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Chapter One

Ross knew he was in trouble the moment she used his real name.

Normally, his mistress, Miranda, would talk to Ross using affectionate terms – “my little Piggy” being the cutest, and “Pet” being the term that would automatically make his cock stiffen and swell.

But today, Mistress Miranda snapped sharply down the phone: “Ross.”

Standing at home, clinging to the receiver, Ross felt butterflies in the pit of his stomach when he heard her call him that – suddenly feeling like he did all those years ago in High School, when he was about to get sent to the Principal’s office.

“Ross,” Miranda growled again, her crisp, upper-class British accent menacingly cold. “I thought I gave you very explicit instructions today.” She tutted, and the sound of disapproval stabbed Ross in the heart like a shard of ice. “I’m very disappointed in you.”

Ross felt his heart sink. The thought of disappointing Mistress Miranda was like a punch in the guts.

He knew what he’d done, of course. It had been the Facebook posts. The Instagram pictures. The text messages.

He’d been too needy. He’d practically been crying out for the attention of his mistress. He’d been messaging Miranda all day, or trying to make her respond through public, passive-aggressive posts in places he knew she’d see them.

And, when Miranda hadn’t returned his messages, Ross had craved her attention even more; and bugged her even further.

“I’ve told you a thousand times, Pet,” Miranda purred down the phone – soothing Ross’s heart a little to hear her call him “Pet” again. “Acting needy like that? Even for me? It’s beneath you.”

And Ross felt chills, because he knew that what Miranda said was true.

But it was tough. He was working from home this morning, and that just made his drab, and dreary life so much more intolerable. It was his ex-wife’s week with the kids, and aside from the sound of the TV and the washing machine, there was nothing to keep Ross from focusing on his crushing, soul-destroying loneliness.

Nothing except Mistress Miranda – the woman he’d met online who’d turned his life around. 

Ross needed her. Perhaps more today than ever before.

He’d felt a burning need for her today – and when that need started smoldering, he couldn’t help but try to get Miranda’s attention.

But even as Ross considered his actions of that morning, Mistress Miranda continued talking down the phone: “You’re better than that.”

Ross shivered, listening to her delicious voice.

He’d always thought it weird – to hear this woman who cared for him, and dominated him, and owned him, try to teach Ross not to be submissive; at least not to anybody who wasn’t her.

But that was what was so intoxicating about their relationship. 

Ross submitted himself body and soul to his mistress – but instead of tearing him apart, she worked to build Ross back up instead. 

In recent months, what with the divorce and all, when Ross had tried to stand tall and be tough in the real world, life quickly knocked him on his ass again. But in Miranda’s world, as Ross submitted to his mistress’ every whim, he found a strength and peace and love within himself again. She made him whole.

And that was what had made him act so needy this morning.

“Now Pet,” Miranda barked, snapping Ross out of his thoughts. “I need to see you. We need to get to the bottom of this troubling behavior.” She paused, clearly looking at her phone. “I’ll be over there in an hour.”

Ross felt a thrill when he heard those words. So all those text messages and Facebook posts had been worth it after all. She was coming over.

“I’ll text you instructions for my arrival.” And then there was a click as Miranda hung up.

Ross stood there in the living room of his big, empty house. Butterflies churned in his stomach. He felt his cock throb at the same time he felt the phone vibrate in his hand.

Glancing down, Ross read the text that Miranda had just sent him:

Naked. On your knees.

Ross shuddered at the delicious thought.

From that moment on, his day got easier. Ross knew exactly what to do. He quickly finished the project he’d been struggling with, and emailed it off to his boss. Then he hurried around the house, wiping down the surfaces and getting it ready for company.

Soon the place was looking as neat as it could be, and Ross checked the time on his mobile phone just to be sure.

Miranda would be there any minute.


Chapter Two

Ross did the calculations in his head. By the time Miranda arrived, he’d have just a couple of hours before the big conference call he had to be on. The one that even Mistress Miranda would respectfully not disturb (after all, if Ross’s professional life got disrupted, he wouldn’t have the income he needed to spoil his mistress so thoroughly.)

Ross was both disappointed and excited. He wished he’d have longer with his Mistress – but also knew she carefully timed things to make sure every second of their time together would count.

With just seconds to spare, Ross unlocked the front door, and started peeling off his clothes.

That part was easy. Working from home left him in pajama pants and an old Batman t-shirt.

Ross barely had enough time to throw his dirty clothes in the hamper before he heard the familiar “dug-dug-dug” of a powerful V8 engine in the street outside; and knew that Miranda had arrived.

Naked, Ross knelt down on the hardwood floor, and put his hands behind his head – the agreed-upon position of submission that Miranda always expected – and demanded – her Pet be in when she arrived.

The door swung open.

Framed in the doorway, Ross saw Miranda’s silhouette – and then she stepped inside and shut the door behind her.

Ross gasped.

She looked gorgeous, as usual – tall and curvy, in a perfectly fitted pencil skirt and crisp white blouse open at the neck – exposing her cavernous cleavage. With dark, brown curls and bright red lipstick, she looked like a pinup girl brought vividly to life.

And Mistress Miranda returned Ross’s appreciation.

Peering down the hallway, she whistled appreciatively at her naked plaything. In addition to their more sordid adventures together, Miranda was pleased to see the diet and exercise plan she’d put Ross on was working out. Her little piggy was looking – for want of a better term – kind of buff.

“My, my, Pet,” she said in her crisp British accent. “You’re more mouth-watering every time I see you.”

Ross felt his cheeks burn when he heard that.

Miranda’s stilettos clip-clopped on the hardwood floors as she paced down the hallway towards her pet. Then, towering above him, she looked down at her naked subject with a hungry look in her cool, grey eyes.

