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“Wanna make things interesting?”

I didn't know her name, but her words sent a tingle up and down my spine. Just about everything she did got me hot under the collar from the way she slowly, seductively chalked her pool cue, to the way her ridiculously high stiletto heels forced her to bend low over the table to take her shots to the impish look on her face when she inevitably missed her shot.

She wore just enough to keep from being arrested, but not enough to conceal every jiggle she made with every movement. Her legs were long, her breasts full and ripe, and her hips swayed hypnotically drawing attention to her fine ass. We'd been playing pool for a little over an hour and I was frankly surprised that tits hadn't popped out of her low cut blouse or that her skirt hadn't ridden up enough to tell me what color panties she had on.

Assuming she was wearing any.

“You mean a bet?” I asked. “I don't know. This has been nice and friendly; I'd hate to spoil it over money.”

“Who said anything about money? I can think of a ton of 'friendly wagers' that don't involve our wallets.”

She was bent over the table trying to line up a shot. She wasn't having an easy time of it. Her long hair kept falling into her face whenever she bent over, her heels didn't give her the best footing, and she was in danger of spilling out of both ends of the tiny dress she was stuffed into. It didn't look that comfortable to me, but I wasn't exactly complaining either.

She was a shitty pool player. I figured that I could beat her easily. Which probably meant that she was some kind of pool shark using her hot body, trampy outfit, and damsel in distress moves to lull me into a false sense of security. I should have walked out of that empty pool hall when I could.

But I was lonely and she was out of my league. So I stayed.

What can I say, sometimes the cock wants what the cock wants.

“What's the bet?” I asked, trying to keep things casual, hoping that she wasn't about to cut bait.

She stood up and looked me straight in the eye.

“You win I lose the dress, bend over this pool table, and let you pound the living shit out of me.”

It took me a few seconds to process that.

“And if you win?” I finally asked, still not believing that this was even on the table.

“Then it's you naked on the table and I pound you.” she said.

There had to be a catch. Women like that don't fuck guys like me let alone make bets about it. There had to be another angle. Something I just wasn't seeing.

“Right here? In public?” I asked.

“We're the only ones here except for Bertha and she won't mind, will you Bertha?”

Bertha must have been the woman behind the bar. She was taller than me, wore her jet black hair close to the scalp, and had some pretty serious muscles spilling out of the greasy wife beater she was wearing. I didn't know if she was the bartender, the bouncer, or both. And I kinda didn't think she was that into guys.

“It's slow.” Bertha said with a smile. “I could use the laugh.”

I should have listened to my gut and walked out of there then. When life gives you an opportunity like this it's only setting you up to take a fall. But my cock was stronger than my common sense.

“It's a bet.” I said before I could talk myself out of it.

She leaned in close and took my hand in hers in a gentle handshake. The smell of her perfume boiling off her skin was intoxicating. I weakly shook her hand back.

“It's a bet.” she said. She took my hand and placed it on her firm breast. “Rack 'em up.”

She wasn't wearing a bra. I didn't think she could be wearing much of anything under the tight minidress she was poured into. I could feel her nipple harden under the thin fabric that separated our skin. I stood there dazed and confused for several seconds not even registering the pun she had made or the instruction tied to it.

“I meant the other rack.” she said, stepping away from me. “Or do you think you'll need help with your balls?”

I felt my face turn red as I turned back to the table and prepped everything for the first shot. A first shot that I made and missed. At least I didn't leave her set up for any easy shots. It'd be my turn again in just a few seconds.

She leaned down to take her shot. I stepped back to give her room and admire a pair of long shapely legs climbing up to a skirt that teased me with possibilities. As usual, her hair started falling in her face again.

“Hey Bertha,” the raven haired woman called out towards the bar. “You got a hair band I can borrow?”

“Do I look like I got a hair band, Sweet Cheeks?” Bertha asked in reply.

My pool buddy stuck out her tongue at the burly bartender and stood straight up on her impossibly high heels. Shoes that would make your average stripper twist an ankle. I watched as she snaked both hands up and under her skirt on either side of her hips and hooked her fingers into the band of her panties. Somehow managing to not expose herself in the process. Even using the full length mirror that hung on the opposite wall I wasn't able to get a glimpse of her goods.

She slowly worked her panties down her legs until a thin strand of red lace became visible along her upper thigh. She wiggled her hips and pushed her hands down until the wisp of red silk pooled at her feet.

“Could you be a sweetheart and pick those up for me?” she asked, looking at me over her shoulder, her face and voice the picture of innocence. “It's such a pain trying to bend bend down that far in this outfit.”

I was on my knees beside her in a heartbeat. I reached down and placed my hand on the delicate red silk. It was still warm and wet. If I had any doubts about this strange woman wanting sex they evaporated then and there. She placed her hand on the top of my head and used me to balance as she lifted up one leg then the other to free the panties from her legs.

My eyes wandered up her body, past her lush hips, over her firm breasts, up to her angelic face smiling down on me like a benevolent goddess.

I started to stand, but she put her hand on my shoulder and signaled me to stop.

“Don't you think you ought to thank me for letting you do that?” she asked. “I don't let just everybody touch my pretty little panties, you know.”

I nodded dumbly.

“Then be a good boy and kiss my feet. Once on each toe should properly signify just how thankful you are.”

She couldn't be serious. Sure I was holding onto her precious panties, but she had taken them off and asked me to do it. It's not like I was getting off on them. OK, maybe I was, but that wasn't the point. The point was, she may be drop dead fuckable, but I wasn't her slave.

But even while I was thinking all of that I felt myself lower my face and place my mouth on the toe of her shoe. Her shiny black leather shoe. It felt cool to my lips. Cooler than I thought it would. As cool as the panties I still clutched in my hands felt warm. I could almost see my reflection in those shoes; a desperate man willing to do almost anything for a woman he barely knew.

I turned my head upwards along her leg, hoping to get a glimpse up her tiny skirt, but she stepped away before I saw anything more than a fleeting shadow. She stretched out her hand towards me.

“I think you have something that belongs to me.” she said. She sounded like a bored princess. Someone who was used to having men obey her casual commands.

I didn't even think of standing up. I just walked on my knees to where she stood and handed her the panties.

“Thank you.” I muttered up to her.

I don't know why I did that. I felt stupid and small and off balance. Like a virgin teenage boy who suddenly found himself on a blind date with a Playmate.

“Didn't take you long to train him, Bess.” Bertha snorted from the other side of the bar.

“It's ok, you can stand up now,” Bess said. “If you're up for it, that is.”

Bess. I guess her name was Bess. Giggled at her own joke while I stood up. Feeling foolish. Feeling like I needed her permission.

Bess brought her long hair back into a single pony tail and held it in place with one hand while the other twisted the fabric of her panties into a makeshift hair ribbon. It was thick and uneven, but she managed to tie off her hair with the piece of tiny lingerie.

“Now that's much better. Don't you agree?”

I just nodded dumbly trying not to think about how little fabric was now protecting Bess' modesty.

Without her hair getting in the way she made her shot.

And the next five that followed.

I tried to catch peeks of forbidden flesh with every shot she made, but her breasts never quiet fell out of her top and her skirt never worked its way up far enough for me to see what I so desperately wanted to see.

I tried to focus on my game when my shot finally came up again, but thoughts of Bess and what we would be doing together made that impossible. I didn't manage to sink a single ball. Not even a couple easy shots that I'd normally make in my sleep. But it was really just my pride taking a hit. What did it really matter if Bess was on top, it was still going to be a mind blowing fuck.

“Looks like I win.” she said as she sank the final ball. “Your ass is mine.”

“I'll get the door.” Bertha said, coming out from behind the bar. “Don't want any last minute drunks destroying the love birds' privacy now do we.”

Bertha flipped the sign to closed, pulled down the shade, and locked the door with a click that echoed in the silent pool hall. She rested her back against the closed door and crossed her beefy arms over her broad chest. I had the feeling that even if I wanted to leave I wouldn't be able to.

“Lose the clothes, loser.” Bess ordered.

I felt uncomfortable undressing in front of the two fully clothed women. Bess wasn't even making the pretense of taking off her dress. I didn't suppose that I really needed to see her naked to enjoy plowing her pussy I reasoned and began to slowly strip. It was embarrassing, but it was going to be well worth it once I was inside her.

“My underwear is less femmey than this little pussy's.” Bertha said when I was down to my briefs.

I believed her.

Bertha just walked over to where I was undressing and just stared at my crotch as I pulled off my final remaining piece of clothing. She made condescending “ooh” and “aah” sounds as my cock became exposed. I was hard as a rock from all of the foreplay between me and Bess, but Bertha was wrecking my erection.

My hand slipped and my underwear fell to the floor at my feet. Bertha reached down to grab them and almost tripped me getting them out from around my legs. I thought she was going to hand them to me, but she lifted them to her face and breathed deep.

“He smells good. Young, dumb, and full of cum. Just the way I likes 'em.” Bertha said. “I know he's yours, but would it be ok if I keep these as a trophy?'

The question wasn't directed at me.

“Suit yourself. Just get him on the table. It looks like he might be reconsidering our little bet.”

“You wouldn't do that, would you, pussy boy?” Bertha asked. “You seem like a cunt of your word to me.”

Bertha stepped closer to me and I stepped backwards into the pool table to get away from her. I kicked myself for losing face like that to the hulking woman, but the truth was she was much taller than me and a lot more muscular.

Bertha just smiled at my timidity.

“Can I have my underwear back?” I asked Bertha. I had to work hard to try to keep the fear out of my voice. I don't think I did a very good job.

“You're a big strong man and I'm just a helpless girl. I won't give them to you, but if you really want them you can always try to take them from me. Go ahead. I think it would be a barrel of laughs seeing you try.”

Bertha stuffed my briefs under the sleeve of her wife beater and took another step towards me, taunting me with the underwear so close. She put her shoulder right up to my face, but I was too scared of this amazon to even try to take them back.

“That's what I thought.” Bertha said, sneering at me. “Turn around and bend over the table; Bertha needs to get you ready for your big date. If you're lucky maybe Bess'll pop your cherry for you.”

“I'm not a virgin. And shouldn't I be face up if we're going to fuck?” I asked.

“And what gave you the idea that you were going to be doing the fucking?” Bertha asked. “Stupid little cunt thinks he's got the only dick on the planet.”

“WHAT!?” I screamed.

“Not so loud.” Bertha said, grabbing my mouth with her powerful hand.

“I said I was going to pound you if I won.” Bess said. “What part of that sentence don't you understand, sweet cheeks?”

“I bet he's scared shitless that you're packing a natural cock under that slinky dress.” Bertha said. “Boys like this are so scared of the gay. It just makes me want to drop them off at the nearest glory hole.”

“Don't worry, sweet cheeks. My cock may be store bought, but it's more than enough to pop your cherry ass.” Bess said.

“You want to fuck my ass with a dildo?” I asked.

“That's the general idea.” Bess said. “Give you a nice hard fuck. Let you know what it feels like to be on the receiving end of a hard shaft. Let you know what it's like to be the girl.”

“Not that what he's got here could be mistaken for a real dick.” Bertha added. “Don't get me wrong, pussy boy. It's pretty as sin, but there's no way you can call that little noodle a real penis.”

“Would you classify it as a really big clit, Dr. Bertha?” Bess asked in a mock clinical voice.

“I've seen bigger clits, but yes, I would agree, Dr. Bess.” Bertha reached out and cupped my cock and balls in her meaty hand. “It's all swollen to. You're just gagging for her cock aren't you, Pussy Boy?”

Bertha let her hand fall from my cock. I was somehow still hard despite the humiliating words and the threat of being buggered by a sex toy. I tried to keep my lust under control before it got me into trouble, but my cock would just not soften.

I tried to reach for my pants. This had gone from something out of Penthouse Forum to Psycho in less than five minutes and I had no intention of staying through the shower scene. Bertha could keep my dirty underwear. Hell, she could hang them on her bedroom wall and rub herself raw looking at them for all I cared. I just needed my pants and maybe my shoes and I could call this night a wash.

Bertha put her powerful hand around my wrist and stopped me before I could even reach my other clothes.

“Stupid cunt. Acting like you can just waltz in here, shake that pretty little ass of yours, get us all worked up, and flitter away leaving us high and dry. You're not leaving here until we are both completely satisfied. And we ain't satisfied. Not by a long think.”

For all the venom in her words, Bertha's voice was calm and casual. As if restraining me in her iron grip wasn't any harder than holding and scolding a naughty puppy.

I tried my hardest to resist her, but the muscular bartender just pushed me face down onto the pool table. She held me down with one hand while the other reached into the far right billiard pocket and pulled it inside out. It was an old style table where the pockets had nets instead of a set of rollers. There were two balls in that pocket that she let fly on the table. I watched as they careened into the balls I hadn't been able to sink forcing them to slam into my face.

Bertha pulled a pair of handcuffs out of her back pocket and cuffed my hand to the pocket net. I pulled and pulled, but the cuff and the net held firm. She repeated the process with my other arm and let go of her hold on the back of my head.

I looked up as far as I could with my head laying on the pool table and my arms stretched and bound in opposite directions. I could see the mirror on the opposite wall. I looked as scared as I felt. I saw Bertha nonchalantly binding me to the pool table, pausing only to admire my exposed body. And behind her, the woman who was going to rape my ass was drinking it all in.

Bertha kicked my legs apart and secured them to the table legs. I was spread open. Helpless. Vulnerable.

Bertha walked back behind the bar leaving me open and exposed to Bess. I watched her in the mirror walking towards me, her hands behind her back.

“Please let me go.” I begged her. “I've never done anything really bad in my life. I don't want to get fucked like this.”
“But it's ok for you to stick your swollen little dick inside me? Is that what I'm hearing?”

“That's different. You're a ...”

“Girl? We're meant to be fucked? Is that what you're trying to tell me?”

“Yes. No. I don't know. I just know that dick is meant to go in pussy.”

I was scared and horny and so confused that I wasn't sure what to think or how to say it. Maybe there was still a chance that I could talk my way out of it. Maybe this was all a joke that the hot girl and her butch girlfriend decided to play on some strange man. I hadn't even seen the dildo yet. Maybe there wasn't one.

“You're right about one thing.” Bess said. “Dick belongs in pussy.”

“Amen!” Bertha said from behind the bar.

Bess walked up behind me and placed her hand on my ass. Her touch was gentle, but not soothing. It felt more like she was running her fingers over a new car she had just bought instead of a man she was going to take as her lover. It was the touch of an owner taking possession of her property.

“And we've already discovered that you really don't have a dick now do you? Just a huge clit.”

Bess moved her hand down my ass and ran her fingers over my balls.

“And if this is your swollen clitty, then this,” Bess ran her fingers between the crack of my ass and stopped just over my anus. “This must be your pussy.”

Bess lay her body down on top of mine. I could feel the weight of her breasts press into my back. She playfully kissed my neck and thrust her hips forward pushing her fingers inside me. I yelped in pain and tried to get her off me or at least close my legs, but no matter how hard I struggled I was helpless to do anything.

“Please.” I begged. “Please take your fingers out of me.”

I could only imagine how pathetic I sounded.

“Of course.” Bess said, taking her fingers out of my ass.

“Thank you.” I wasn't sure what was going on, but this was the first time these women had done the right thing since I'd gotten naked. Maybe it was going to turn out alright after all.

“Well my fingers are not a dick and we've firmly established what goes in pussies, haven't we?” Bess said. “Speaking of dicks. Bertha, be a dear and toss me my mine. I've got an ass to tap and I need my tool.”

Bertha chuckled and tossed something across the bar at us. Bess didn't even stand up to catch it. Her hand just darted up and speared it out of the air then slammed it down right in front of my face.

