because he began to groan. The sweaty smell of the day’s hard work filled my nose. He was a working man, a real man, and I was going to gulp down his sticky load like a good little bitch.
“Speed it up,” Selena said. “It’s going to be a long night.” I saw a flash, then looked up to see her holding her phone up. “Just taking a pic in case I need something to post later.”
I began to bob faster, working my mouth up and down frantically. Now I wanted to hear him orgasm. I wanted to feel him explode in my mouth. Soon he did.
His other hand came down to grab the back of my head, and he held me there while his whole body went rigid. I heard a spurting noise, then tasted the hot, gummy mess as it jetted into my mouth. 
Cum has a unique taste, and my first time eating it was both disgusting and titillating. I gulped down the first mouthful, feeling it slide down my throat. The pungent, musky taste of it coated my tongue, and he spurted another round. I slurped and swallowed, making sure I took it all.
The man let out a heavy sigh, then a satisfied laugh before taking his hands off my head. I sat up, wiping my lips with the back of my hand. 
“Not bad,” the man said, tucking his cock back into his pants and zipping it up. Then I took out his wallet and produced a single dollar bill. Serena held out her hand, and he placed the dollar in her palm. “Pretty good value,” he said.
“We aim to please,” Serena said. “Tell your friends.”
The man laughed and got out of the car. I sat there, my mouth feeling savaged, my neck and jaw already sore. 
“That’s one,” Serena said, folding the bill and tucking it away. “Only ninety-nine more to go.”
God, was she serious? Looking at her, I knew she was. But did a hundred men even come through here? She must have read the look on my face.
“Don’t worry,” she said. “When it slows down here, we’ll head to the truck stop up on interstate. Always plenty of dicks to suck.”
I couldn’t even fathom doing this a hundred times, much less every week. After only one, my makeup was a mess. My eye liner was running from my watery eyes, my lipstick smeared.
“Do you want me to freshen up my makeup?” I asked.
She laughed. “Nah, good advertising. You know what you look like? A whore who just sucked a guy’s dick. Now get back in there.”
I climbed out of the car and began to walk across the lot. I could do this, couldn’t I? I had to. I had no choice. 
I was a whore. I was Serena’s whore. And now that I’d gotten a taste of dick, I was ready for more. I liked it.
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