“So what’s gotten into you, Pet?” Miranda asked, kneeling down beside him. “Why have you been acting so needy today?”

Ross said nothing, but he sighed as Miranda reached up and stroked his stubbly cheek.

“It’s not like you to be like this,” she purred into his ear – breath hot against Ross’s skin. “What’s the problem?”

And as she spoke, her hands ran up and down Ross’s naked body. She stroked his muscular shoulders and Ross shuddered in pleasure at her touch. Then Miranda ran a hand down Ross’s naked back and he arched his spine in response. His cock hardened at her touch, jutting out from between his muscular thighs like a throbbing tree branch,

Miranda’s breath grew deep as she saw it.

“Ooooh,” Miranda tutted. “You seem extremely sensitive today.” Her hand slid further down Ross’s back, across his hip to stroke the taut cheeks of his muscular ass. “Is that something to do with it?”

Ross said nothing. He just shivered in delicious anticipation.

“Lean forward,” Miranda suddenly purred into his ear. “On your elbows. Ass in the air.”

Ross bit his lip and obeyed – leaning forward and over, until his face was inches from the hardwood floor, and his ass was raised up high into the air.

Miranda shifted around, so she was staring right at Ross’s upturned ass.

Ross blushed in self-consciousness – realising Miranda was studying his dangling cock and balls, his muscular ass cheeks, and – of course – the tight little knot of his asshole nestling between them.

“You know, I was looking in my calendar,” Miranda purred, suddenly running her fingers up Ross’s thighs. Ross shuddered at the sensation. “It’s nearly a full moon, and that can have a strange effect on my little pets.” Ross’s face burned with jealousy, remembering that he wasn’t the only submissive man to share a relationship with Mistress Miranda.

But his jealousy was forgotten the moment her fingers slid all the way up Ross’s thigh, and touched his dangling balls. Ross moaned in need.

“Have you been feeling especially antsy recently?” Miranda purred, as her fingertips traced a path around and around Ross’s balls, and then slid up to tease the shaft of his hard, throbbing cock. “I remember this time last month, the only way I could settle you down was by reaming this tight little ass out with my strap-on all night.”

Ross groaned. He remembered that night vividly.

“Well, I think this needy behaviour of yours has something to do with that,” Miranda cooed, and as she said that, her fingertips slithered up and down the length of Ross’s cock, and she started to stroke him sensuously.

Ross gasped.

“That’s it,” Miranda purred, as she took the thumb of her other hand and pressed it against the wrinkled, pink knot of Ross’s tightly clenched ass. “I thought so.” Miranda took a moment to lick her thumb, and then pressed it back against the entrance to Ross’s ass. 

“You’re in season, aren’t you?”

“I-in season?” Ross was confused. He’d never heard that expression before.

“In season,” Miranda nodded, stroking his cock with one hand, while rubbing circles around his asshole with the thumb of her other. “It’s like being in heat. When a woman is ovulating. Similar things occur with properly-trained little slave pets, like you.”

Ross suddenly moaned, loudly, as Miranda pressed her thumb against his asshole, and it suddenly sunk inside.

“Fuuuck,” Ross arched his back, feeling his tight ass stretched and filled by Miranda’s thumb.

“That’s it,” Miranda purred, stroking Ross’s throbbing cock with one hand, as she started to finger-fuck his ass with the other. “It’s like how when a woman’s at her most fertile time of the month she’s desperate to get impregnated. I know I get super horny when I’m ovulating. You just have the sissy, submissive equivalent of that. You need to get fucked.” 

Ross tried to dig his fingernails into the hardwood floor, as Miranda replaced the thumb in his ass with two, spit-slick fingers. They slid deep inside him, even as she continued to stroke his throbbing, rock-hard cock.

Ross groaned. His cock dripped pre-cum onto the floorboards.

“It’s my own fault, actually,” Miranda purred, as she continued to pleasure her pet with her hands. “I should have remembered last month, after watching you beg for my strap-on like a little sissy slut.”

Ross groaned, remembering it happening. He hadn’t thought much of it at the time – he’d just been fucked almost to unconsciousness by Miranda and her strap-on, but hadn’t considered it anything more than just sex.

Was there more to it than that?

“Sex can change your body chemistry if you do it right,” Miranda explained, as she finger-fucked Ross’s tight little ass. “When it’s done right, sex can trigger a gush of hormones, and those can turn you into a completely different man.”

Ross’s eyes widened.

Was that what had happened? Ever since he’d met Miranda, he had felt like a different man. In turns both more submissive, and yet stronger.

And the aftermath of being dominated and fucked by this beautiful woman and her massive strap-on?

In the intervening weeks, he’d been happier and more confident. He’d been losing weight, feeling sexier… And now this.

“The reason you’re so needy today?” Miranda grinned, as Ross groaned hotly and started to hump his hips back into her hand. “It’s because you’re in season. Your slutty, sissy body is craving sex.” She bent down, and murmured hotly in Ross’s ear: “You’re in heat, you little slut.”

“Huuuungh,” Ross moaned, the moment he heard her call her a slut. 

“Well, you’re in luck,” Miranda purred, fingering Ross’s ass and stroking his cock until he was on the brink of spurting onto the floorboards. “I know exactly how to take care of a horny little boy-slut when he’s in season.”

And then, with a mewl of disappointment, Ross felt Miranda pull her fingers from his ass, and release her divine grip on his throbbing cock.


Chapter Three

Ross nearly wailed in anguish.

“Oooooh,” he groaned – he’d been just seconds away from orgasm. “P-please, Mistress…”

“No,” Miranda snapped, and she brought two elegantly manicured fingers around and held them in front of Ross’s face. “You don’t get to cum quite yet.”

Ross looked at the two fingers he held up – the ones that, until recently, had been buried in his ass. They were glistening with her wetness, but clean and fresh. The morning enemas that Mistress insisted upon always ensured his ass was scrupulously clean.