“That's my cock, Pussy Boy. Get a real close look at it. See those veins? I want you to imagine what they are going to feel like sliding in and out of you. I want you to think about me driving this deeper and deeper into you until I make you forget you ever even pretended to be a man.”

I couldn't tear my eyes away from the lifelike rubber cock. It was long. At least ten inches, but maybe more and at least a couple inches thick. The biggest thing I ever had in my ass was Bess' two fingers and they hurt going in; I couldn't imagine how painful it would be to be fucked by this monster.

“I want you to kiss it.” Bess ordered.

“No!” It was bad enough that I was about to be taken like a girl on prom night; I wasn't about to kiss the instrument of my humiliation.

“Listen to me, Pussy Boy.” Bess hissed into my ear. “You are going to be fucked. By me. With that cock. That's as inevitable as the sun rising in the east. That doesn't mean that we can't make things easier for you or turn this whole thing up to eleven and make this an extra special layer of Hell for you. Don't talk. Nod if you understand me.”

I wasn't sure where she was going with this, but I nodded.

“I couldn't help but notice when I was fingering you that your tight little pussy was as dry as the Gobi. I'm going to be tearing your tight little hole apart with this rubber monster as it is; imagine that without the benefit of lube. My cock doesn't have nerve endings so I'm not going to be feeling any pain, but you, my dear sweet little pussy boy, you may never walk right again.

“I'm going to give you a choice. You can keep up the macho act and I'll fuck you as is. I might even be nice and drop you in an alley somewhere and call 911 after I'm through with you. Maybe.

“Or you can kiss my cock and beg me to fuck you. Do a good enough job and I'll use lube. Maybe even give your little clitty a pull when I'm done. Do a shitty job and the only lube you'll get is whatever spit you leave on my cock.”

It was an impossible choice, but one that I had to make now. In the end I did the only thing I could do and kissed the rubber cock.

I had to stretch my neck as far as my bondage would allow me in order to reach the tip of the shaft with my mouth, but I managed to plant a small kiss on it. Bess pulled herself off of me and stood up beside me. She picked up the dildo and brought it to my lips. I planted another kiss on the tip.

“Tell me how much you love my cock. Tell me all the things you want to do with it. All the things you want me to do with it. Tell me how much better it is than that sad little clit between your legs.”

“I … I love your cock so much.” I said. The words were hard at first, but the less I thought about it the easier it became. “It is so big and powerful. Nothing at all like mine. I mean if I had a penis instead of a little clitty. I want to run my tongue along its veins. I want to take it in my mouth and give you the best damn blow job you've ever had.”

I was almost crying from desperation. Not for the dildo; for the lube.

“And then?”

“Then.” I started. “Then I want you to bend me over and treat me like the … horny little slut I am. I want you to stick that long fat cock of yours deep inside me and show me what it is to be a woman. I'm … I just need you to please, please give me some lube. I really really want to enjoy feeling your huge dick sliding in and out of me and I won't if I'm not wet … down there.”

“That's a good Pussy Boy.” Bess said, patting my cheek with her other hand. “Now open you mouth and I'll give you a nice surprise. Something you really really want.”

I opened my mouth and Bess shoved the dildo down my throat until I was almost gagging.

“Suck on your penis pacifier while I get your pussy nice and moist.” Bess said. “Bertha! Lube me!”

Bertha reached under the bar, pulled out a jar of vaseline, and tossed it to Bess who caught it with one hand and placed it on the pool table next to my face. It was an old, well used, jar. I could see where some of the petroleum jelly had spilled leaving the label greasy and discolored. When Bess opened the lid I could see that it was more than half empty. I wondered if I was the first man these two crazy bitches had bent over this pool table.

“I better see you sucking away on that nice juicy cock or I'll have Bertha toss over the Ben Gay instead.”

I wanted to spit it out of my mouth and gargle with gasoline to get the rubber taste out, but I sucked it like a baby sucking his mother's breast. I needed this nightmare to end and bowing to this small humiliation just got me closer to that ending.

Bess seemed satisfied with my cock sucking and patted my cheek. She then dipped her fingers into the jar of jelly and pulled out a huge glob of the stuff. I felt her reach around between my legs and coat the crack of my ass. She slowly worked her way down to my anus and began to work her lubed fingers inside me spreading more and more of the thick lube deeper and deeper inside me.

“You are so tight back here. I'm gonna have so much fun burying my cock in your virgin ass. I wonder if you'll cum. A lot of girls don't their first time riding a dick. But you seem to really be getting off on me fingering you so maybe you're a big enough slut to get off on having your cherry popped.”

I don't know about getting off on her fingers working the vaseline in me, but it didn't hurt as much as it had the first time. I don't know how much of that had to do with my ass getting used to her fingers or how much had to do with the lube. Maybe I was just thankful that it wasn't the dildo ramming into me. Not yet anyway.

Bess applied three more globs of petroleum jelly before she finished.

“Now that is one wet pussy. Even if I do say so myself.” She said.

Bess stood up and walked over to the bar. She took the dildo out of my mouth as she went. She had to fight to get it out. Not because I wanted to keep on sucking it; I just didn't want it going in my ass. Like she said, this was going to happen no matter what I said or did. I could only hope to make this as pleasant as possible.

I followed her movements in the mirror. She downed a shot of something that Bertha had left out on the bar and began fiddling with a series of leather straps. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out that it was the harness that was going to keep her dildo in place. She slid it through a hole in the leather and hiked up her skirt to fit the belt over her waist and line the fake cock over her pussy.

I managed to get a brief look at the pussy I'd been straining to see all night before it was covered in leather. Bess was having trouble keeping the dress where she wanted it so she just pulled it up over her head and stood there nude but for her high heels.

She strutted in front of me and gave me a spin to see almost every inch of her perfect body. Her breasts and ass jiggled with each step. Despite myself I could feel my cock stiffening at the thought of being the one doing the fucking. Under any other circumstance I would have been psyched to see a woman that beautiful with that body naked in front of me, ready for sex. But the series of black leather straps across her ass almost looked like a jock strap and the flesh colored dildo dangling in front brought my reality crashing in on me.

Bess reached down and got another handful of vaseline. I watched, mesmerized, as she began to work it onto her cock, grabbing it in her fist and jerking up and down until the entire length of the shaft was glistening.

She walked towards me. Her erect cock bouncing and jiggling as much as her full breasts. She ran her hand along the green velvet of the pool table as she crossed around it to get to my spread and exposed ass.

When she left my line of sight I continued to follow her in the mirror. She strode confidently around me and placed herself between my spread legs. The outrageous heels made her tall enough to line the strapon right against my ass.

“That is such a pretty sight.” Bess said, staring down at my vulnerable ass. “It's like it was Christmas morning all over again and you're my favorite present, Pussy Boy.”

She smacked my ass with her hand making a resounding crack. I jumped at the contact. I was so wound up over what was about to happen I thought I was about to explode. I watched as she parted my ass cheeks with one hand while lining up the strapon with the other.

I felt the huge head of the fake dick press against my opening. It was too big. There was no way that something that big was going to get through my tiny opening.

“Relax, baby.” Bess said, stroking my hair. “The more you fight this the more it's going to hurt. Just let go and let this happen.”

“Try relaxing when some stranger starts ramming a greased telephone pole up your ass.” I said.

“I bet you say that to all the girls.” Bess said. “Just try.”

I tried to relax. I tried to not think about the massive shaft that was pressing down on my tight sphincter. I tried to let go. The fact that my cock was still hard was unbelievable. Was I just that horny or was there something about this that was turning me on? I was banking on the former; it had been a long time since I'd so much as touched a woman. Some very sad and lonely part of me was responding to this more than I wanted to.

The rigid cock kept forcing itself on my tight opening. It felt like I was being split in two and it was all I could do to keep from crying like a little girl. Bess grabbed hold of my hips with both hands and used the leverage to help herself thrust into me.

I felt something give and I was sure that she had punctured something inside me that should never have been touched in the first place. The cock slid past my sphincter.

“That's it, baby. Open up for momma. You know you want it. You know you want my big fat cock as far as it'll go. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it.” I said, weakly. Anything to get this over with.

“Say it like you mean it, bitch!” Bess shoved another inch of her thick dick into me.

“I want it.” I said. Louder this time.

“Convince me you want my cock in you or I swear to god I'll stuff this dirty bloody dick down your throat as soon as I'm finished with your ass.”

“I WANT IT!” I shouted. “Deeper. I want to feel you inside me!”

“'I want to feel you inside me, SIR!'”

Bess underscored the last word with another hard thrust.

“I WANT TO FEEL YOU INSIDE ME, SIR!”

I hoped that was good enough for that sadistic bitch. She made one last painful thrust and buried herself to the hilt in my abused ass. I couldn't help myself anymore, I just cried and cried, unable to wipe away my tears they just rolled off my face and onto the pool table.

Bess just stood there for a long while with her cock buried in my poor ass letting me cry as much as I wanted. The pain began to grow fainter and fainter. It never went away, but it did diminish to the point where I could almost ignore it.

Then she started to slowly pull out.

At first I thought she was done and I'd be able to go home soon, but as soon as she got her dick almost out of me she just pushed right back in. She worked herself all the way back in then almost all the way back out again. Over and over until she fell into a steady rhythm fucking my ass.

“Look Ma. No hands.” Bess yelled to Bertha.

Bess had taken her hands off of my hips and was holding them up in the air while her hips continued to thrust in and out of me. I saw the triumphant look in her face in the mirror opposite where I was tied. She looked exultant, bathing in the power she was taking from me. There was no doubt who was in charge here. No doubt about who had the power. She was the boss and I was just her obedient little fuck pillow. How could I ever have sex with a woman again knowing that I was no longer really a man in even my own eyes?

Bess continued to saw in and out of me. Under the pain and humiliation I began to feel a warmth that began to feel nice and then actually pleasurable.

Dear God, I was actually starting to get off to this.

Bess lay her body on top of mine. As much as she could anyway. I felt the weight of her body on top of mine as she continued to pound into me. Was this what a woman experienced when her man took her from behind? What did it say about my masculinity that I was getting off to it?

Bess kissed the back of my neck. It wasn't the first time she kissed me since I'd been tied up, but this was the first time that I was able to think about how strange it was. How odd it felt to be kissed so sweetly and tenderly while she was destroying a part of me that I could never get back. I didn't want to be fucked; I didn't want to be her girl. I wanted to throw her on this pool table and fuck her brains out.

Didn't I?

Her hand reached down around my body and grabbed hold of my still erect cock. It seemed so small in comparison to hers. Like a child's. She wrapped her vaseline covered fist around my small shaft and began to pull in time to her thrusts.

“You like that don't you?” Bess asked.

“yes” I replied, weakly.

“You're not a man anymore.” Bess said, still thrusting into my ass and pulling on my clit. “You're never going to be able to fuck another woman again in your entire life, are you?”

“no”

“I'm not even jerking you off right now. Jerking off is something men do or have done to them. Do you know what I'm doing to that swollen little clit of yours?”

“what?”

“I'm milking it. Like a cow.”

Her words humiliated and debased me, but her hand felt so good and the pleasure her cock was giving my ass was beginning to drown out the pain.

“no” I weakly tried to deny the truth.

“I should make you moo for me like the dumb animal you are.”

“please, no”

Bess just took her hand away from my throbbing erection. I felt like I was so close to cumming. I needed it. I needed it badly.

Bess continued to thrust in and out of my sore ass. It felt warm and pleasurable, but it wasn't enough to get me off. The tip of her cock was rubbing up against something deep inside me that I'd never known about before. It almost felt like she was rubbing the base of my cock from the inside, but that sounds crazy.

I waited for her to put her hand back on my clit. I don't know when I started thinking of it as “my clit,” but somewhere along the line I had. Men have cocks and I wasn't a man. I waited for her to put her hand back on my clit, but she didn't. Was she actually going to hold out on me until I mooed like a cow for her? Hadn't I suffered enough already? Hadn't she brought me as low as I could go? Did she need to demote me even further?

I wanted to hold out, but the feeling of being fucked made me want to cum so badly that I was willing to swallow another defeat. Another loss of dignity and face.

“MOOOOOOO!”

I hated myself for what I had become, but I needed her hand back on sensitive nub.

Bess resumed milking me.

I may have been in hell, but this one moment was heaven. Bess continued to stroke me to the beat of her thrusting. I thought that I would have cum by now, but something was slowing me down. I wondered if the sensations I was feeling from being fucked were getting in the way, confusing my brain with alien sensory data.

Bess began to pick up the pace, pounding into me faster and harder while her grip on my erection seemed looser and lighter. I looked in the mirror and saw her face begin to contort in ecstasy. The contraption that kept her cock in place must have been relaying some of that pressure and sensation to her pussy. She was about to cum from fucking me in the ass.

I just needed her to keep fucking me long enough for me to cum as well.

Her thrusting became faster and even more intense while her hand barely grazed the surface of my desperate clit. I could feel her building to a powerful orgasm. I could see in her face that she was close to cumming. But her violent thrusts were more painful and she had almost completely let go of my clit.

Bess made one final violent thrust into me and stopped. I could feel her body spasming against me. I could feel her hand drop away from my unsatisfied erection. It wasn't fair. It wasn't fair. She was cumming, but I wasn't. I wanted to kill something, but all I managed to do was hurt my wrists when I strained at the handcuffs.

After several minutes Bess came down from her cum. She pulled herself completely out of me and gave my ass a playful slap.

“Looks like somebody had a good time.” Bertha said, coming out from behind the bar.

“Jesus Christ, she was an amazing lay. You should take her for a spin.” Bess said.

“Don't I get to cum?” I asked. My desperation overwhelmed my fear of these women.

“Not my department.” Bess said. “Take it up with your next customer.”

“You're confusing the poor girl, Bess.” Bertha said, then turned to me. “She means me. She's done with you so you are all mine.”

“I have an early day tomorrow, tell me about how it went when I see you tomorrow.” Bess said, gathering up her clothes.

“Wait. What the h...”

SMACK!

I started to protest, but was silenced by Bertha slamming her massive palm down hard on my sore ass.

“Grownups are talking. Fuck pillows need to shut the fuck up.” Bertha said.

Bertha and Bess made small talk as the smaller woman collected up both her clothes and mine. I was shocked when she started getting dressed in my clothes instead of her own. She didn't even bother taking off the strapon, just pulled my pants on up over it. She didn't bother about underwear. Either her own panties or my briefs that were still tucked in the sleeve of Bertha's wife beater.

She also skipped the bra and just put my shirt on over her bare breasts. I was bigger than her, but her breasts strained the material of my t-shirt to the limit. She kicked off her high heels and pulled up my socks and sneakers.

“How do I look?” Bess asked, spinning around modeling my clothes.

“Butcher than Pussy Boy over there.” Bertha answered.

“That's not hard.”

Both women laughed at their little joke and Bess gave the large woman a hug good bye before walking out the door and out of my life.

She had just left with all of my clothes. All of them except a pair of underwear that Bertha had been perving on. How was I going to get home naked? And what was the burly bartender going to do with me? I was completely helpless against Bess, how was I going to protect myself against the much larger and scarier Bertha?

Bertha pulled up a chair and sat down opposite me.

“I bet you have a lot of questions.” she said. “It's ok, you can talk.”

“What's going to happen to me?” I asked. I wasn't sure that I'd like the answer.

“There are two options, Pussy Boy.” Bertha said. “Number one. You become my little bitch. You shave off all of that ugly body hair, I dress you up in pretty girl clothes, and I fuck that sweet sweet pussy of yours every night twice a night.”

“And the other one?”

“I take off the handcuffs and clean you up. I got some crap clothes in the lost and found. You get dressed in them and go home. Live your life. Maybe even try to be a man again. Well, try to be a man anyway.”

“I want that option. Let me go.” I begged.