“Suck them,” Miranda ordered.

Cock throbbing with need, Ross couldn’t refuse her.

Ross opened his mouth and sucked her fingers inside – tasting the tart, spicy flavour of his own ass on them as he did so. Sweat, and musk – nothing icky.

Once her fingers were clean, Miranda pulled them from his mouth with a smile.

“Come on, Pet,” she ordered. “I know exactly how to fix your condition.”

And then she stood up, and offered Ross her hand.

Ross took her elegantly-manicured fingers, and she helped the buff, naked man into a standing position. Suddenly, he was towering over his mistress – even though she always felt larger than life to him.

Ross stood there in anticipation, not knowing what was going to happen next. He wanted Miranda to kiss him desperately, and then to let him fuck her – to crawl on top of him on the couch and skewer herself on his big dick until he could fuck her to a half-dozen orgasms; and experience the blissful relief of cumming himself.

But he knew whatever she had planned, it would be better. So, instead, he followed her as she started leading him upstairs.

“W-what are you doing?” Ross demanded.

“Sssh,” Miranda grinned, as she led him into the en-suite bathroom.

Miranda rolled up the sleeves of her crisp white blouse, and then opened up the shower door.

“Get in,” she ordered.

A little bemused, Ross did as he was told. Immediately, Miranda started the water rushing.

“Aiiiie!” It was ice-cold at first. Then, just as it started to warm up, Miranda reached in and grabbed the shower-head off the wall.

For the next few minutes, she doused Ross’s naked, muscular body in warm water, and then gently began to wash him.

Taking a sponge and his expensive body wash, she soaped up every inch of Ross’s lean body, from his feet and fingers, right down to his tight, muscular ass. Then, as he was covered in bubbles, Miranda rinsed him clean – the bubbles running around the plug in circles, until they were eventually sucked into oblivion.

“Now shave,” Miranda smiled, handing Ross his waterproof electric razor. “Everything.”

And she watched and nodded as Ross shaved his stubbly chin and jawline clean. And then she handed him the clipper attachment and demanded: “Do the same for your chest.”

Next came his hairy stomach. Then his legs. Finally she ordered: “Shave your crotch.”

It took ten whole minutes, but Ross clumsily cropped almost all the hair from his body, and then shaved it down to the soft, smooth skin.

Miranda smiled as she saw it.

“Smoother than a stripper’s pussy,” she purred.

Next she soaped his short hair – running her fingers through it gently.

Ross was in heaven. Miranda’s hands were gentle, but firm. She caressed his body with obvious enjoyment, but cool detachment. She never once touched her sexually – ignoring the raging hard-on Ross had throughout the experience.

Eventually, he was washed and rinsed. Miranda helped Ross from the shower, and wrapped him in a fluffy white towel.

“Sit down,” she ordered, pointing to the stool in front of the mirror.

Next, Miranda reached under the bed for something Ross got excited about seeing. It was a trunk of clothes and costumes she’d secreted there the last time she’d come to visit.

From inside, she pulled a long, sleek, luxurious black wig. Carrying it over to the dressing table, she arranged it on Ross’s head, getting the fit just right, until his new head of long, feminine hair was as shiny as a racehorse’s, and not a hair of it was out of place.

Ross looked in the mirror. His square jaw and muscular body betrayed his gender – but he was suddenly transformed into an approximation of a beautiful young woman.

“What a pretty little sissy,” Miranda purred.

Next she took coconut oil, and pulled off Ross’s towel. Naked, Ross stood there as his mistress oiled up every inch of his shaved, hairless body. Her strong hands rubbed the lotion into Ross’s chest and shoulders, and massaged his stomach and thighs. Soon Ross’s ass was gleaming with oil, and he moaned loudly as he felt Miranda finish off her treatment by slathering his rock-hard cock with coconut oil, and then stroking his shaft up and down to coat it fully.

Finally, as he stood there gleaming and oiled, Miranda reached back into her trunk to retrieve some perfume. She spritzed her sissy slave in a wafting cloud of Chanel Chance, and then barked: “Time to put your makeup on.”

Feeling butterflies in his stomach, Ross sat down and struggled to stay will, as Mistress Miranda busied herself putting make-up on him. Not much - just a touch of colour that highlighted the redness of his full lips, and some eye-liner to bring out the bright, icy blue of his eyes.

Ross blinked as he saw himself transformed.

Sure, he’d never make a passable woman – but he was a beautiful approximation of one.

“What a pretty little sissy,” Miranda repeated. “Now let’s get you something to wear.”

Mistress Miranda returned to the trunk – searching inside for something. Eventually she found it – a gorgeous, black lace negligee.

“Put this on,” Miranda ordered, holding it out to him.

Ross stood up and did what he was told – frustrated that Miranda was resolutely ignoring the hard, throbbing erection he’d been sporting ever since the shower.

Why was she denying them both the pleasure they so obviously craved?

But he swallowed his need and did as he was told – and, moments later, he was ready – wearing nothing but the black negligee, which fell to his hips, and barely hid the massive erection that was tenting it out in front. 

He felt humiliated and vulnerable, wearing something so feminine and sheer. His body was totally visible beneath the black lace.

“S-so… Now what?”

“Downstairs, Pet,” Miranda ordered. 

Nervously, Ross led the way, back downstairs, into the living room.


Chapter Four

Miranda ordered Ross to where he’d started off that afternoon – standing in line with the long hallway that led to the front door.

“Turn around,” Miranda ordered, pulling over the sheepskin rug and cushions from the fireplace. She laid them carefully on the floor, and then held Ross’s hand as he dropped onto his knees onto the soft rugs, back to the hallway and front door.

“Adopt the position,” Miranda ordered – and placed her hand between Ross’s muscular shoulder-blades, to help him remember what that position was.

Not that he needed reminding. On his knees and elbows, ass lifted high into the air.

“That’s my pretty sissy,” Miranda purred, stroking Ross’s back.

Ross laid his head on one of the cushions Miranda had arranged, and shivered. He felt so vulnerable and helpless like this – dressed in women’s lingerie, bare ass lifted into the air, on display.

That vulnerability just got worse when Miranda produced a black, silk necktie from her pocket – one she’d purloined from Ross’s wardrobe of office wear.

“Lift up your head.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Lifting his head, Ross gasped as Miranda wrapped the tie around his eyes. The silk was cool against his skin. Within seconds, he was blind.

“There we go,” Miranda lowered his head back onto the cushion. “You’re all ready.” And then she rubbed his back, through the thin lace of her negligee.

“The reason you’re so needy today is because you’re in heat,” Miranda explained again, and her hand travelled lower – until it met the bare skin of Ross’s ass.

Ross shuddered.

“Those hard fuckings with the strap on. The submissive training. Dressing you like a sissy slut. Your body is responding. You’ve got hormones flooding your system. Or, at this time of the month, you could call them ‘whoremones.”

Ross listened, totally blind.

He felt Miranda felt stroke his ass. Then her fingers slipped between his cheeks, and he felt her fingertips stroking his balls.

“Huuungh,” Ross groaned.

“The diet I’ve got you on,” Miranda explained, running her fingers up and down Ross’s straining cock. “And the weight-training and cardio plan? That changes a lot of things. It even changes the kind of man you are.” 

Suddenly, the fingers of her other hand slid between the cheeks of Ross’s upturned ass – and she started rubbing his asshole. There was a ‘click’ and then cold, gloopy liquid slithered between his cheeks. She’d pulled a bottle of lube from her pocketbook, and was slathering him up.

“Uuuungh,” Ross bit his lip.

“Your body is craving getting fucked,” she purred. “I’ve trained you well. Like a bitch in heat, you’re going to want a big, hard cock every time the moon is full.”

Ross listened. She was right.

“But the problem is, my big strap on won’t do the trick,” she explained, slathering Ross’s cock with lube, which made him squirm at the delicious sensation. “You’re craving something more authentic. Something real.”

Suddenly, the fingers of Miranda’s other hand pressed against Ross’s ass. He’d already been opened up once before; and this time, both his asshole and her fingers were slick with lube.

They slid inside him effortlessly.

“Aaaah!” Ross cried out, arching his back.

“What your body craves is a real cock,” Miranda repeated, finger-fucking his ass now, at the same time she stroked his raging, throbbing cock. “You’re like a slutty little bitch in heat. You want to be bred. Your want your tight little boy-pussy knocked up.”

Ross groaned when she said the word “impregnate.” 

It sounded so dirty. So submissive. It made him feel deliciously degraded; a worthless fucktoy for his Mistress’ amusement.

“You need a big, hot load of cum pumped into this tight little ass of yours,” Miranda cooed. “Your body is in turmoil. You’re a horny, needy, cum-hungry little slut and your body is screaming for a big, hard cock, like a bitch in heat.”

“Oh, yes,” Ross moaned. “That’s exactly what I need.”

Miranda continued stroking his cock and finger-fucking his ass – forcing Ross closer and closer to orgasm.

“You’re my little prize Pet,” she purred. “You’re my handsome little gelding. A pedigree little bitch with a premium ass.” 

“Huuungh,” Ross groaned, so close to cumming that he was drooling onto the cushion.

“And what do pet owners do with their pedigree pets, when they’re in heat?” Miranda asked.

“I-I don’t know,” Ross groaned. “Oooooh, fuck…” He squirmed his ass back onto Miranda’s hands. “Oh, God, please me let cum.”

Slap! Miranda’s hand left a painful, stinging imprint on Ross’s ass.

“All in good time, you shameless little slut,” Miranda hissed hotly into his ear. “I was talking.”

“Oh, God,” Ross was practically melting into the rug by now. He was so hard it hurt, and pre-cum was dribbling from the head of his straining cock. 

Miranda was fingering and stroking him with incredible dexterity – keeping Ross balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm, but refusing to let him cum.

“So I asked,” Miranda repeated, “what do pet owners do when their prize-worthy, pedigree little bitches are in heat?”

“I-I don’t know,” Ross moaned again.

“Well? What does a farmer do when his mare’s in heat?”

“I don’t know,” Ross cried. “Oh, God, please let me cum.”

Slap! Another painful spank on his backside – just enough to dial down Ross’s arousal and keep him from orgasm for a few moments more.

“The farmer breeds her,” Miranda answered, frustration apparent in her voice.

“W-what?” Ross moaned, as her humped his hips back into Miranda’s hand.

“I said he breeds her. He gets a big, powerful stallion to come and give that bitch exactly what she craves.” And then she began stroking Ross’s cock a little faster. “And that’s exactly what I’m going to do with you, my little sissy boy-slut.”

And then Ross heard the ‘click’ of Miranda’s fingers, and the creak of the front door opening.

Ross froze, and a chill ran through his body.

Who was that?


Chapter Five

Ross froze.

He realized there was somebody else opening the front door.

He was trapped on his knees – totally blind and helpless. He focused on the noises he could hear, and felt butterflies in his stomach as he heard the ‘clud’ of the front door shutting.

Then footsteps on the hardwood floor.

“I’ve invited over a stallion to do his business, Pet,” Miranda purred. “You need to be bred, you horny little sissy – and I have just the stud to do it.”

“W-what?” Ross mewled.

And then he heard the footsteps on the floor near his head, and his nostrils drank in the scent of manly cologne.