“I'm sure you do. At least you think you do. But no body said that you were going to get to chose those options.”

“Who is?” I didn't think I was going to like the answer.

“Your little clitty.” Bertha said. “I've got an egg timer here set for five minutes and an empty shot glass.”

Bertha placed both on the table.

“I'm going to milk you like a fucking cow for five minutes. If you can keep from spewing your milk in the shot glass I'm gonna be holding then I know you really don't want to be here and I'll send you on your way.

“But if you can't control yourself for five fucking minutes then I know you want me to control you and you'll be my bitch. And I'll make you drink your sperm shot. You know – waste not, want not.”

I could control myself for five minutes. All I had to do was think about the searing pain my ass was in and I'd be fine. I was five minutes away from being free of this madhouse and getting home and forgetting it ever happened.

Bertha stood up and moved her stool between my legs. She sat down like a farmer about to milk a real cow. She grabbed the shot glass in one hand, a glob of vaseline in the other, and turned the timer on with the back of her hand.

Her hand felt different than Bess'. Stronger and rougher. Not that I could feel too much of that roughness between the layer of vaseline already coating my clit and the fresh glob on her hand.

I needed to stop thinking of it as my clit. It was a cock. Sure it wasn't as big as Bess' dildo, but there was a difference between flesh and blood and something that came out of an extruder.

Not that it mattered what I thought of my own body; Bertha was gripping it like it really was a cow udder ready to give out a, very small, spurt of milk. I closed my eyes and tried to focus my attention away from the greasy tugging. I thought about all of the things that had gone wrong that night. All of the humiliations I had to endure and the feminization that I was put through.

They had treated me not like I was a woman, but like a male fantasy cliché of womanhood. Were they getting revenge on men and I happened to be their unlucky victim? Did they really get off treating guys like this? Or was it something else?

Bertha's hand was feeling better than I was comfortable with. Her strong fingers were relentlessly milking me for all they were worth. There was no gentleness to her touch. No sensuality. Just a relentless greasy tugging that my body was responding to despite my brain screaming for it not to.

Bertha was treating me like an animal and I was liking it. That was crazy; I didn't even find her even slightly attractive. Intimidating and scary, yes; sexy, no.

I looked at the clock and saw that only two minutes had passed. I hadn't even made it half the time and I was already closer to losing control than I wanted to be. I needed to will my dick down. I was a man; I could control my cock. Not the other way around.

But no matter how much I focused on making myself go soft. No matter how many times I thought about Bertha's plain face and overdeveloped muscles I couldn't keep from feeling the heat at the base of my balls that meant I was building to orgasm.

It was ok. So I was going to cum? I had made it to the three minute mark and just needed to hold off for another couple of minutes. More than half way there. I could cum all I wanted to after the buzzer rang. Hell, the way I was feeling right then I might have gone into the Men's room and jerked off before going home.

I watched the timer count down. Another minute passed and I was feeling the pressure start to build. My balls were tightening up preparing to fire. I thought about all of the shit guys are supposed to think about when they're trying to let the girl finish first. Baseball scores. Tax codes. All that crap. But none of it was working. I could still feel myself getting closer and closer to becoming Bertha's bitch.

Through sheer will alone I managed to clench parts of me that I didn't even know existed. Another thirty seconds passed. I was going to make it.

Then I felt Bertha's other hand on my ass.

What was she doing?

I felt her work three fingers deep inside of me. I was still so loose from Bess' cock that they just glided in and found that spot that Bess was hitting earlier. She rammed her fingers in and out of my ass as quickly as she was pulling my cock.

The sensation was overwhelming. I didn't care about anything else. Not the future. Not being Bertha's feminized slave. My world was reduced to two powerful hands playing my body like a master violinist playing a sonata. I gave in to my overwhelming need and felt my clit spurt after spurt of my milk.

It seemed to go on forever.

At some point early on Bertha removed her fingers from my ass and made sure to catch all of the mess I was making in the shot glass she'd been holding.

The timer went off while I was still spurting. It didn't matter; I hadn't lasted the five minutes.

Bertha continued to milk me until nothing else came out. She kept on tugging even after that which was quiet painful on my sensitive flesh. She let go of me and I slumped down onto the pool table I was chained to.

I lay there limp while Bertha stood up and ran her hand over my body. Like a farmer inspecting her new cow. I half expected her to pry my mouth open and check my teeth.

I felt defeated and spent. Any shred of my masculinity I might have had left after Bess fucked me had been stripped away by Bertha's powerful hands. Maybe I still had some of the outward trappings. Body hair. Male haircut. But they didn't mean anything. I was Bertha's bitch now; I'd never fuck another woman again.

Bertha looked down at me where I lay in a puddle of my own defeat. She lifted my chin off the table and forced me to open my eyes and look at the woman who now owned me.

“Your ass is mine, little girl. For now and for always.” She said.

“Yes, ma'am.” I said, feeling as beaten as I sounded.

“You just drink you milk all gone and I'll go put on my cock and show you how a real woman fucks her pussy boy.”

She put the shot glass to my mouth and forced it open. She turned her wrist and the semen slowly flowed into my frightened mouth. It tasted salty and bitter. I wanted to spit it out, but was too afraid of what Bertha would do to me if I tried.

“Remember – good pussies always swallow. And you want to be a good pussy, don't you?”

“Yes, ma'am.” I said.

I knew that this wouldn't be the last time that Bertha would milk me or the last time I'd taste my own spunk. I wondered how long it would take before this became my new normal, before I forgot what it was like to slide my dic... clit into a warm wet pussy. Before I started defining sex as bending over and having something pounded into me.

And how long it would be before I craved that.


On The Rag


“Not tonight, Josh. I'm having my period.”

We'd been making out on Gloria's sofa for the past half hour and things had just started to get to the point where I thought I was getting somewhere when she applied the brakes. My hand was almost all the way up her short tight skirt when she dropped that little bombshell.

“Fuckin' Hell!”

I pulled my hand back like she had the plague. I could feel my erection wilt a little as I imagined Gloria's bloody pussy just a couple inches from where my hand had been. Even the thought of her bleeding like that made me want to run to the bathroom and scrub it until I didn't have fingerprints anymore.

“I'm sorry.” Gloria said. “It's only for a couple more days. Then we can do whatever you want. I promise.

I knew she was trying to make me happy, but that wasn't the kind of happy I needed right now. After all that time kissing and groping what I really needed was a warm wet place to stuff my cock. Not some love tunnel turned slaughter house.

“I fucking hate getting cock blocked by your pussy problems.” I said, pulling away from her.

“If you want to date someone who doesn't have a period maybe you should date my grandmother.” Gloria said. “Or a dude.”

“They have pills that can make you stop having them.” I said. “I'm fed up with having to be celibate half the time.”

“I told you. I'm allergic to them. And it's not half the time, it's five days. Tops.”

“Not with the PMS. And the times you 'think' you're going to start. Jesus Christ, I'm lucky if we fuck twice a month.”

Gloria turned away from me and didn't say anything else for a long time. She was moody. Of course she was moody. She was on her period.

“Can you at least give me a hummer?” I asked.

“I'm not giving you a blow job.”

“Then I'll just go home and jerk off.” I said standing up. “I don't even know why I have a girlfriend. I might as well be dating my hand.”

I started for the door.

“Wait.” Gloria said before I could reach it.

“What?” I didn't turn around. I was pissed and didn't want her getting me sidetracked from my anger.

“You can't drive. You've had too much to drink.”

“I'm fine.” I said. The truth was I was more than a little tipsy.

“Let me drive you home.” Gloria offered.

“Not while I still wear the pants in this relationship.”

“If you get pulled over again you'll lose your license and you won't be driving anywhere.”

“I don't care.” I hated being the passenger. It was worse when a woman was at the wheel. It felt emasculating. Like she was the one in charge and not me.

“OK, if you won't let me drive you why don't you spend the night? We can't have sex, but sleeping with me has to be better than the drunk tank.”

“You know I don't like sleeping here.”

“Right now you're a bit drunk and a bit mean. I'm not giving head to a man like that. In the morning you're going to be sober. Spend the night and I promise you oral in the morning.”

I hated spending the night at Gloria's place. She was one of those girly girls who's fun to be around, but not fun to live with. Her apartment looked like something out of the Stepford Wives. All femme-y and frou frou. I almost never spent any time with her here. It just led to her asking me to stay and me needing to make some lame excuse.

I wouldn't have been here tonight if I hadn't had to drop something off. She had a fresh bottle of tequila and invited me in to break it in. One drink became two. We were getting pretty friendly by the time I was on my third. I was halfway through the fourth when she dropped the period bomb.

I wasn't that drunk. At the worst I was pretty buzzed. I was sure I could still get home safely and avoid the cops.

But the thought of waking up and feeling Gloria's talented tongue varnish my morning wood was a lot more attractive to me than going home and jerking off to internet porn. Again.

“OK.” I said, turning around and looking at her again. “I'm sorry if I'm being an ass. I just …”

“I know.” Gloria said. “Let's just get you to bed before you say something I won't forgive you for.”

Gloria came over to me and put her arm around my shoulder. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and pulled me towards her bedroom. I stumbled a bit as I followed her inside.

Gloria's bedroom looked like Barbie's wet dream. She had this huge canopy bed that they had somehow managed to get up the stairs and through the door. The canopy was pink with white lace around the edges. The bedding matched. The walls were painted a pale peach color that seemed to make the pink of the bed, and all the other pink in the room, even more dainty and feminine.

Gloria let go of my hand and pulled my shirt off. She neatly folded it and placed it on the dresser while I pulled my pants and underwear down together. I'd forgotten that I still had my shoes on so I ended up having to sit down on the bed.

God, I must have been drunker than I'd thought.

I reached down to take off my shoes and the world started to go black. I tried to pull myself back up and focus on the pink room around me. I managed to get halfway there. I remember seeing Gloria's face as the blackness overcame me.

“I was wondering when that was going to kick in.” I heard Gloria say.

It was the last thing I remembered before I blacked out.

-----

I woke up with a heavy weight on my chest and my head feeling like it was going to explode. I tried to open my eyes, but the sunlight streaming in blinded me. I was able to make out a vague shape in front of me through my mostly closed eyelids.

I was laying flat on my back with my arms and legs spread to the four corners of what I assumed was Gloria's four poster bed. I thought I was naked, but I was still a little disoriented from the tequila and whatever it was that Gloria had slipped me.

I tried to move my arms, but there was something hard and metal cutting into my wrists that prevented me from doing so. The same thing with my legs. It took me a second for my muddled head to figure out that I was handcuffed to the bed.

I managed to push my eyes open and saw Gloria staring down at me. She had a look on her face that I'd only ever seen on a cat that had cornered a mouse. Satisfied and smug with a hint of excitement about what was to come.

She was kneeling on my chest with her knees just below my armpits. She was wearing a plain yellow nightgown that I had never seen before. Probably because I almost never slept over. And when I did I expected her to wear something sexier than that.

“Good morning, Josh.” Gloria said in a singsong voice. “It's going to be a beautiful day, isn't it?”

“Wha te fu?” My tongue felt like it was wrapped in cotton.

“Wow those roofies really did a number on you, didn't they? You sound like shit. Don't worry, I'm sure there won't be any permanent damage.”

“Yu dugged ma dink?!”

“I know as a boy you probably never imagined that someone might slip a little something into your tequila so they could take advantage of you. I bet you thought that was only something girls like me had to worry about. Well, you know better now, don't you?”

I pulled at my restraints with all my might. If these were real handcuffs I wasn't going to be able to break them, but maybe I could break whatever part of the bed they were attached to. All I managed to do was hurt myself when the cuffs cut into my bare flesh.

I tried to buck Gloria off my chest, but she managed to stay on top of me.

“That was fun. Give me another horsey ride, Josh.”

Gloria ran her hands from my shoulders to my bound wrists and placed her fingers in the small gap between me and the cuffs. It made them feel as though they were even tighter than they were. As her hands worked their way up my arms her face lowered itself over mine until her eyes were hovering over mine. Her hair fell down on both sides of my face blocking out the view of the room. All I could see was her. All I could look at was her intense, almost insane, eyes.

“I found out about Kimberly.” Gloria said. “And Amber. And I heard rumors about what you did to Monique. That's where I got the idea about the roofies.”

“uk.”

“Yeah, 'uk' is the word for it. I knew you could be an ass, Josh, but I always thought of you as MY ass. Then I find out that you've been sleeping around and doing some things that really should land your candy ass in prison. But you'd probably get some judge that would let you off with a little spank on the ass and a stern 'boys will be boys' lecture.

“So I decided it was time for you to see how the other half lives. No. Don't say anything. You can thank me later. So know you know what it feels like to wake up dazed and confused after someone you know and trust drugged you. How does that feel?”

“Fuck you!” My rage gave me the push to get the words out.

“But that's just the tip of the iceberg. I've decided that you, my fine fucked friend, are going to experience a new layer of Hell that I've been spending the last few months crafting just for you. There are a lot of things that I could do to you right now. You're naked and bound on my bed. Completely helpless. There's no one in the building right now to hear you if you started to scream. They're all at work.”

“Months?” I asked her. My tongue was starting to feel normal. Words still weren't coming the way they should, but at least I was able to make the few words that came out sound like words.

“Why do you think I've been keeping my legs closed. You were right about me coming up with excuses whenever you wanted to play hide the salami. And you were so easy to fool. All I had to do was just suggest I was on the rag and you ran like I had the plague. That's why I decided to incorporate it in your sentence.”

“Gloria, you are sounding crazy right now.” I managed to get out. Fear was mixing with my anger to burn off the last traces of the drug. “I don't know what you've been told, but it is all a lie. I swear to God I never touched any of those girls. I only want you.”

Gloria sat up again, but didn't break eye contact. She took her hands away from my wrists and cradled my chin in them.

“I wish I could believe you, Josh. I really do. But I don't and you have to be punished.” Gloria said, rising to her knees on the bed.

I could feel the weight shift off me and the cool air flow over the freshly exposed sweaty skin. Gloria bunched up her nightgown exposing her bare pussy. I could just make out the tampon string dangling between her engorged lips.

“I believe I promised you oral if you spent the night.” Gloria lowered her pussy closer to my face.

“NO!” I screamed.

“It's ok, sweetie. I put a towel under your head before I cuffed you to the bed. There won't be any mess – on the bedding.”

I struggled to get out from under her, but Gloria just put her knees on my arms and lowered herself even closer to me. I clamped my mouth shut and turned my face as close to the bed as my neck would allow.

Gloria just stayed where she was, letting her pussy hover several inches from my face. She couldn't be serious about this. Even thinking about what she was suggesting was enough to make me want to vomit. I almost never went down on a girl and certainly not when she was riding the cotton pony. This was just to scare me. Any second now she was going to pull herself up and laugh about the stupid look on my face. Maybe one day I'd be able to laugh about it too.

Only Gloria wasn't getting up.

She was holding up her nightgown with one hand while the other worked its way between her legs. I watched as she twirled the tampon string around one finger and began to gently pull.

I closed my eyes and prayed that this was all a tequila dream. That I would wake up any second feeling Gloria's tongue gliding over my shaft and I could forget that I'd ever even imagined something like this.

I felt the first drops land hot against my cheek. I don't know if they dripped off of the tampon that was coming out or straight from Gloria's pussy. It didn't matter. It was all the same disgusting mess. I kept my eyes and mouth clamped shut.

That's when I felt something warm and wet plop down on my face. The smell was intense, unmistakable, and right on my face.

“You're in luck, Josh.” Gloria said. “This is my heavy day. Time to earn your red wings.”

I could feel her body move. Feel her steamy hot and bloody pussy descend closer and closer to my face. I started to thrash my head around in a last ditch attempt to keep her from doing this to me, but the second I did her hand reached around and grabbed my balls.