“Dayum,” it was a totally unfamiliar voice – deep, and thick, and rich. “What a pretty little sissy.”

“Yes, he is,” Miranda purred to this stranger. “Now take off your clothes, and I’ll let you touch him.”

“N-no,” Ross cried, and tried to get up. That was when Miranda started fingering his ass again, adding a third finger. Ross fell limply back down onto the floor.

“Stay where you are, Pet,” Miranda ordered. “If you’re a good little boy, I’ll let you take the blindfold off. Let you see what you’re about to have a taste of.”

Ross moaned: “Noooo…”

But he kept humping his hips back into Miranda’s hand, trying desperately to tip himself over the edge into an orgasm. 

Ross couldn’t help himself. Miranda had kept him on the brink of cumming for so long, it was starting to be all he could think about.

“Here,” with a wry chuckle, Miranda pulled the blindfold from Ross’s eyes.

He blinked as the bright light hit him. Slowly, his eyes focused. He gasped, looking up to see a towering African-American man standing by the couch, slowly peeling off an expensive-looking business suit.

“This is Reginald,” Miranda purred, finger-fucking Ross’s ass all the while. “Former NBA player, marathon runner, body-builder and successful business man.” And then the big, black stranger turned around, and Ross’s eyes widened.

He was beautifully muscled, with a chiselled black body like something out of a magazine… But that wasn’t what he was staring at.

Hanging between Reginald’s muscular thighs was the largest cock he’d ever seen.

It swung practically down to his knees – as long and thick as Ross’s muscular forearm. And it was already swelling full of blood – knotted with veins like a length of African hardwood.

“Reginald is here to breed you,” Miranda purred, stroking Ross’s cock. “Are you ready to get bred, my little slut?”

“N-no,” Ross squirmed. “W-who is he?”

“He’s a friend of mine,” Miranda purred. “Successful. Healthy. Clean.” She licked her lips. “Virile.”

“Y-you can’t be serious…”

“Oh, but I am,” Miranda purred. “In a few moments, you’re going to offer up your slutty little ass to this big, beautiful man, and he’s going to fuck you with that big, black cock of his. And you’re going to beg for him to cum in you.”

“N-no,” Ross groaned. “T-that’s too much.” But Miranda stroking his cock, and he thought he was going to explode if she didn’t let him cum soon.

“You’re going to beg,” she repeated.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Ross groaned, biting his lip. Fuck, he was going to go crazy if he didn’t have a release soon.

And the more he looked up at that big, black stranger’s cock, the more he wondered what it would feel like inside him. Anything like Mistress Miranda’s strap-on?

Reggie’s cock was was the biggest Ross had ever seen in his life. It was deliciously thick and throbbing. God, it would feel like heaven…

“Are you ready to get bred, Pet?”

“Huuungh,” Ross squirmed, so close to cumming.

“You want his big cock yet?”

“O-oh fuck,” Ross groaned.

His mind raced. Was Miranda serious? She was going to let this big, black stranger fuck him? With no condom? And cum inside him?

“Oh, he’s clean,” Miranda explained, calming his fears. I’ve had that cock inside me myself. In fact, some time soon I’ll have you eat my out after he’s cum in me.”

Ross groaned at the thought.

“But for now? He’s here for your ass.”

And that was the realization that tipped Ross over the edge. The thought of being fucked by a big, black, powerful man; like some common bitch animal getting knocked up and bred.

“Uuuunnnngh,” he groaned.

His body was responding against his will. His cock throbbed, and oozed pre-cum. His nipples got so hard they ached. His whole, slutty body was begging for it.

“Oh, please,” Ross begged. “Oh, please, just let me cum. I’ll let him fuck me if you let me cum.” He knew the moment he got that sweet release, he’d be able to think rationally… But for the moment? His hungry, greedy little ass was in charge.

“Reggie,” Miranda ordered. “Come over here and give my Pet a closer look at that thing.”

Chuckling, Reggie did as he was told. He stepped over to where Ross was kneeling, and dropped down onto his knees; presenting him with his cock.

Ross nearly swooned.

First off, he was overwhelmed by Reggie’s powerful, masculine scent. It hit him like a tsunami, and his cock throbbed in response.

Next, he felt the heat radiating off Reggie’s cock and balls; burning Ross’s face.

His eyes widened as Ross studied him.

Fuck, it was a thing of beauty. Reggie’s cock was swelling even as he stared at it – this thick, throbbing shaft covered in veins. He tried not to – he wasn’t gay, after all – but he couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel inside him – stretching his ass open.

Ross’s mouth watered.

“You want to suck it, Pet?” Miranda asked. “Do you want to taste it?”

“Y-yes,” Ross mewled.

“Here,” Reggie grabbed the root of his shaft and offered it to him. “Start with the balls.”

And then he shuffled forward, and lifted his cock to present Ross with his big, black, egg-sized balls.

Ross’s cock throbbed. His nostrils were assailed by musky, manly heat.

Stretching out his tongue, he licked.

Oh, fuck! Salty, and smooth, and soft… God, Reggie’s balls tasted amazing.

“I’ve been saving up a big load in them, little sissy,” Reggie stroked Ross’s face. “Three day’s worth.” He groaned as Ross sucked one of his balls into his mouth. “Gonna bust my nut deep inside that tight little white-boy ass of yours. Breed you good.”

“Mmmmmmph,” Ross closed his eyes, trying to hide his body’s response to Reggie’s words.

“Here, suck it,” Reggie pulled his balls from Ross’s mouth, and offered him the head of his enormous cock instead. It was fully hard now – swollen and thick. 

Ross stretched open his mouth, and struggled to wrap his lips around the swollen head of Reggie’s cock. He pulled back his foreskin a little to help; and as he did so, a river of clear, salty pre-cum deluged onto his tongue.

“Mmmmmph.” That, combined with Miranda’s insistent rubbing of his cock, nearly made Ross spurt on the spot.

“Suck it, you little sissy,” Reggie purred. “Get it nice and wet.”

“It’ll make it easier to fuck you if it’s wet,” Miranda purred, continuing to fuck Ross’s ass with three of her fingers. “It’ll slide in like a well-oiled piston.” And, as if to demonstrate that, she added her pinky to Ross’s stretched, slutty ass.

“Oooooh,” Ross moaned, and as he opened his mouth, Reggie pressed his cock against Ross’s lips.

He swallowed three inches of cock before he’d even realized it, and nearly came at the sensation of that thick, black dick lodged in his mouth.

This was the worst thing he’d ever done. He was straight. He’d been married, and had two kids. And now? Now he was on his knees, sucking a stranger’s cock. Not just that, but a black stranger’s cock. 

Not that he wanted to sound racist, but he knew that fact, alone, would blow his ex-wife’s jealous mind almost as much as him suddenly turning “gay” would.

“Get it good and wet,” Reggie groaned, and Ross’s mouth filled with saliva. “Get this big dick dripping…” Soon, drool and saliva was dribbling down his chin, and Reggie’s big cock was gleaming with Ross’s spit.

“That’s it,” Miranda purred, murmuring hotly into Ross’s ears as she stroked his cock and fingered his ass. “Now, are you ready to get fucked?”


Chapter Six

Fucked? 

Jesus, Ross thought. Miranda was really going to make him go through with this, wasn’t she? 

Miranda wanted him to get fucked, bareback, by another man. By a big, black stranger – and for this impossibly-hung stud to blow his load deep into Ross’s hungry, needy ass.

“Are you ready?”

Ross knew he should say no. He knew he should stop this before it got any more out of hand. He wasn’t gay. Getting fucked by another man was a step too far. This was challenging everything he thought he knew about himself.

A little bi? Maybe. Willing to be a little hetroflexible if his Mistress demanded it? Sure. In fact, at this point Ross would have willingly let the big, black stranger blow his load in his mouth – the first cock he’d ever sucked – just to have this thing over with.

But to fuck him?

Miranda was still stroking Ross’s cock and fingering his ass. Aww, fuck. This was too much. He’d been balanced on the brink of orgasm for what seemed like hours now. He needed to get some release.

And, squeezing shut his eyes, he admitted to himself he wanted to get fucked.

“J-just a little,” he finally stammered. “J-just fuck me a little.”

“Look at this, you horny little sissy,” Reggie laughed, slapping Ross in the face with his hard, black cock. “Nothin’ about this is little.”

And then, laughing, he shuffled around behind the sissy white man.

Ross suddenly groaned, as he felt Reggie’s hot, calloused hands on his bare ass.

Reggie was spreading Ross’s ass cheeks, and then he felt the big, black man pull Miranda’s fingers from his ass – only to replace them with his own.

“Huuungh!”

They were thick and calloused. They felt so good sliding inside of his butt.

“Damn, this little bitch is tight,” Reggie laughed. “But not too tight for my big dick, ain’t that right, sissy?”

“P-please,” Ross moaned. “Fuck me. I need it.”

“You don’t need to tell me twice.” And then Ross cried as Reggie pulled his fingers from his ass, leaving him feeling hollow and empty.

Pulse racing, Ross heard Reggie wrestle his hard cock into position. Suddenly, he felt the soft skin of Reggie’s hard cock against his inner thigh.

“Oh, fuck,” Ross groaned, letting his head drop down as he felt the thick head of Reggie’s cock nuzzle between the cheeks of his ass. “Oh, Christ…”

“You want me?” Reggie demanded.

“Do you want him?” Miranda repeated, whispering hotly into Ross’s ear. “Do you want to be fucked?”

And the truth? No, of course he didn’t. He didn’t want to be fucked, bareback, by a man. And not a stranger – not on his living room floor! But he couldn’t help himself.

He needed it. Miranda had him on such an erotic knife-edge that he needed it.

“Oh, please,” Ross begged. “Fuck me.”

And so Reggie gripped Ross’s hips, and thrust.

“Oooooh,” Ross’s back arched as he felt his ass stretched and filled. Miranda had prepared his ass for what seemed like hours and he was dripping in lube at that point, so despite it’s impossible size, Reggie’s enormous cock slid inside of him like a well-oiled piston sliding into a perfectly-bored cylinder.

“Wow,” Miranda’s face was inches from Ross’s, and she was staring intently into his eyes – watching them widen and dilate with surprise and pleasure. “Look at you. How does that feel?”

“Mmmuurph,” was all Ross could murmur.

Within seconds, Reggie was buried right up the balls inside of him – his impossibly-thick cock buried all the way inside Ross’s greedy little ass.

“Huuungh,” Ross groaned, as the swollen head of Reggie’s cock was crushed up against his prostate. He could feel every pulse, and throb, and movement of Reggie’s shaft within him. “Ooooh, God.”

Reggie began to thrust.

The big, beautiful cock slithered in and out of Ross’s tight, virginal ass. He felt every inch of it, and it was driving him mad with need.

“Oh, that’s it, Pet,” Miranda cooed, reaching between Ross’s legs to stroke his own, straining cock. “Can you feel it? You’re getting fucked, like a good little bitch.”

“Oh, God, Mistress,” Ross groaned, suddenly reaching out to clutch his mistress’ hand. “Oh, God, it’s so big inside of me.”

“You can take it, Pet,” Miranda cooed. “In fact, get used to it. This won’t be the last time.”

Just the thought of that made Ross swoon.

“Oh, Mistress,” letting his head drop, Ross started thrusting his hips back – making a slapping noise as his taut ass slapped up against Reggie’s muscular hips. “Oh, I’m so close.”