I stopped thrashing.

“Do I have your attention, Josh?” Gloria asked.

I groaned under her. Still not willing to open my mouth.

“You don't seem to understand the concept of being completely helpless.” Gloria said, twisting my balls in her hands. “I'm sure it's not a feeling you're accustomed to being male, but I think it's time you broadened your horizons.

“I know you are super freaked out about everything to do with periods. That's why I decided to do this to you. Now you can keep shaking your head around hoping that I'll give up on making you go down and I'll rip your fucking balls out. Then I'll still make you eat my bloody cunt and serve you your own balls for dessert. Do you understand me? If you do, say 'yes, ma'am.'”

“Yes, ma'am.” The pain in my balls was intense and I really believed that Gloria was crazy enough to castrate me with her bare hands.

The words were barely off my lips when Gloria pressed herself down on my face. I opened my eyes, but all I could see was her thighs in the darkness under her nightgown. I tasted the warm blood as it dripped out of her and into my mouth. There was a salty iron taste to it that made me want to wretch.

And the smell was even worse.

“That pussy isn't going to lick itself, Josh. Get that sweet tongue of yours moving or you'll be singing soprano.” Gloria said from outside the darkness between her thighs.

I hated to do it, but I extended my tongue out as far as I could go into her sopping wet pussy. The salty hard iron taste of her menstrual blood mixed with the more familiar sexual juices. I ran my tongue up and down her lips swallowing more and more of the disgusting cocktail of dead blood and fresh arousal.

It wouldn't have been so bad if she had made me lick her clit. My mouth would be higher. Not touching the source of her crimson tide. But Gloria must have been more interested in teaching me a lesson than her own pleasure.

I must not have been licking hard enough or fast enough for Gloria's satisfaction. After a few of my less than enthusiastic licks she began to roll her hips back and forth pressing my head further between her slightly spread thighs. Getting her pleasure from rubbing her clit against my face while making certain that my mouth and tongue were never that far from the dripping mess between her legs.

I was having trouble breathing. And the air I could get was thick with the disgusting odor.

After several minutes of grinding against my face I could tell that Gloria was getting closer to cumming. With her thighs covering my ears I wasn't able to hear much, but even I was able to hear her breathing getting heavier and heavier as she increased the pace. And her increased arousal meant that she was only getting wetter which meant that more of her blood was dripping down my throat.

Finally, her thighs clenched. I wasn't able to breathe and the pressure on my neck and head made me feel like I was going to pass out. She rode my face to a long and loud cum then remained sitting on me as she recovered.

Gloria pulled off her nightgown bringing light back to my world. I looked up as best I could and saw her sitting astride me wearing nothing but a white bra.

She reached over to her nightstand and grabbed her phone. The next thing I knew she was pointing it down at me taking pictures or video of the disgusting humiliation she had forced on me.

“Did you enjoy your little dance with Aunt Flo, Josh? It sure looks like you did. She was all over you. How did you even get that in your hair?”

I tried to speak, but my mouth was still pinned under her bleeding vagina. All that I managed was a few muffled grunts into her pussy.

“That feels amazing when you do that.” Gloria said, stretching out contentedly. “Maybe you could try whistling while you're down there. That could get sexy weird real fast.”

I stopped talking. I didn't want to give her any more satisfaction. I just wanted her to get off me. Take off the damn cuffs. And gargle with bleach until I could get the taste and smell out of my mouth.

“Ah, Josh. You're no fun.” Gloria made an almost manic pouty face at me. “But I suppose you're right. I have a lot planned for you today and you've spent enough time having fun. Let's get you ready for stage two.”

There was more? How could this day get any worse?

Gloria lifted herself off my face, but kept her pussy just a few inches above me. I watched as fresh blood dripped down onto my helpless face. Gloria wiped herself clean with a hand towel then deftly inserted a tampon. I'd never seen a woman insert her tampon and I never thought that I'd have a panty eye view of her doing so.

“Please, Gloria. You gotta stop.” I begged now that my mouth was free. “All these things you've done to me. Drugging me. Rubbing your bleeding pussy all over my face. Making me drink … that. Haven't you done enough?”

“No.” Was all the answer Gloria had for me. “But I do need you to be quiet now and listen while your new owner tells you what's going to happen next.”

“Fuck you, bitch! You do NOT own me. I've been nice up till now and let you play out your little revenge fantasy, but this is over. You are going to get off me. Uncuff me. And maybe I'll think about whether I'm going to forgive you or not.”

Gloria looked at me for several seconds before breaking out in a dumb smile.

“You are SO adorable when you try to put your foot down and act like you're the one in charge now. But you're not, Josh. I am. As funny as it would be to hear more of this I think it's best that I just take care of that mouth of yours.”

Gloria reached down beside me and picked up the used tampon that had fallen from my cheek when she began to ride me. She placed it to my lips. I kept my mouth shut. It was bad enough that I'd drank down as much of her flow as I had. There was no way I was going to take her saturated tampon in my mouth.

I lay with my mouth clamped shut while Gloria bounced the soaked tampon up and down on my lips. Then I felt her reach around and grab my balls again.

“These are some mighty nice testicles you have here, Josh. Nice and full. I bet they bounce around a lot inside those pants you brag about wearing. It would be a real shame if something nasty were to happen to them. I mean, laying here, on this bed with no way to protect yourself anyone could just walk in and … I don't know … leave lit matches on them. I bet that would hurt like fuck having a lit match burn itself out on these beautiful balls of yours. What do you think, Josh?”

Defeated, I opened my mouth. Gloria smiled like a little girl who got a pony for Christmas and dunked the tampon into my mouth. I wasn't used to the taste of menstrual blood yet, but I was at least familiar with it now. The tampon seemed worse though. The blood was even worse when it wasn't fresh and it was concentrated.

Gloria tapped my chin and I obediently closed it shut.

“Perfect. Now all I need is something to keep it shut while you work on that. Don't worry, Josh, I have just the thing.”

Gloria pulled out a thick kotex pad and placed it length wise across my mouth taping it to my cheeks with the built in adhesive. I thought I would have the chance to get it off since the adhesive wasn't that strong, but Gloria secured the edges with duct tape.

Gloria took more pictures before finally pulling herself off of me.

“I told you I was going to show you how the other half lived, Josh. Now you know that roofies aren't a girl's best friend. And you swallowed my jizz like a good little boy slut. I know it's a different color, but having to suck down semen is just as disgusting as drinking my period.

“Today is a very special day for you, Joshie. In addition to all those other girly things you've gotten to experience you are going to have your first period. There's a special word for it, but I don't think you're smart enough to know it so we'll just call it your pussy problems. That's what you always called my period, wasn't it? My pussy problems. So that's what we'll call yours.

“I am just going to need to shift things around here just a bit. I'm going to need to undo your legs one at a time and do what I have to do. If you kick me or try to do anything else stupid then I'm gonna stop playing with you and start playing with matches. On you.”

Gloria dropped a box of matches on the bed in between my spread legs to emphasize her point. She uncuffed my left ankle and bent my knee back until my heel was pressed against my leg. She then used some sort of huge rubber band to tightly bind my leg. This was a serious piece of bondage gear, not just some handcuffs she picked up at a novelty store. I tried to move my leg. Stretch it out. But it wasn't going anywhere until Gloria decided to take it off.

She repeated the process with the other leg leaving me spread eagled on the bed. She crawled up between me and stuffed an old pillow under my butt as well as another towel. I didn't like the direction this was going.

“I really should have gotten a tarp for this. Oh, well. Maybe next time, Josh.”

Gloria went into the bathroom and came back with what looked like an old fashioned doctor's bag. The kind you see in old movies where they still made house calls. She laid it down on the bed beside me and tossed the box of matches onto the dresser.

“The first thing we need to do is take care of your nipples, Josh. You have no idea how sore and tender they can get when you're riding the crimson stallion. Don't worry, Momma Gloria is going to take care of that for you.”

Gloria crawled between my spread legs and pulled sandpaper out of doctor's bag.

“I had to guess as to the best grit size.” Gloria said. “When I told the guy at the hardware store that I was using them to give you your first period he wasn't sure if I should go for a fine grit or coarse. This one splits the difference. Next month we can try something else if this doesn't live up to your menstrual needs.”

Next month? There was no way we were going to do this again. Once I was out of this damn bondage gear I was running out the door.

Gloria bent over me and ran the sandpaper over my nipples. It was a slow irritation that built up to a sharp pain as the gritty sandpaper ripped off layers and layers of my delicate skin.

“That ought to be enough of that, Josh. Now for the cherries on the tops of your sundaes.”

Gloria reached into her bag and pulled out two ugly looking pieces of metal. It took me a second to recognize them as nipple clamps. I cried into my double menstrual gag as she applied the harsh metal clamps to my already raw nipples. Once I was settled down and the pain had died down to just agony she grabbed the chain that connected them and gave it a rough pull.

“Nice tits, babe.” Gloria said with a smirk.

I felt like I was about to pass out.

“Then there's the question of bloating. Girls like us retain a lot of water when we're on our periods. Mother Nature's way of keeping us from dehydrating I guess. But it still sucks. I gave you some pills when you were out that should help with that, but it might take a bit longer for them to really kick in. Feel free to complain about the cramps when they hit you, Josh. No point trying to man up and grit your teeth; when you're on your period you are no longer a man. That's the rule.”

More drugs? I didn't like the sound of that. I wondered what else she might have done while I was out cold and helpless.

“It took me awhile to figure out just what your period blood was going to be made of, Josh. I was tempted to give you some of mine. Do you know they make these things. These little plastic cups. That go over your cervix and catch the blood. I could just wear one of those and empty it into a jar until I got enough to give you a very genuine experience.

“But that sounded like a lot of extra work. And I'd have to store it somewhere. That's not the sort of thing I'd want to store in the fridge next to the cheese dip if you know what I mean. But I found this great recipe online. There are a ton of guys out there who really want to know what women go through every month. They have web pages and forums. They were super helpful giving me advice for this. I've told them all about you and they are just going to love the pics of you I'm gonna share with them. You don't mind that I told them your real name, do you Josh?”

I screamed into my gag again. Gloria couldn't post those pics online. Once something got on the internet it would never die. My friends, family, even work might come across them. Then what would I do?

“I thought so.” Gloria said.

“If you're curious, Josh, your period consists of ky jelly, food coloring, and bits of … let's just call them things for right now. There's always some small chunks swimming about in there. But you'll discover that now that you're on the rag.

“The next thing I needed to worry about was how to get your period blood into you. No offense, Josh, but you don't have a vagina. So for the next few days your ass is going to be doing double duty and playing the part of your pussy as well. That was my idea.

“This wicked nice guy I met named Heather gave me a great suggestion about how to get your period inside your pussy. I was thinking about using a funnel, but that would look silly, don't you think. Heather suggested this.”

Gloria pulled a large, very realistic, dildo from her bag and plopped it down on my stomach. It was larger than I was.

“This is a real piece of art. And not that cheap, either. But you are definitely worth the expense, Josh. See how realistic these veins are. And just feel how life like that rubber is. Once this thing gets warmed up you won't be able to tell the difference between it and the real thing.

“And this is the best part. See the balls here? They're empty. They connect to the shaft which has a hole leading from that connection all the way up to the pee hole on top. All I have to do is squeeze these puppies and whatever I fill them with fills you. Water. Your period blood. Mayo. You name it. So you get to experience another girly thing just getting ready for your first period.

“And the best part is – this is a strap on.”

This was spiraling further and further out of my control. Gloria was seriously going to fuck me? With a dildo that would give me a period? I felt like I had waken up to a strange bizarro world where nothing made sense any more.

I watched as Gloria hopped off the bed and slid the dildo harness up her legs. It looked like a pair of exotic leather underwear with a hole at the crotch for the dildo to go through. Gloria left the harness in place as she carefully put the dildo into position. She grabbed a bag of red fluid and turned away form me as she filled her balls with fake menstrual blood. The harness straps crossing the sides of her ass made it look like she was wearing a jock.

Gloria turned around to reveal her enormous erection sticking out from her crotch. She stroked it obscenely as she walked back to the bed. Her other hand fondled her full balls.

I pulled at the restraints, but even with adrenaline to fuel my strength I wasn't able to break the hard metal, the thick wood it was attached to, or the rubber that kept my legs useless and spread open.

“I have to admit, having a cock is a bit of a head rush. I understand so much more about why guys are the way they are now. With men it's all about access. Being able to get this,” Gloria pulled her fake down down with one finger and held it tight until she let go and it bounced up like a spring. “into that.”

Her hand slapped down hard on my exposed ass.

“Don't worry, Josh. I know us girls need foreplay to get them in the mood. A monster like this could really damage a girl if she wasn't good and wet first. Don't worry, I know what you like.”

Gloria knelt between my spread legs and took out a tube of lube. She worked a huge glob of it in her hands rubbing in lightly on until her hands were covered with the stuff. She rested both of her moist hands on my spread butt cheeks and slowly worked her way closer and closer to my puckered asshole.

She held my cock and balls up and back with one hand to keep them out of the way as she slowly worked one then two fingers into my resisting ass. I didn't want this. I didn't want this at all. But there was nothing I could do to stop her. She was going to bugger me and there was no way for me to stop her.

“Heather told me the hornier you are, the more relaxed you'll be.” Gloria said.

Gloria began to run her lubed fingers over my balls. She'd been on her knees taking my cock in her mouth enough times to know how much that drove me wild. My brain tried to tell my body to shut down. To not react the way I always reacted when she did this to me. To stay soft. An erection was almost an admission that I wanted this to happen to me.

As usual, my brain beat my body.

I felt myself getting hard. Gloria moved on from my balls and was rubbing her hand over my dick. She wasn't grabbing it and jerking like she normally would have. She was pushing it down against my stomach and rubbing her hand up and down along the bottom of my shaft.

“This is how girls masturbate, Josh. You'll need to remember this for the next time you have your period. The next time you're a girl. We don't just grab ourselves and yank like savages. We carefully rub ourselves off. I'd rub one out for you, but I already let you lick me earlier and I don't want you getting spoiled.”

My cock was rigid under her strong hand. With just a little more pressure. A touch more stimulation. And I would have shot my load onto my chest. But Gloria was content just keeping me on edge and she knew my body and its reactions too well to take it any further than she wanted it to go.

At some point her fingers were replaced by her cock. I'd closed my eyes and tried to focus on just the feelings of pleasure and block out the alien sensations of penetration and the nipple clamps. My ass didn't want to let it in even after being loosened by Gloria's fingers.

Gloria let go of my cock and moved herself into a more traditional mounting position. She used one hand to steady herself on the bed while the other one lined up her cock for a second attempt to enter me.

This time she pushed until my sphincter loosened enough for the dildo to slide in. It wasn't all the way in yet. That process was going to take several steps as my body acclimated to the foreign feeling of having something enter me. Like a hiker taking a mountain in stages, Gloria's rubber cock took its time conquering my ass.

Now in me Gloria placed her hands on my hips and used them to push herself further and further in. My cock and balls were trapped between our pressed together stomachs. My once proud dick. The center of all my sexual activity. Had been reduced to little more than an ignored clitoris. Something that could give me pleasure, but only if my lover bothered to pay attention to it.

After several painful and humiliating thrusts, Gloria was balls deep in my ass. I looked up at her face at the moment of that final penetration and knew what a girl must feel like when the guy has taken her. I could see the look of triumph on Gloria's face. A look of power as she took her lover like a man. I didn't feel triumph or power. I only felt used.

Gloria pulled half way out then slammed back in. The pain slowly transformed into something almost pleasurable. If I had wanted this maybe I would have been able to get off, but all I could do as she pumped her dick into me was wish that she would just get it over with.