“You’re not going to cum until I tell you to,” Miranda warned, slowing down her stroking motions on his cock. “You’re not going to cum until he does.”

Ross whined. He didn’t want Reggie to cum. He didn’t want him to flood ass with his hot, potent seed.

But as soon as Ross even conjured up that mental image, he realized she was lying to himself.

He could almost imagine it now. That heat. That wetness. Those powerful spurts, throbbing and erupting deep inside of him. The thought of being fucked, and used, and bred by this powerful stranger.

“Ooooooh,” he groaned. “Oh, God, pleeease.”

“Oh, sissy, I’m not even close to being finished with you yet,” Reggie laughed, and began to fuck Ross deeper, and harder, and faster.”


Chapter Seven

Ross was pounded from behind, and the room echoed with the sound of flesh-against-flesh. 

Slap, slap, slap. He was panting now. Moaning. Being driven mad with desire.

“P-please,” Ross begged. “Let me cum.”

Reggie slapped his ass, hard. The feeling of his hard, calloused hands on Ross’s tender flesh made him cry with need.

“You really want it, you slutty little sissy?” Reggie groaned. “You really want me to breed you, like some kind of bitch in heat?”

“Y-yes,” Ross groaned. “Oh, God, please.”

“Beg for it,” Reggie demanded. “Beg me to cum in you.”

“Oh, please,” Ross cried. “Oh, for the love of God, cum in me.”

“Why should I?”

“B-because I’m your little sissy bitch,” Ross begged. “I’m your little pet. I’m in heat. I need to be fucked. I need to be cum in. I need it.”

Reggie grinned.

“Who am I to refuse a needy little sissy like you?” And then he sunk his cock so deeply into Ross’s aching ass that he cried out in discomfort.

“Huuungh!” Ross’s eyes widened, as he felt Reggie’s cock get thicker, and longer, and harder inside of him. “Oh, God!” And then it throbbed, and flooded him with wetness.

“Oh, fuck,” Reggie groaned, as he exploded inside of Ross’s ass. “That’s so fucking good.” 

Each throb of his cock signified a spurt of thick, potent cum pumped deep inside of Ross’s ass. Each time Reggie’s shaft swelled, it nearly split Ross in two. Each spurt of cum left Reggie’s cock with the force of a fire hose – and landed directly on Ross’s prostate; pushing it like a big, red button marked “cum.”

And so he did.

“Oh fuuuuck!” Groaning, Ross spurted into his Mistress’s hand, and then spat more jets of cum onto the rug beneath him. His balls emptied themselves, until Ross went limp, as he finally experienced the release he’d been teased with for so long.

He lost all control of his body. Pleasure washed over him like a tsunami. His eyes rolled upwards into his head, and drool gushed down his chin. His spent cock throbbed. His ass felt like it was going to explode.

“Ooooh, fuck…”

“That’s it, you little sissy slut,” Reggie groaned, as he emptied his balls into Ross’s ass. “I’m filling you up. Gonna breed you like a prize-winning bitch.”

And those words made Ross cum again – his cock throbbed and spat out a pathetic dribble of cum onto the rug. Enough so he practically passed out from the sensation.

Eventually, Reggie’s cock stopped throbbing, and he groaned in satisfaction as he drained the last of his cum into Ross’s ass. Panting, the big, black man finally slumped back – and his softening cock slithered from Ross’s tightness with a slurp.

Immediately, a literal deluge of cum poured down Ross’s thighs. He moaned as he felt it, and reached back to clamp his hand between the cheeks of his plundered ass, to try and stop the flood.

“Three day’s worth,” Reggie groaned, trying to catch his breath back. “Just be thankful you weren’t sucking my cock. I might have drowned you when I bust my nut.”

Hand clamped between his thighs, Ross just lay there, in a daze. He shuddered, as orgasmic aftershocks rocked his body. He barely even registered Reggie clambering to his feet, and slowly putting his clothes back on.

Within minutes the towering black man was fully dressed again – and looked down at the trembling, cum-filled sissy as he zipped up his pants.

“I’ll be back next time,” he told Ross. “You’re my little breeding bitch until your Mistress here tells me otherwise.”

“Y-yes,” Ross moaned.

And then he listened to the sound of Reggie’s footsteps, as the big, black man sauntered away, towards the front door. A moment later, it clunked shut behind him.


Chapter Eight

Ross groaned, and slumped into a heap on the floor.

His whole body was trembling. His spent cock still throbbed. Cum was warm and wet, dribbling through his fingers as he pressed his hand between the cheeks of his ass.

“How do you feel, Pet?” Miranda asked, looking down at him.

“I-I…” Ross was barely able to speak.

“Better?”

And the worst part? He did feel better. Wonderfully relaxed, and sinfully peaceful. He really had needed that – to be fucked, like a bitch in heat. To be bred like a prize-winning animal. To have a big, hard stud cream inside him.

“Well,” Miranda slumped into the armchair, just a foot in front of her Pet. “We’ve only got a few minutes until that conference call – but I’m not done with you yet.”

And, with that, she started to pull up the hem of her pencil skirt and reveal her own, neatly trimmed pussy. She’d been going commando the whole time.

Ross struggled to lift his head. His eyes focused on Miranda’s pink, glistening pussy. She was obviously dripping wet from everything she’d just witnessed.

Instinct made saliva well in Ross’s mouth.

“Watching you get bred was so fucking hot,” Miranda purred. “Now come over here and give me some of what I need.”

Ross struggled up, onto his hands and knees. As he released the hand between his legs, it came away dripping with Reggie’s hot seed.

Still woozy and trembling, the post-orgasmic sissy crawled over to where Miranda was sitting, and hauled himself to his knees.

He looked up into Miranda’s eyes – his pupils dilated, and his cheeks flushed.