I don't know how the dildo worked on her end, but it must have been doing something. She was obviously getting off on this. Increasing the pace of her fucking as she came closer and closer to her climax.

The final minute of the fucking was intense. Gloria was slamming into me so hard that the canopy bed was hitting against the wall and any even vague sense of pleasure on my part had disappeared. She came hard and she came fast. She reached between her legs and made sure that she spurted into me in time with the waves of her own crashing orgasm.

I felt the warm liquid pump into me. It was such a ridiculously female thing to feel. Something I'd never imagined myself ever experiencing. She pumped for over a minute to make sure that every last drop was deposited deep inside me.

Then she pulled out and knelt there on the bed. Her fake dick glistened in the sunlight streaming in through the window. She picked up her phone and took more pictures. Of her spent, yet still hard, cock resting damply on my thighs. Of my sore and abused anus.

Gloria maneuvered herself so she was laying beside me on the huge bed. Her body resting on one of my bound and spread arms. She put her phone out and brought up the pictures of me that she had taken.

I had some idea of what I must look like, but the reality was far, far worse. I looked like a battered wife or an abused girlfriend. With blood all over my face and a look of helpless desperation in my eyes.

“That was amazing, Josh. I don't think I can ever go back to fucking the old way ever again. I can see why you loved pounding me so much. Having that much power as you slammed into your bitch with your rock hard cock. It's like a drug. It's a guy drug. And I don't think I'm going back to being the pussy in this relationship. Not after this.”

Gloria playfully batted at her cock. The same cock that had tamed me minutes before. I looked at it and hated it. It became the symbol of everything that had gone wrong today.

Gloria brought my attention back to her phone and the blackmail photos she had stashed there.

“I'm calling this file 'Josh's First Period.' See how I used your full name in the hyperlink” Gloria said, in a cheerful voice that made me want to strangle her. “I've been updating the boards with fresh pics as we've been going along. Heather is super happy that you liked the dildo. I'll send her your thanks. And your phone number while I'm at it. I'm not the jealous type. If you two sissy girls want to play lesbian, I'm not going to stand in your way. Although I do expect an invite. The thought of you two chicks going at it is getting me so hot right now.”

Fuck!

I was so screwed.

“Speaking of getting hot. The big advantage of my cock over that thing between your legs is the recovery time. I can just keep on coming and coming all the live long day. In fact, if I wanna fill you with as much girl juice as you're gonna need to have a proper period I'm gonna have to fuck you a lot. Five. Maybe six more times.

-----

I thought the fucking would never end.

Gloria pounded me a total of eight more times before she decided that my ass was full enough for me to have my period “the right way.” I was sore and aching. I felt like my ass had been ripped apart and was never going to close again. My nipples had long since gone numb from the clamps and whatever it was that Gloria had given me while I was out had started doing its work in my gut.

I'd had an appendix scare when I was a kid and it didn't hurt as much as the cramps I was feeling now.

“And now for the moment we've all been waiting for.” Gloria said.

She reached into her bag of tricks and pulled out a tampon. She made the dramatic music from Thus Spake Zarathustra as she tore the wrapper off the tampon bit by bit, slowly inserted it into my ass, and removed the empty plastic applicator to the final triumphant crescendo.

“Congratulations, Josh. You are officially on the rag. Now let's get you ready for the active lifestyle a modern gal like you deserves.”

I didn't feel like I was ready for an active lifestyle. I felt like I wanted to crawl into a hole and die.

Gloria took the cuff off of one bedpost and twisted that arm around my back. My arms had been spread out for so long that I could barely feel them anymore. Even if I thought I could fight her I didn't have the strength. I just wanted this nightmare to end.

She cuffed my wrists together with one set of cuffs and undid the ones still connected to the bed. Next came the rubber restraints binding my legs. I felt a huge sense of relief as blood flowed freely through all my limbs again. Even my arms, now bound behind me, felt freer in their new position.

Gloria helped me to my feet. My legs were still unsteady after being so tightly bound for so long. Gloria half pulled half helped me into the bathroom and into the tub. I could feel the damn tampon wedged deep up my ass. I could imagine it soaking up the menstrual cocktail Gloria had shot up my ass. Every time I took a step I could feel the tampon string brush against my ass cheek.

At first I thought she was going to give me a shower, but she left me standing there while she applied Nair to every part of my body below the eyebrows, being careful to work her way around the nipple clamps.

“One of the first things you have to learn about being a girl is how much we have to do to look good for the boys. Boys really don't like hairy girls, Josh. But don't worry. We'll just let you sit for a little bit and then you'll be fresh and clean for our tennis match.”

Tennis? She really expected me to play tennis with her? As soon as I was out of these cuffs I was going to book it. I should probably call the cops, but that would mean telling them about what she'd done to me and I couldn't face that kind of shame.

Gloria finished covering me in a thick layer of the foul smelling lotion. I swear I could feel it burning the hair off as soon as it touched my skin.

“You stay put for now, young lady. I'll be back to rinse you off once all that yucky boy hair has been burned away.”

I watched as Gloria left the bathroom. Her fake cock bobbed along her with her large bra covered boobs. She closed the door leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I don't know what was the worst. Of all the things that I was dealing with at that moment I couldn't decide what I hated the worst.

There was the used tampon still taped inside my mouth and held there with kotex and duct tape. That and the dried blood that was still staining my face was a constant reminder of what a real woman's period was like. A flavor and odor that I had never wanted to be within a mile of were flowing through my mouth.

Then there were the cramps. Was this really what women went through every month? I couldn't believe that they managed to get anything done. I was having a hard enough time standing.

And there was the acrid chemical smell of the Nair as it burned away my body hair.

How far was Gloria going to take this whole “show 'em how the other half lives” thing? She'd already fucked me like a girl. No. Worse than a girl. I at least paid attention to the clit whenever I screwed someone. Gloria was just pounding me to get her own jollies. And prove a point.

Now I was on my period with a tampon string hanging out my ass and cramps like there were no tomorrow.

How much more female could she make me? Was she planning on getting me in a dress? There was no way I was going to leave this apartment wearing a dress. She'd have to kill me first.

But even as I thought that I doubted my ability to preserve what little was left of my manhood.

Gloria came back after eternity she was dressed in a white tennis outfit. So she was serious about playing tennis. I almost couldn't care at that point.

She began to rinse the pink liquid off my body. I expected huge clumps of flesh to fall off, but it only took hair, leaving me as smooth and hairless as a Playboy bunny. She brought out her phone. More pictures were taken and presumably uploaded to whatever forum that menstruating men flocked to.

“You are being such a good girl, Josh that I think I'll take that gag out of your mouth. But you have to promise to be a quiet little lady whenever I tell you. Remember – I have another gag right between my legs that's waiting for you to mouth off. Nod your head if you agree to be a good little girl for me.”

I nodded my head.

Gloria ripped the tape from my mouth. Lucky for me it was mostly covering the kotex, but the parts that were in contact with my skin hurt like fuck. Gloria put her hand out in front of my face and gestured for me to spit out the tampon into her hand.

I did.

It felt like such a relief getting that disgusting thing out of my mouth. Gloria took soap and a face cloth to my bloody face and washed until she was satisfied. I don't think I will ever feel clean again.

“Thank you.” I said in a small voice after she'd finished with my face. It sounds stupid to be grateful for something as small as that after all the things she had just put me through, but I was.

“You're welcome, Josh.”

Gloria helped me out of the tub and dried me off with a towel. She then applied lotion to my entire body. A women's lotion that smelled like flowers and herbs.

“Some girls, like me, like to wear pretty panties most of the time, Josh. I'm sure you've noticed. But when we're riding the cotton pony it's just best to stick to ugly undies just in case we spring a leak. I know you were probably hoping that your first pair of panties was going to be a sexy thong or sassy bikini, but I think it's best to stick to a basic brief. At least until your flow stops.”

Gloria held out a pair of white cotton underwear. They were just this side of being granny panties, barely feminine, but nowhere close to being manly.

“Up up.” She said, tapping my leg until I lifted it up and into the female underwear.

Gloria repeated this humiliating ritual on the other leg and pulled them up. She stopped just before she brought them up past my crotch. She pushed my cock back between my legs with one hand while pulling the panties up with the other. The tight panties kept everything in place leaving me with a very flat crotch.

“You're not really going to dress me up like a girl and make me play tennis, are you, Gloria?” I asked as meekly as I could. The last thing I wanted to do was piss her off any more.

“I suppose I can let you play in boy clothes. Over your panties. Since you're being so good and docile. Just remember. When you're wearing boy clothes you're just crossdressing. You and I know that you are really a girl when you have your period. Boys don't have periods. That's just silly, isn't it?”

“It is, but I don't understand why we have to play tennis right now. I really feel bad after all the stuff you did to me. And these cramps are killing me.”

I hated how weak and blubbery I sounded, but I just couldn't pretend to be strong and in control with my dick tucked between my legs and a tampon string dangling out of my ass.

“I know, sweetie.” Gloria ran her hand through my hair affectionately. “It sucks to have our period, but we have to pull up our big girl panties and do the things we gotta do. Remember all those times I played tennis with you when you wanted to? Remember all those times you teased me about my pussy problems? Well now you know how it feels to have pussy problems of your own. Now let's get you dressed.”

Gloria pulled me into the bedroom.

“Now I've taken a little bit of insurance just in case you decided to be a dick about this.” Gloria said. “I moved your car and locked all of your boy clothes in the trunk with your wallet and ID. A good friend of mine is holding onto the keys to your car and apartment. You have no money and no way of getting home on your own. And you couldn't get in even if you somehow could get there.

“There's a white t-shirt and shorts laid out for you on the bed. They and the tennis shoes are the only boy clothes in this apartment. You can put them on or I can find you a lovely skirt to wear when we leave. Either way, everybody is going to get a nice look at those pretty smooth legs of yours.

“I'm going to undo your cuffs. You can be a good girl and get dressed in the boy clothes I very generously am allowing you to wear or you can be a jerk. If you are a jerk I'm not going to help you get home. And all those pictures that I'm sharing on an obscure little forum on the internet will be all over my Facebook and Twitter feeds faster than you can say 'crimson tide.' So here's where I find out if I have a jerk of an ex-boyfriend or a submissive lesbian playmate.”

Gloria undid the cuffs and let my hands fall to my sides. It felt good to be out of my physical bondage even though there were layers of control and entrapment that went well beyond simple metal handcuffs. Gloria still had the upper hand. I could run, but it would mean that my reputation would be ruined and I'd have a nightmare of a time getting home. Maybe it would be best to just go along with her and play tennis. I'd feel miserable, but it wouldn't last forever. Then I could go home and sit on the toilet until all of my period leaked out of me.

I pulled up the white shorts submissively.

“That's my brave girl.” Gloria said. “There's just two things we need to do before you can finish getting dressed. We need to give you a girl name. Calling my new girlfriend 'Josh' is going to get pretty weird after awhile. I kinda like 'Candy.' What do you think about that?”

“Whatever you say.” I would have agreed to anything to get this over with. “What's the other thing?”

“This.”

Gloria's hands reached up to my chest and undid the nipple clamps. At first I didn't feel anything, but after a few short seconds the blood started flowing back into them and the pain was excruciating.

My hands flew to my hurting breasts in a gesture that was far more feminine than my male pride felt comfortable with.

Gloria helped me put the t-shirt on.

“This shirt makes my nipples feel like they're on fire. Can I just play without a shirt?” I asked.

“You're a big girl now, Candy.” Gloria explained to me like I was ten years old. “No more going topless in public. If your boobs are too sore I can loan you one of my softer bras.”

“No. I'll be ok. Let's just get this over with.” I said, feeling miserable.

“Get your shoes on and we'll hit the courts.” Gloria said. “I'm driving.”

“What?”

“It's my car. You don't have your license on you, little girl. And I don't think you qualify as 'wearing the pants' anymore, do you? Not metaphorically. Not anymore.”

“I guess.” I said. I sounded like a whiny teenager even to myself.

“I want you to tell me who wears the pants in this relationship, Candy. And I want you to say it nice and sweet. And very specific.”

“You do.” I said. Even I couldn't hear my words.

“I what, Candy? And please speak up.”

“You wear the pants, Ma'am.”

“Now was that so hard?” Gloria said. “Do you need to change your tampon before we go? It's an hour to get to the courts and you've had the same tampon in for 45 minutes.”

“I don't know. What do you think?” I didn't have any idea how long a tampon could or should stay put.

“I think you'll be ok for now, but you probably should check once we get to the club.”

We hit heavy traffic on the way to the courts. I kept putting my foot down on the imaginary brakes or gas as Gloria maneuvered us through the dense traffic. I hated being a passenger. It made me feel like I wasn't in control. Like I was a kid again dependent on other people to bring me from place to place.

And without the distraction of driving all I had to do was think about the constant pain in my nipples, the rumbling cramps, and the piece of cotton lodged up my ass. And when I could think about something other than the pain I was going through the only thoughts I could bring to mind was the image of Gloria on top of me pounding her large cock into me until she shot her many loads deep inside me. I wanted this day to be over. The last thing I wanted to do was play tennis feeling like total shit.

Gloria parked the car and maneuvered us through the steps of signing up for a free court while I let my brain shift to autopilot. I noticed a lot of women and a few men give me odd looks as they passed me by. I thought they were noticing my hairless legs, but a blonde we passed pulled me close to her and whispered in my ear.

“Nice VPL, pansy.” And walked off giggling.

“Gloria, can you see my panties through my shorts?” I asked her in a low horrified voice.

“A little. You really should have checked yourself in a mirror before we left. It's something girls like us need to do.”

The hits just kept on coming.

We made it to the court without too much more embarrassment. I was convinced that everyone was staring at my hairless legs and panty line as I tried to pull myself together enough to make it through the day.

I played like shit.

I can't remember the last time Gloria had beaten me at tennis, but she demolished in straight sets. Everything I did. Every move I made either reminded me of my semi-feminized state or caused me some discomfort. Every time I extended my arms to make a volley my shirt would make my nipples itch. The cramps only got worse if I tried to run.

And everything reminded me of the tampon in my ass and the red sea that Gloria had pumped into me.

A crowd started to gather. Some of them were people I'd seen around the courts before. No one I really knew, just recognized. Most were strangers. All of them were smiling and focusing their attention on the loser with the shaved legs and VPL who was getting his ass handed to him by a girl.

At one point they started to actively laugh at my play. After all I'd been through I felt like I was going to explode, but all of that energy just turned itself around on me and came out as tears. I actually had to stop playing because I was crying so hard.

The blonde who told me about my VPL came up to me on the court and leaned in close again.

“You're leaking real bad.” She said. “Do you need a fresh pad or tampon?”

“Oh, God.” I couldn't believe this was happening to me.

The blonde took me in her arms and walked me off the court. I let her lead me. I didn't even care where we were going. I found myself in a locker room. It didn't even occur to me that it was the woman's locker room. There was nobody even partly undressed in here and no one doing anything especially female.

Except for me.

A tampon was pressed into my hand and I was gently pushed into a bathroom stall. I pulled my pants and panties down and sat on the toilet. My clothes were a mess. There was blood everywhere. I should have checked my tampon when we got here like Gloria had suggested, but I got too caught up in all the women looking at me and laughing.

The panties were dripping and the shorts weren't that far behind. I was mortified to realize that I had been leaking down the back of my leg and there was a clear read path all the way down my legs. Even my socks had blood on them.

I reached between my legs and felt the wetness that had puddled on my ass. It took me several seconds to find the tampon string. I had to pull a lot harder than I had expected to get it out, but it finally came out with a plop.

I pulled it up. I knew I couldn't flush it so I kept it at arm's length as I got as much toilet paper as I could to wrap it in. And it wasn't all clear blood either. There were little chunks of things that I couldn't identify. I thought that I was going to vomit.