And then he bent his head and kissed his mistress’s pussy; devouring it like it was ripe, succulent fruit.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Miranda threw back her head and groaned, as she felt Ross’s warm, wet mouth slurp and suck on her throbbing clitoris. “Oh, Jesus.”

Ross said nothing. He just let his mouth gush with saliva, and began to swirl his tongue around Mistress Miranda’s clitoris.

“Fuck me,” Miranda groaned, running his fingers through the luxurious black hair of Ross’s sissy wig. “Nobody eats pussy like you, Pet. Nobody.” The slurping noise of her pet’s eager mouth echoed through the room. “Oh, fuck yes… That’s it…”

Ross enjoyed eating his mistress out. It allowed him to switch his overwhelmed brain off and concentrate on a task he did with mindless expertise. Ross sucked, and slurped, and worshipped Miranda’s quivering pussy; driving her closer and closer to orgasm.

And, as he did so, Ross reached between his own legs to start jerking off his own, limp and lifeless cock. It wasn’t lifeless for long. As he sucked Miranda’s clitoris into his mouth, Ross stroked his growing cock, using Reggie’s warm, wet cum as lubrication.

“Oh, fuck, you looked so sexy getting bred,” Miranda groaned, as Ross drove her closer and closer to explosion. “Seeing that big, black cock slide in and out of that tight little ass of yours.” Miranda felt her orgasm approaching, like an oncoming storm. “Seeing him flood you with his cum.”

“Mmmph,” Ross groaned, feeling his cock grow to full hardness. He jerked himself off as he devoured Miranda’s pussy – using the dripping mess of Reggie’s cum as frothy lubrication.

“I-I’m going to watch him to do that to you again,” Miranda groaned. “I’m going to bring him around here every full moon, and have him fuck you when you need it most.”

Ross squeezed shut his eyes, jerking off his cock faster and faster.

“I’m going to make sure you’re a good little bitch, and have you fucked to within an inch of your life,” Miranda moaned. “And then I’m going to leave you, dripping with another man’s cum, like a spent little sissy.”

Ross shuddered. He was close… So close.

“That’s it, you precious little slut,” Miranda’s hips jerked upwards. “Oh, fuck. Fuck, yes. That’s it… That’s the spot. I… I…” She couldn’t finish that sentence. “I…”

Suddenly her pussy gushed into Ross’s mouth.

Ross sucked and slurped desperately, drinking his mistress’s juices as she exploded across his tongue.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Miranda threw her head back and groaned, obliterated by an unstoppable wave of pleasure that crashed over her like a tsunami. Her pussy gushed, and Ross swallowed eagerly – automatically. Like it was the thing he was trained to do (which, in his case, wasn’t far from the truth.)

And, as he licked and sucked and worshipped his mistress’s quivering pussy, he came himself – spurting into his hand like a little bitch.

“Mmmmph!” Cum dribbled down his fingers. “Mmmmmph!” He kept eating Miranda’s cunt with abandon.

“Oh, God,” Miranda pushed his head away. “Stop! Stop, that’s too much.” She flopped back on the seat, struggling to calm her pulsing heart rate.

Ross slumped back, smiling like an expectant puppy. His mistress’ juices glistened on his chin, and his ass and fingers were dripping with cum. He was a very, very messy pet.


Chapter Nine

“W-wow,” Miranda groaned, slumping back in her seat. 

She looked down at her beautiful Pet – Ross’s makeup smeared, his face flushed, and his lips swollen, with saliva dribbling down his chin.

His negligee had fallen down one shoulder, and his nipples throbbed. Below, the negligee had ridden up above Ross’s waist – revealing his red, raw, limp cock and how his thighs glistened with a mixture of Reggie’s cum and his own spurts.

“Well, my little Pet,” Miranda leaned over and kissed Ross’s cheek. “You’re quite the mess – you know that?” She stroked the hair of his long wig lovingly. “But you did good work.”

Ross’s cheeks burned with pride as he heard this.

With a satisfied groan, Miranda clambered to her feet and yanked down the hem of her pencil skirt. She helped Ross to his unsteady feet, and pressed her lips against his – ignoring the taste of her own cunt on Ross’s mouth.

“Now then,” with a smile, Miranda pulled her mouth from his and glanced at her expensive watch. “According to this, your conference call should begin in about three minutes.” 

She leaned forward and kissed him again.

“And I’ve left you in the perfect condition.”

And, with that, she started walking to the door.

Ross froze – reality starting to seep into his sex-flooded brain.

Three minutes? He was standing there in nothing but a negligee and wig, cum dribbling down his thighs, and the company director and senior executives were going to be calling him for a status update in three minutes?

But Miranda had already left, kicking the door shut behind her. 

Ross ran to the window and peered through the curtains just in time to watch his Mistress’s 1970s Cadillac roar off down the street with the dug-dug-dug of that powerful V8 engine.

No sooner had it rounded the corner than the phone rang.

Ross froze.

What was he going to do? What could he possibly do to explain this? Fuck, the whole living room stank of sex…

But then he remembered it was just a call.

The CEO? The directors? None of them would be seeing him.

He could sit there in a sexy woman’s negligee, the cum of a big, black stranger dribbling from his ass, and none of them would know about it.

Fuck, some of them might be doing the same thing themselves.

And with sudden confidence and clarity, Ross stepped over to the table and picked up the phone. With the other hand, he switched on his laptop.

“Good afternoon, Gentlemen,” he announced himself, standing there in his negligee and wig.

There were some grunted greetings down the phone line as the conference call participants acknowledged him.

“Bang on schedule, Ross,” the CEO himself purred. “See, everybody? Punctuality. He’s a real man’s man, is Ross.”

And as he stood there, shivering in his black lace negligee, Ross smiled at how ironic that statement was.

The End
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