I managed to wrap the saturated tampon in toilet paper and put it in the sanitary dispenser. My fingers were covered in blood. My ass was covered in blood. And I could feel more dripping out of me with every passing second.

I needed to insert the tampon. There was no way I was going to make it out of here with my ass slowly dripping blood everywhere I went. Not that I had any idea how I was going to get out of here wearing these wet pants.

“Are you ok in there?” The blonde asked from outside the stall.

“I don't know what to do. My pants are ruined. I can't go out looking like this.” I said, my voice almost manic.

“Your friend said she had something for you to change into. She's getting it from the car right now. All you have to do is clean yourself up and put in a fresh tampon and she'll bring you home. Does that sound good?”

“Yes.” I said, through my tears.

I stripped started by stripping off everything below the waist including my shoes and socks. The blonde got me some wet towels to clean off my legs and wipe the worst of the blood off my butt. I made a check of my shirt and found that the hem had gotten stained in back too so I took that off as well.

The blonde offered to bring my stained clothing to the sink so she could keep the stains from setting. I just pushed them through to her under the door.

I unwrapped the tampon. I'd never put one of these in before, but I'd seen what Gloria had done when she put mine in. It didn't look all that complicated. It just felt like I was giving away one final piece of my masculinity by doing this myself.

It took me awhile to find my anus and line the applicator against my hole. At least I was well lubricated. I almost laughed at the thought. I pushed the plastic in and up and didn't stop until I felt it lodge into the same cavity the other one had occupied. I pulled the applicator out and made sure that the string fell between my legs.

I looked at the pink applicator when I pulled it out from between my legs. A bit of my blood pooled along its slick surface. I don't know when I started thinking of it as “my blood,” but I had. I tossed the applicator into the dispenser and waited for Gloria to bring me my clothes.

I heard the door open and a whispered exchange. The next thing I knew I heard a knocking on my stall door and Gloria's voice.

“I have some fresh clothes for you, Candy.”

Gloria slid a neat bundle under the door. They were as white as the outfit I'd just stained through, but they were clean now. All I had to do was get home without leaking and I'd be fine.

The panties were identical to the ones I'd ruined. I pulled them up quickly. I don't know why I tucked my penis in the way Gloria had earlier, but I did.

I reached for the rest of the outfit only to find that it was a woman's tennis outfit identical to the one that Gloria was wearing. A short skirt and blouse. Even the socks were rolled up and girly with little pom poms on the backs.

“You don't have any thing else?” I asked through the stall door.

“I'm reminded about an old saying regarding beggars and choosing.” Gloria replied. “It's that or you walk out of here with your tampon string blowing in the breeze.”

I put the blouse on first. It seemed closer to male clothing. Sure the cut was weird, but at a distance it could easily be mistaken for a loose shirt. It stuck out a little in the front from where Gloria's breasts had stretched it out. That actually gave my sore nipples some relief as there wasn't any fabric rubbing against them anymore.

The skirt was another matter. There was no mistaking this for menswear. If I put this on I'd be walking out of here clearly dressed as a woman. All the people who knew me at the club would know that I was Gloria's bitch now. Half of them had probably already heard about the man who had his first period on the court.

I pushed down my pride and pulled the skirt up my smooth legs. It took me a couple minutes to figure out how to adjust the belt, but I finally managed it. It felt strange wearing something that didn't completely cover my underwear.

I thought about all the times I'd looked at girls in short like the one I was now wearing. How I'd try to get glimpses of what they were wearing underneath. Or not wearing. Now I was the one wearing the skirt and I'd have to be careful about how I moved or I'd be giving people flashes of my panties.

“Are you alright in there?”

“... I … yes.”

“Then why don't you come out and show us what you look like, Candy.” Gloria said. It was a gentle order, but an order nevertheless.

I walked out of the stall and stood in front of the two real women. The blonde took a good close look at my face; Gloria looked me up and down focusing on my smooth legs in the short skirt.

“It's time for us to be going.” Gloria said. “Thanks for taking care of Candy for me. She's having a lot of trouble getting through her first period.”

“What did he do to make you do this to him?” the blonde asked. “Who'd he have to kill or fuck for you to put him through ...this?”

“If he had just cheated on me I probably just would have broken up with him. But I heard he slipped a roofie into Monique Turner's drink and fucked her in an alley. Then he left her there. She was lucky to make it home alive.”

The blonde started laughing.

“What's so funny?” Gloria asked what we were both thinking.

“Monique Turner? The Monique Turner from midtown?” The blonde asked.

“Yes.”

“I'm Monique Turner. That Monique Turner. And I can promise you that I have never seen this man before in my life and I have never woken up in some alley after getting date raped. You turned your boyfriend into your girlfriend over something that never happened.”

Gloria seemed to take several seconds for this to settle in. I was so relieved that we'd run into this woman. Now Gloria could let me go back to my normal male life. Sure she'd dump my ass over the cheating I'd done, but after what I'd found out about her, I was all too happy to put a lot of distance between me and this crazy bitch.

“Oh.” Gloria said after her long pause. “Well I'm sure he did something to deserve this. Come along, Candy. We need to get you back to my place before you leak through another pair of panties.”


Rubbing His

Nose In It


1.At The Motel

“I want you to stay in there until the timer goes off. And shower off before you get on the toilet.” I called out to my husband as I left the motel bathroom.

I left him standing in the shower, covered in Nair with an enema doing its business deep inside him. His eyes were fixed on the egg timer that I had left running on the sink. He was doing a little dance to hold everything in.

It served him right.

Don't get me wrong, I love my husband and had since we first met. It was a whirlwind romance. The entire courtship lasted a week before we jumped on a plane and headed to Vegas to tie the knot. And in all those six years I have never had a problem with him or the choice that I made when I jumped on that plane.

Aside from his crossdressing.

It wasn't so much the fact that he didn't tell me before we were married. There was hardly any time. And I know that I had my own secrets as well. I hadn't exactly been the most responsible person in my early 20's and there were some dark confessions that happened long after the “I dos” were done.

And I don't really have a problem with him crossdressing per se. I wasn't thrilled about it when I caught him decked out in my best dress and lingerie, but he explained that this was something that he needed. Something that he was too ashamed to tell me about. So I gave him some of my old stuff and offered to help him find a few things of his own. I just didn't want him wearing clothes that I was going to wear.

I'd grown up as the middle child with six sisters. One of the greatest feelings when I went out on my own, was not having to worry about somebody else ruining my nice things.

And things started to change with Donald over time to. At first it was enough for him to get a little dressed up and pretend to be my lesbian lover. It wasn't my fantasy, but he was getting off on it, and I could trade a session of dress up for some of the things that got me off, but he wasn't as into.

Then he started asking for me to dominate him. Little things at first. Things I liked. Like being on top. But it slowly devolved to the point where he wanted me to play this cruel dominatrix who forced him to dress and act female while raining punishments down upon him.

And it was all the standard male fantasies. The French maid, the naughty school girl, the 50's housewife, the cheerleader, etc. Except he was being “made” to do this by me. As if being female were somehow beneath him. Like my humanity was somehow less because I had a vagina.

Pegging might not have been so bad if he didn't want me to bend him over the arm of the sofa, flip up the skirt of his maid's uniform, and call him a bitch. Tell him how weak he was for letting me do that to him. I've had a few lovers in my day, and, yes, there are power elements going on when we fucked, but I never felt like he wants me to make him feel. Degraded. Used. Like an inferior.

The fake period he wanted to be “forced” to experience was too much. The fact that he was fetishizing my life. The lives of all women. Infuriated me. The clothes we wore, the way we had sex, even our bodily functions were just another avenue for humiliation for him. Another way to get off and go back to being a superior man.

I had had enough.

So I came up with a plan.

When I was ten, my grandmother caught me smoking. She dragged me to the corner store and bought a pack and forced me to smoke the whole thing in her car. I was soooo sick. I never even wanted to look at another cigarette again. She said it was like rubbing a dog's nose in his mess to teach him not to do it again.

I was going to rub Donald's nose in his mess. I was going to give him everything that he said he wanted. Then I was going to give him more. He wanted degradation; he'd get it. He wanted to experience a period firsthand; he was going to get one. He wanted to feel like he was the lowest creature on the face of the Earth; that was going to happen.

And it was all going to start when the egg timer went off in ten minutes. Sooner if he couldn't hold the enema in.

He jumped at the chance to live out his fantasy. I told him that we'd go about two hours north where no one knew us. I'd make him my bitch.

He'd pack all the things that he wanted to play with, I'd lock away his male clothes in his suitcase. He'd be forced to wear whatever I told him to and do whatever I told him. He decided that he wanted to add chastity to the game. I'd get the keys to his clothes and his cock. He ordered a model online.

While Donald was busy in the shower I put the clothes he had driven to the motel into his suitcase. I added his wallet, keys, and phone for good measure. I felt a surge of power as I clicked the padlock shut on his suitcase. He was now dependent on me for everything. I decided to throw his bag in the trunk of the car as an extra layer of security. I threw his suitcase into the back and retrieved my own bag of tricks.

When I got back inside I checked the timer. Still a few minutes to go over everything. Good. Donald was desperate to release the enema, but I gave him a stern look. He wasn't getting on the toilet until he showered off his Nair. And he wasn't showering off his Nair until the timer went off. His face looked miserable, but he was sucking up domination. At least if his dick was any guide.

Before I brought him into the bathroom I had Donald lay out his fantasy for me. The clothes, the items, the accessories. They were spread out on his side of the bed.

His intended ensemble was predictable. A black lingerie set including bikini underwear, garter belt, and sheer stockings. A pair of four inch fuck-me heels. Topped off with a little black dress. I did some quick math in my head, comparing his height and the length of the hem. He'd be in constant danger of showing his garter tops.

If he was going to be wearing the outfit he wanted, that is.

His wig was a short pageboy cut. Cute and pixieish. As wigs went it was ok. It was easy to spot as a wig, but the look worked despite the obvious artificiality of it.

I picked up one of his breast forms. The tag on the bra said D cup, and these babies were going to fill it out and then some. Donald was going to be stacked. He's a trim man. Average height. Maybe a little shorter than average. These were going to draw a lot of attention. Not the sort of attention that he was hoping for, either.

Laying in-between the fake breasts was something for me. For later. My cock. Some sort of newer model that was meant to give me more pleasure taking Donald's virgin ass. It was something he researched and ordered. All I knew was that it was purple and pink and was going to get used tonight.

I opened his make-up bag and removed the super tampon inside. Part of my plan required sabotaging his carefully orchestrated fantasy. This was the first step.

He wanted to experience a period. I have no idea why. At best they are uncomfortable and unwanted; at worst painful and depressing. He found a recipe online for fake menstrual blood. Mostly KY jelly and specific coloring agents. He'd did the sissy math and estimated that he could safely contain a certain amount of “blood,” for six hours with a super tampon. The mixture was sitting in an applicator on the bed. He'd precisely mixed it down to the gram.

I took the super tampon out of the wrapper and replaced it with an ultra light. It would take some prestidigitation on my part, but I should be able to convince him that I had just opened it for him. Hopefully he'd be too inexperienced with tampons to be able to tell the difference.

The rest of the his period surprise lurked at the bottom of my secret bag.

And finally, the chastity belt. It looked complicated. A series of interconnected parts that could be kept together with a lock. I'd been with him in the store when he picked up the lock. What he didn't know was that I'd gotten another just like the one he bought. I'd had my doubts that he would actually turn his penis over to my control. Not without some way out. Maybe I was being too paranoid, maybe not, but I exchanged locks anyway.

I heard the timer go “ding.”

The shower turned on immediately. Two minutes later I heard the water turn off and my desperate husband run to the toilet.

“Once your done with that, give yourself another one just to be sure. I'll turn your timer back on when I come in to inspect you.” I called into the bathroom. I put my secret bag under the bed and waited a couple minutes for the bathroom fan to do its job, before going in and making my inspection.

Most of his body hair was now goo in the bottom of the motel shower. At least we weren't doing this at home. I waited for him to administer a second enema and had him get back in the shower and touch up with a pink ladies razor. I turned his timer back on and played with my phone until he was ready.

Once I was satisfied that he was clean, inside and out I escorted him into the bedroom.

“Put the cock cage on.” I casually ordered.

Donald tried, but he was too excited to get the pieces to go over his erection. I took an ice cold soda can from the cooler and wedged it between his legs until his erection wilted.

The cage fit perfectly.

“Stand here. Facing me.” I had him stand in front of where I was sitting. His bound crotch was at my eye level.

“Give me the lock.” I commanded, and he obeyed. “Give me the key.”

I locked up his cock and put the key into my purse.

“This is a very big day for you. You're going to have your first period. That's a very special day in a young girl's life. I bet you've been waiting for this day for all your life. Lay down on the bed and I'll get you ready.”

I picked up the applicator of fake blood. The one he carefully prepared. The one that wouldn't be a problem. He saw me take it off the bed before I pushed his face down into the covers. He didn't see me reach into my bag of tricks and take out my own. This one with five times the amount that he planned for.

I worked the applicator into his enema raw anus and pushed the plunger down slowly. I saw the reservoir of red jelly getting smaller and smaller.

“This seems like a lot. Are you sure you did this right.” I really should have been an actress.

“I followed the instructions exactly, Mistress.” He said into the bed. I wasn't thrilled with being called Mistress. The word has too many meanings. It's lost its power.

I plunged the rest of the goop into him and handed him his tampon. “You'll want to put that in now. I've already opened it for you.”

He didn't look or think twice. Just went shoved it in and pulled out the applicator. He now had significantly more fluid and substantially less protection than he had planned for.

“Good girl. Now get your undies on.” I tossed him his black bikinis. He pulled them up his smooth legs. The bulge oh his cock cage looked ridiculous in the lace panties.

“Time for tits.” I took the bra and wrapped it around his chest, while he fiddled with placing the forms in the cups.

He reached for the garter belt, but I put my hand on his. “The outfit that you have laid out is a little busy for going out in the afternoon. Why don't we save the dress and the hose for tonight. You need to wear something a little more casual to go to the mall.”

“But that's the only dress I brought.”

“I packed a few things. Put on everything that I hand you, or this is over.” He was deep in his fantasy at this point; he was nice and pliable.

I handed him a pair of white knee high socks and a pair of red women's Keds in his size. I got a good look at his artificial cleavage when he bent down to put them on.

“Adorable. Now here are your shorts and t-shirt. Put them on and we can get started with your hair and makeup.”

The shorts were white. Intentionally. When the inevitable happened and his tampon leaked, I wanted the world to know just how big of a sissy he really was. The black bikini underwear, clearly visible under the white fabric, was just icing on the cake.

The t-shirt was red with pink letters that said “I have the PUSSY, I make the rules.” Donald balked at putting it on, but I stared him down until he relented and pulled the shirt over his huge rack. His bra was just as visible as his panties.

I walked up behind him and snapped his bra.

I let Donald get to work on his wig and makeup. He'd been experimenting for years, and wasn't too bad at applying his own makeup. It was much more dramatic than most women would have worn for a night on the town, let alone going to the mall for a little shopping. At a distance he passed as a woman. With the wig on. Not a classy woman, but a woman nonetheless. Up close he might.

He put his makeup and a spare tampon into his purse. I pulled him towards me and gave him a deep soulful kiss. I pushed my tongue deep into his mouth while my hands traced the edges of the VPL on his butt. I pulled him out the door into the harsh light of a summer's day.

He was so distracted by my display of lust that he didn't notice that he forgot his purse on the bed. I locked the door and we headed out on our great adventure.

2.The Hardware Store

“I'm not going in there.” Donald looked so cute when he tried to put his foot down.

He had expected an afternoon of salons and boutiques. Winding his way through the mall, experiencing the girly day of his dreams. We were in the parking lot of the antithesis of his sissy dreams – a hardware store. Not one of the large box stores, either. Those were neat and clean, with thought made to making women feel at least somewhat welcome. This was a small grubby place that catered to manly men. Men who knew how to fix big machines. How to handle power equipment. How to piss standing up. All of which were not things Donald could do.

I had planned for this rebellion.

I put my hand firmly down on the car horn and didn't let go. A couple of middle-aged men loading heavy bags of mulch into a pickup truck looked our way.

“Stop that!” Donald's voice was panicked. He might pass if no one paid him too much attention, but people were starting to wonder what was going on in that car over there. I saw one of the men write out license plate number down and take out his phone.

I just kept on pressing the horn. By that time half a dozen people were staring straight at the car. Donald stepped out of the car fast. The blinding sun beat down on his flushed face. He kept his head down as much to keep the sun out as to hide what little he could from the audience who were intently watching us.

I blithely stepped out of the car, allowing the silence to return. “Was that so bad?” I asked my panic stricken husband.

“Yes. Please don't do this. I don't want to go in there.” he looked so small and pathetic, staring down into his huge breasts.

“Because of all the big ol' men?” I taunted him. I put my hand on his chin and lifted his face to look me square in the eye. “Is little Mandy afraid that some stud is going to figure out that you're playing pretend? Or are you worried that you might pass? What if one of them wants to stick his sausage in your buns? Frankly, I don't care what your problem is. You wanted me to take charge. Begged me for months. Now that I'm doing it, I don't want to hear any more whining. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Mistress.” he whimpered into his breasts. I'd make him pay for calling me that. Later.

“Women have to go into places that aren't women friendly. Places that are drenched with testosterone. When we go in them, we get treated like we're idiot children. If we're lucky. Since you want to experience being a woman, I thought that I'd share some of the not so fun parts.

“Now stand still while I check your wig. I think it got messed up in the ride over here.” I made a show of adjusting his wig. Making it seem as though I made it fit better, when what I had really done was remove the hairpins holding it in place. “There, that should do. Now we're going in there and you are going to do exactly what you are told. If you don't, I will leave you here, at the tender mercies of all these big, strong men.”

I patted his cheek and strode to the door. He followed behind me a few paces.

It didn't take me long to find what I was looking for. I ended up walking around anyway. Partly to show Donald off some more. Mostly to find a sales clerk. I wanted an audience for what was about to happen next.

I found the clerk stocking shelves in the fifth aisle that I walked through. He looked like he was high school age. Maybe a graduate. He was tall and skinny with hair that was a little too long for my tastes and a five o'clock shadow pretending to be a beard.

His name tag read “Sid.”

“Hi Sid, I was wondering if you could help my husband and me with something in the next aisle.”

“Jessica!” Donald whined at me. He was clearly upset at my outing him in front of a strange man, but didn't want to make things worse by causing a scene.

“Husband?” Sid asked. His eyes hadn't strayed past Donald's impressive attributes.

“Donald. But he likes to be called Mandy when he's in his wig and panties.”

Sid's eyes grew large at the revelation that the woman who's breasts he was just checking out was totally a dude. Donald looked like he was about to sink into the floor.

I led the two, very different, men into the next aisle. Pet supplies. Donald got a worried look on his face. Sid just tried to stop looking at the feminized man beside me.

“I was wondering if it would be alright if we tried some of these on. For size.” I held up a bright pink dog collar.

“We don't allow pets in here.” Sid answered.

“We don't have a dog.” I said. Sid gave me a questioning look. “This is for my husband. He ordered this special dildo online. Tonight I'm going to spread his legs stuff it into him. From behind. I figured since I was going to be fucking him doggy style, why not go all out and accessorize.”

Sid just stared at me, his mouth half open. Donald turned away from the young salesclerk, not wanting to be seen after that bombshell. I stepped over to my mortified husband and placed the pink collar around his neck. It was tight, but it fit. When I lifted his head to snap the collar around his neck, I could see tears starting to well up in his eyes.

This was only the beginning. When I was done with him he would never want to do this again. Ever.

I stood back and soaked the scene in. My husband stood there helplessly in front of me and a complete stranger. The sort of kid who we'd hire to mow our lawns. His black lingerie was on full display under his light colored clothing. A pink dog collar was tightly wrapped around his throat. I felt a touch of dampness in my crotch. Maybe I was as kinky as Donald.

“It's missing something. Don't you think?” I put my fingers on my chin as if in thought. “I know.” I reached out and grabbed a matching pink leash. Before either boy knew what had happened I snapped the leash to Donald's collar.

“Much better.” I smiled broadly.

I pulled hard on the leash bringing my startled husband down to his knees on the dirty floor of the hardware store. He looked so pathetic kneeling there in his mismatched outfit. I handed the lead to Sid and forced it into his hands.

Donald looked like he was about to pass out.

“How much for the set, Sid?” I asked. I wanted to keep talking. Keep in charge of the situation. Both of the sissy on the floor and the boy holding the leash.

“um ...” he looked at the tag on the leash in his hand. He had to bend in close to see the price tag on Donald's collar. His crotch came close to Donald's face. My poor husband gave a small yelp and put his head down to avoid looking straight into another man's crotch.

While Donald was distracted protecting his virtue I lightly lifted the unpinned wig off of his head and put it in my purse. He didn't notice. With the wig he had a chance of passing. Without it he looked like a half dressed drag queen.

“Fifteen dollars. Rounded up.” Sid finally answered.

“He'll wear it out.” I handed Sid a $50. “You can keep the change, just make sure to give my husband the receipt. You can walk him to the cash register if you'd like. He tells me that he really likes that sort of thing. Being treated like a bitch.

“Donald, I'll meet you at the food court at the mall. Don't dawdle.”

Donald's eyes snapped wide when he saw me start to head out the door. He called out my name, but not very loudly. He was in a fairly secluded part of the store. The only people who saw him in his current predicament were Sid and I. I guess he didn't want to draw even more attention to himself, by yelling out for me.

I looked back as I exited and saw Donald try to bolt for the door only to be brought to heel by Sid. Smart boy. He knew why he was getting that huge tip. I waved over my shoulder as Donald was being walked to the register.

3.The Mall

I drove the rest of the way to the mall with the AC blasting. I imagined Donald having to walk the mile and a half from the hardware store to the mall. In this heat. He'd be a wreck by the time I saw him again.

I parked the car at a strip mall a few hundred feet from the mall near a bar that we would be visiting later and walked the short distance to the food court. I grabbed a small soda and found a seat that afforded me a good view of the whole area. I wanted to see him arrive in all his humiliated splendor.

The food court was on the opposite side of the mall from the direction that he'd be coming from. I wondered if the long walk under the blazing sun would give him the courage to walk through the mall by himself, or if he would avoid being seen by as many people as possible and walk around.

I looked outside the doors and saw the heat haze shimmer off the blacktop.

After half an hour I had my answer. He'd chosen to brave the mall. Emphasis on the word “brave.” He was a spectacle. Sweat was still clinging to his shaved body. His white shorts were almost transparent. I swear you could see the black lace of his bikinis through the fabric of his shorts. And his top looked like he'd ben doused for a wet t-shirt contest. His carefully crafted makeup was now streaks running down his face. I wondered how much of that was washed off by sweat and how much by his tears. His male haircut was slicked down to his head from sweat.

The best part was that he was very visibly leaking. Even at this distance and from this angle I could tell that my sabotage had worked. His tampon had failed. I could barely wait to get close enough to inspect the damage. He was even walking funny. Like he was trying to hold back his flow through sheer muscle control and will power.

And he had picked up a friend.

She wasn't the only one who was paying attention to the big sissy. Almost every head turned as he passed. She was the only one who was actively following him. Taking pictures and video of him with her phone.

I waved to Donald and gestured for him to come over to me. I watched him make the awkward walk to my corner of the food court.

“Jessica we have to go.” He'd just gotten close enough to whisper that to me.

“Who's your friend? And what happened to your pretty wig?” As if I didn't know.

“We have to go.” he implored me.

“Don't be silly. You've just got here.”

“I'm … leaking. Real bad. And I forgot my purse at the hotel.”

“Let me see.” I turned him around. His shorts were saturated. I goosed him and my fingers came back damp and slightly red.

“You did use the super tampon, didn't you?”

“Yes.” he sounded like a little boy being chastised by his mother.

“I did tell you that it seemed like an awful lot of blood to be going into your little vagina.”

“You did.” I could see hot salty tears begin to form in the corners of his eyes.

“And who told you to take off your collar and leash?” I'd just now noticed that they were missing.

“I just thought …”

“You really shouldn't. Think, that is. That spot on your tushie shows that you're not very good at it.”

Donald just stood there in stunned silence waiting for me to tell him that we were leaving. It was just possible that he had had enough, but I was committed to seeing this through. I took the collar and leash from his unresisting hands and put them back on him. Our amateur videographer caught every second of it.

I walked over to where the young woman was. If I had to guess, I'd say that she was college age. I felt Donald resist moving towards the pretty young lady. A quick yank of the leash and I felt his resistance vanish.

“I'm Jessica,” I said extending my hand to her. “You've already met my husband.”

“Actually, he wouldn't tell me his name. Or why he's doing this. Is he transgendered? Did he lose a bet.” She put down the phone and cautiously took my offered hand.

“Donald isn't a woman. Genetically or mentally. And there's no bet. He just likes to put on my clothes and play with himself. He decided that he wanted the full female experience. Everything we could possibly do from fake breasts, to sexy lingerie, to his first period. But I should never have let him make his own blood. As you can see, he made way too much. I'm sorry, I didn't catch your name.”

“Allie.” she said. She seemed a bit stunned by what I was telling her, but she hadn't run off yet. “So he's …”

“Submissive. It turns him on the submit to women. He gets off taking orders. Go on, give him one. It's a real power trip. And he'll secretly love it.”

Both of them just stared at me. Donald had that deer-in-the-headlights look that I was hoping to see today. I knew that he wanted to be back in the car, driving back to the motel. I also knew that his cock was pounding away at the inside of his little cage.

Allie's face was blank. I couldn't tell if she was seriously considering taking me up on my offer, or if she was about to run the other direction and leave the crazy sissy at the tender mercies of his cruel wife.

“Can you make him suck his thumb?” she finally asked.

“Of course I can. If he doesn't do what I want him to do, it won't be pretty.” I said. “The question is 'can you make him suck his thumb?' Remember, the meaner you are, the more he'll like it.”

I handed her his leash. Donald looked like he wanted to run away.

Allie pulled Donald's leash closer and closer, wrapping the cord around her hand as she drew him closer to her. Donald stood half a head taller than Allie. She brought his face inches from her.

“Suck your thumb, bitch!” she said, simply.

Donald looked over at me. I could see the pleading look on his face. I just gave him a bored expression. Any hope that I was going to help him had disappeared. I saw his little pink collar move slightly as he gulped down his panic.

He put his thumb in his mouth.

This was going to be interesting. I hadn't thought about adding another woman into the mix, but it would make Donald squirm all the more to dance to the tunes of two women. Allie seemed to be into it. And taking orders from a college girl would only heighten Donald's humiliation.

“Allie.” I said. “Donald has been a complete ditz today. Mixing up too much … you know.” I gestured towards the rapidly increasing stain on the backseat of his shorts. “Losing his wig. He even forgot his purse at the motel. I was wondering if you'd be kind enough to help him get some more tampons. He's obviously going to need them. I could do it myself, but he's such a young girl. Right on the cusp of womanhood. I think he might respond better to someone closer to his own age.”

“I'd love to.” Allie's face lit up at the suggestion.

“And perhaps you can give him some pointers about the different types of feminine hygiene products that are out there. Like a big sister.”

“Or a babysitter!” Allie was getting into the spirit of things.

“Or a babysitter.” I agreed. “It's a very large and confusing world that our little girl is just stepping out into. She tried to do it herself. You can see where that got her.”

Allie let Donald's leash go slack giving him the full length of the run. He didn't take advantage of it, choosing instead to walk behind and close to the college woman who had just become his babysitter. Maybe he was hoping that he could keep a low profile and not draw any more attention to himself.

But the night hadn't even started yet.

I let Allie lead my husband through the mall. We passed two stores where she could have bought him tampons, but elected to go to the chain drug store on the other side of the mall. I hung back and sent a text to a friend of mine who was going to help with tonight's final humiliation.

Everything was going to plan. Everything was perfect. My husband was walking through a crowded mall led on a leash by his college babysitter. He had no wig to hide behind. His makeup was in ruins. His hips swayed wide as he tried to walk and clench his butt cheeks at the same time. All to keep as much of the fake period blood safely lodged in his tender anus. The sway of his hips caused his enormous breasts to bounce rhythmically with each step. And he was sucking his thumb.

He'd probably learned his lesson by now, but I was trying an extreme cure. Extreme measures were required.

I left Allie and Donald in the feminine hygiene aisle while I picked up some surprises for later. When I left them Allie was lecturing Donald like he was a twelve year old girl just on the brink of womanhood.

I'd paid for my items and had them bagged by the time my defeated husband walked to the register carrying a pink box. I watched as the female sales clerk's face went from shock to condescension. Allie handed her the money. The clerk started to put the pink box into a plastic bag, but Allie stopped her.

“He'll carry them.” she told the cashier who handed them to my feminized husband.

He clutched the box of tampons close to him with one hand while the other hand was pressed to his face while he sucked his thumb. I didn't think that it was possible, but he looked even more pathetic than he had before. I could see his hot blush radiate from under his ruined makeup. He gave up any pretense of dignity and just wept openly.

“We're really going to need to change him soon.” I said. It was true. Donald's leaking had gotten to the point where small crimson drops were running down the back of his legs and thighs.

“I've been thinking about that.” Allie really seemed to step up to this whole femdom thing. I hope her boyfriend was up to whatever spark we'd lit in the young woman. “I don't want him using the women's room. If he were transgendered that would be fine. They just need a place to pee. I think Donald would find it sexy if we took him in and that would gross me out knowing that a guy was perving a couple feet away from me when I'm trying to do my business.”

“So you want him to use a men's room?” I asked.

“Not alone. I think one of us should be with him to make sure he doesn't get off.”

She didn't know that he wasn't able to get off. Donald looked like he was about to tell her about his caged cock, but must have thought better about it. The fact that she didn't know about this one humiliation was next to nothing, but it was the only shred of dignity that he felt he had left.

“I know a place nearby. It won't be as crowded now. I think they'll let us escort Donald to the men's room.”

“Sounds great.”

4.The Gay Bar

We left the air-conditioned comfort of the mall. It was like a sauna out there. The sun beat down on acres of blacktop and metal cars. The humidity was so high it felt more like drinking than breathing. As we crossed the couple hundred feet between the mall and the bar, I made one final text to my coconspirator.

Left mall. Be there in a minute. I typed.

I'm ready. Was the reply.

I'm not sure if Donald knew that Fletcher Christian's was a gay bar. I only knew because I'd been told about it by the man we were about to “accidentally” run into. The Pride flag hanging in the window probably gave Donald some idea, but a lot of businesses nowadays were showing their support for the community. It looked fairly conservative otherwise.

We walked through the door, Allie first dragging Donald along on his leash. I walked behind my sissified husband watching his shorts lose the battle to contain the mess I had injected up inside him. We'd just barely walked through the door when I heard my name being called out from across the otherwise empty bar.

“Jessica!” came the man's deep rich voice. He was a tall muscular man. Handsome and well dressed in a business casual sort of way. His head was shaved smooth. Every time I saw it I wanted to rub my hands over it.

“Jack, fancy meeting you here.” I pretended that this hadn't been rehearsed.

Jack was our neighbor up the street. He was very flirty. Once he let me know that he was bi. I didn't think much about it at the time, but when I decided to cure Donald I gave Jack a call. He was more than thrilled to join in on the fun. And I was looking forward to getting a little something from my hunky neighbor.

As payment for all the work I was doing for Donald.

“What brings you here?” Jack asked. Donald was trying to turn away from Jack in the hopes that our stud neighbor wouldn't see Donald's face. I think he would have backed out the door if it weren't for Allie firmly holding him by the leash.

“Donald is having his first period and he's started to leak. Really bad.” I could hear Donald whimper at my choice of words. The sound of his defeat actually got me a little wet. “His new babysitter, Allie,” I gestured at the young college girl who waved at Jack, “has forbidden him from using the women's room. And we don't think he can handle being in the men's room alone. It doesn't look too busy in here, would you mind escorting us to the men's room?”

Jack's face showed some genuine surprise. He was in on the basic plan, but didn't know about the unexpected addition of Allie to Donald's humiliation. I'd purposefully decided not to mention it when I texted him earlier. Today would be a day of surprises for everybody.

Jack stood up and walked over to Donald. Donald turned his head away, but the larger man just turned the sissy's head back and up to face him.

“Donald? Is that really you?”

“Ihts nodd whad id zeems.” Donald tried to talk around the thumb in his mouth. He didn't even think to try to remove it.

“You look terrible. Of course I'll take you to the men's room. We'll get you cleaned up.” Jack reached down and took the pink box of tampons from Donald's quivering hand. He actually walked with the big sissy hand in hand to the men's room.

I assume that it was a typical men's room. I didn't have much experience crossing gender lines. Not like my husband. There was a row of three sinks, a pair of urinals at different heights, a standard stall, a larger handicapped stall, and a baby changing station.

Donald started to walk to the stall, but was stopped by Jack.

“No, Donald. You're such a mess I think it would be better if we did it here.” Jack walked my terrified husband to the diaper changing station. Donald turned to me and just gave me a pleading look, but I was merciless.

“That sounds like a great idea.” I said. “Thank you for cleaning her up.”

Donald's eyes went wide with that last statement. It was one thing for him to be treated like a sniveling sissy by his wife, or the cute and surprisingly dominant young college girl, but being intimately handled by another man. Especially one so large and virile as Jack. That went beyond his comfort zone.

Donald looked like he was about to protest when Jack just picked him up and deposited him on the changing table. The sight of this bull so casually maneuvering my simpering husband around was adding fuel to the fire that had started between my legs. I wanted to be back at the motel this minute, but resisted. We needed to take this slowly. So Donald would learn his lesson.

Jack undid the button on Donald's shorts and slowly lowered the zipper. My demoted husband lay there on the changing table, his eyes closed. Praying that it would be over soon. Wishing that he had never asked me to help him play out this fantasy. At least that's what I imagine was going through his mind.

Jack had Donald raise his hips enough for the larger man to slide them down the sissy's smooth legs. Jack made a face at the mess and tossed the soggy shorts into one of the sinks. He then hooked two fingers onto either side of Donald's black panties and pulled them off as well. They were even worse than the shorts. A small red puddle began to form under Donald's abused bottom.

“Aww. You keep him in a cock cage. That's just the cutest thing.” Jack said after exposing the chastity device. Donald's face was redder than the “blood” dripping from his ass.

Jack grabbed Donald's ankles and lifted them into the air like you do a child whose diaper you're changing. He wiped the worst of the mess off Donald's red ass and placed more towels under him for when my stud neighbor pulled the plug. The large man took one of Donald's tampons in one hand and used his teeth to open the slight plastic packaging.

Jack quickly pulled the overloaded tampon from my husband's leaking hole. A small flood of fake menstrual blood gushed out onto the paper towels below. Jack dropped the used tampon on top of them and got the fresh one inserted up Donald's bottom.

Jack grabbed all the refuse and tossed it into the nearby garbage. Donald just sucked his thumb numbly as he was being treated like a baby by a man he'd known for years in the bathroom of a gay bar.

Jack wet down some towels and came back to wash off what he'd missed with his initial cleaning. Donald's ass was still stained red from the coloring agent in his flow. It would take weeks for it all to scrub off. Once Jack was satisfied that Donald's bottom was clean, he got fresh towels and washed off the worst of the eye makeup that had run down the devastated sissy's cheeks. Donald actually looked relieved at being clean, despite the humiliating circumstances that surrounded it.

“Put your arms up!” Jack commanded Donald. Donald's hands were in the air in the blink of an eye.

Jack reached down and pulled the sweaty t-shirt off of Donald. My husband was now naked except for his very full DD cup bra, his knee socks, red women's Keds, and his cock cage.

“You don't have a pussy. And you definitely aren't making the rules.” Jack said in regards to the ironic statement on the t-shirt I had forced Donald to wear. Donald put his thumb back in his mouth without needing to be told.

“I don't think he's going to be wearing these home.” Allie said from the sinks. She was examining the soaked shorts and underwear that were laying in the sink. She held up the panties with the barest tips of two fingers. They were dripping wet.

“I thought they might be so I picked up something at the drugstore.” I opened my bag and removed a container of adult disposable diapers.

“NO!” Donald screamed out from the changing table.

“Listen to me, Donald! This was your sordid little fantasy. You were the one that thought he knew what he was doing when you mixed up the blood for your period. You've been acting like a baby ever since I agreed to do this for you. And now you've exposed me as the wife of a weak and pathetic sissy. To our neighbor. You should feel lucky that we're treating you this well. Now take your thumb out of your mouth and don't say another peep unless I give you permission!”

I'd moved in close to him. Standing over him on the change table looking down. I added a little emphasis to that final order by grabbing his balls and caged cock and giving them a little squeeze. Not enough to do permanent damage. Just enough to make him obey.

He took his thumb out of his mouth and I replaced it with a pacifier from the drugstore. I handed Jack the package of adult diapers and stepped back. Jack had Donald diapered in under a minute.

“I think he leaked onto his socks as well.” Allie pointed out.

Jack took the shoes and socks off and tossed them into my empty shopping bag with Donald's outer clothes. Donald was now barefoot, diapered, his leash dangling between his huge fake breasts in his very full bra. I was close to where I wanted him to be.

But he still had further to fall.

Jack picked him up and put him down on the ground. Allie grabbed the leash and made Donald get down on his hands and knees. My husband's eyes were level with Jack's crotch. Jack was obviously getting hard from playing with his helpless neighbor.

“Why don't you ladies go out to the bar. I just need to use the facilities. I'll join you in a minute.” Jack said.

I turned to go, but Allie had stopped. “Do you mind if we stay? I think it would be good for Donald.” she said.

“Sure,” Jack answered, not sure of where Allie was taking this. I was more than a little curious myself.

Allie forced Donald to crawl across the floor of a public bathroom nearly naked. She pulled him over in front of one of the urinals.

“This is a urinal.” She told Donald. She sounded like an older sister giving a young child a life lesson. “This is a place where men pee. Men can pee because they have penises. It lets them spray their urine out. We have to sit when we pee. We're women. Well, I'm a woman; you're just a little girl. We don't have penises. I want you to look at that urinal and imagine what it must be like to have a penis. To be able to just walk into a place like this and pull it out of your pants and just pee into it. Can you even imagine something like that. Try real hard.”

Donald stared at the urinal and imagined. Real hard. Jack walked up to the other urinal and took out his penis. Even only half erect he was larger than my husband on his best day.

“This is how a man pees.” Allie lectured. “Watch and know that you'll never be able to pee like him.”

Donald's eyes were transfixed on Jack's cock as the muscular main urinated. He was nearly done when he turned his cock suddenly to the side and splashed steaming hot urine onto my husband's mortified face.

“Sometimes men piss to mark their territory.” The bald Adonis said, looking down at Donald. Jack gave Donald a wink before flicking the last few droplets onto the submissive on the floor.

Allie walked Donald out of the men's room on his hands and knees. We returned to an empty bar. The bartender looked up from her paper only long enough to get our drink orders. She didn't seem phased by what we were doing to Donald. Either Jack had warned her about what might happen here, or this was a very interesting place to work at.

We settled in to a table, drinks in hand. Allie, Jack, and I that is. We kept Donald on the floor and didn't bother ordering him anything. He was probably thirsty and hungry after his long day, but that could wait until we were finished. The more deprivation we put him through, the stronger the lesson.

The three of us just fell into talking about our lives. The sort of usual chit-chat that goes on between normal people. What Allie was studying at university. Had Jack heard about the road construction scheduled for our block next spring. That sort of thing. Anyone looking at what was going on above the table would have thought it mundane and boring.

After another round of drinks we were all feeling pretty good. All of us except poor Donald. He'd gone from being the center of humiliation to being ignored. Patsy Cline's “Crazy” began to play.

“I hate to stop the conversation, but this is one of my favorite songs.” Jack said. “Would you do me the honor of dancing with me, Jessica?”

He stood up and offered me his hand. I took it and let him lead me out onto the small dance floor.

I felt my body melt in his strong arms as our bodies swayed to the old song. He was so sure. So confident. So much larger than me, yet his hands were so gentle. I marveled at the control he had. Over both his own strength and my own escalating desire. When the song finally ended, my panties were almost as soaked as Donald's.

I looked up into his blue eyes and felt that I was where I belonged. Not with a man who rejected his own maleness. Fetishizing femininity. I needed a real man. And I needed him soon.

Jack bent down and kissed me. It started at my lips and passed like a hot flush through my entire body. Going through my blood like a powerful narcotic. Coming to rest between my legs.

I turned and saw Donald staring at us. Was he wishing that he could be the one dancing with me? Holding me? Making me wetter than I'd ever been with my life?

“Somebody's jealous.” I heard from above me.

“We can fix that.” I said, and gestured for Donald to come to me.

Allie took his leash off and let him crawl to me. He looked so small and weak. I was in the arms of a real man. Donald didn't deserve to even be considered the same species as Jack, let alone the same sex. I brought Donald up to his feet and took the pacifier out of his mouth. Another slow song started up and Donald probably assumed that he was going to dance with me.

I pushed my yielding husband into the arms of the man I now desperately wanted to fuck. Jack took my worthless husband in his arms and began to dance with him. Pulling the diaper clad sissy close to his powerful chest.

There was no doubt who I would be sleeping with tonight. Just as there was no doubt who would be my lover in the future. Not the weak man who begged me to strip away his masculinity. No. We might pretend for the sake of public appearances, but that might change in time.

If Jack decided he wanted it that way.

The song came to an end. Jack reached down and took Donald's chin in his strong hand. He lifted my husband's face up and kissed him passionately while rubbing his other hand over Donald's diapered ass. Donald had a frantic look on his face. He looked at me. Begging me with his eyes to end this humiliation. To end this whole charade and return to our normal lives.

It was too late for that.

5.Back At The Motel

It was still light out when we left the bar. We allowed Donald to stand, but put the pacifier back in his mouth. We told him that he had to have it or Jack's tongue in his mouth for the next hour. Donald was happy to keep the pacifier firmly in place.

A diapered man wearing nothing but an overstuffed bra drew a lot of attention in the crowded parking lot. I'm sure that Donald died a little more as people stared at him or took pictures with their phones. He was sure to be on somebody's Facebook status in the next few minutes.

Donald couldn't walk barefoot on the burning hot blacktop outside the bar. Jack, ever the gentleman, carried him to my rental car, placed him in the back seat, and buckled him into his seatbelt like he was a child. Allie got in beside the sissy. I gave Jack the keys and slid into the passenger seat. We were like a kinky family coming back from a day of vacationing. The more mature grownups in the front; the two kids in the back.

Jack placed his hand on my thigh as we drove. He wasn't shy about working it further and further up my loose skirt. He could feel how damp my panties were as he pushed them to the side and slid a meaty finger deep inside me.

Allie was torturing her little sister in the back. I didn't pay them much attention. I was too busy trying to buck my hips against Jack's hand. I would have had both of my own hands down there to, but Jack had told me “no.”

Before I knew it, we were back at the motel. It had only been a few hours since Donald and I had left, but it seemed like years. Donald started to undo his seatbelt and get out, but was ordered not to by the new man in our lives. Jack got out of the car. Walked around to Donald's side, and unbuckled him like the baby he was dressed as.

I unlocked the door as Jack carried my defeated husband over the threshold. Into the motel room and our new marital relationship. Allie followed.

“Before things go any further, I have some presents for you two.” I said Jack and Allie.

“Donald really wanted me to take him with this.” I said, handing Allie the silicone dildo that Donald had wanted me to peg him with. “But I think that I'm going to be do busy to accommodate his demands. You've taught him so much else today. Why not make a woman of him?”

I don't know if she had any sort of dominant proclivities before today. Maybe it was the alcohol lowering her inhibitions. Either way, she took the dildo from my hands.

“Here's the key to the car.” I told her. “There's a locked suitcase with Donald's old male clothes. The key to that lock is also on that ring. If you'd like to, you could dress in boy clothes when you fuck him. Have your big cock sticking out of the little flap of his tighty whiteys. You're all girl, but you're more of a man than he ever was.”

Allie took the key and went outside. She came back in a minute with a bundle of Donald's old clothes.

“And as for you Jack. I've got something special in mind for you.”

“I think I have a pretty good idea what you have in mind.” he said, and kissed my neck. A hot shiver ran down my whole body.

“In addition to that.” I finally was able to get out.

He nibbled his way down my neck as he undid the buttons on my blouse. I reached my hands down my panties and pulled out the key to Donald's chastity belt. It glistened in the light; moist from the flood of my arousal.

“For his chastity belt.” I moaned. “I want you to be in charge of him. Of us.”

He pushed me down on the king sized bed. I felt his body looming over me. I imagined his eyes wandering over my prone body. I could feel the lust radiating from his powerful frame. I felt my skirt flip up.

I looked up to see Allie enter the room. She'd put on the suit that Donald had worn for the drive up this morning. It still probably smelled like Donald used to smell. When he was still a man. The dildo rose obscenely from her open fly. Donald had that deer-in-the-headlights look again. She pushed him down onto the bed opposite me. Facing me. He was laying on the black dress that he longed to wear out this evening.

She ripped his diaper off at the same time that Jack had ripped my soaked panties off. The cool air-conditioned air made contact with my hot, steamy pussy. Jack stepped in between my spread legs, making room for himself. Getting into position.

I heard him slowly lower the zip of his tight jeans.

Allie kicked Donald's ankles apart and stepped into the gap she created. She pulled out his tampon and flung it into the trash. Donald's ass dripped red lube onto the dress he was laying on and the motel blanket. What was the blood of his first period was going to become the blood from Allie popping his cherry.

Allie lined up her cock with my husband's exposed, vulnerable, hole. I felt Jack's huge dick press against my lips, forcing its way inside me. Allie began to thrust into Donald following the lead of the real man in the room. Matching the pace that Jack was setting.

I looked Donald in the eyes. I could see the young college girl's silicone dick pounding in and out of him just as easily as he could see my new lover mount me. See the look of ecstasy pass over my face. A look that he was never able to put there.

“I have one last surprise for you, Donald.” I said. Speaking was hard. Thinking was hard. “I figured that you'd stash a spare key. To your cage. So, I changed the lock.”


I couldn't say anymore, but that look of realization on my husband's face. That moment when he knew that he was trapped like this. Forever. Put me over the edge and I came.

Hard.

Jack rode me to several powerful cums that night and many nights to follow. Allie fucked Donald hard, but only she was satisfied. I knew that Donald wouldn't want to dress in my clothes any more. The mere thought of wearing them would take him back to the trauma of this day. Being feminine would no longer be a turn on for Donald.

He doesn't like being all swishy and girly now. But I do. Which makes it all the sweeter for me when I and Jack make him our bitch.
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