

Transformed Acceptance

Chapter 1: The Transformation

Arthur stopped in front of the mirror and looked at himself. Why do victims always get in trouble ? He glanced at his smooth, fair skin and let out a sigh. With a slow, reluctant turn he headed towards his boss’s office, each step becoming louder and louder. Everyone seemed to stare at him until his eyes met his friend Sarah who gave a sympathetic smile and nod.

At long last he reached Ms. Amari’s door and knocked. The sound of the door opening broke the momentary silence.

“Oh, yes.” His boss began, “Come on in.”

She looked as stunning as always. Her red dress contrasted well with her red painted nails and lips. “Here, have a seat,” she motioned.

Arthur took a seat on the leather chair in front of his boss’s desk as she tapped her pen on the mahogany surface, a luxury provided by the company’s generous benefits package. She looked incredibile. Her black hair gleaned like silk in the light, just barely draped over her shoulders, and matched the color of her eyes. He found himself once again entranced.

“So,” she began, “I see you filed a complaint with HR?” The ferocity of the glare she gave him broke him out of his hypnotic state.

“Yes, well... um…” His eyes darted around the office to avoid her stare. He hated office politics. He had brought up the constant slaps Lucas kept giving him on the ass. From the start he was certainly hesitant to bring it up with HR… they are after all, there to protect the company, not necessarily the employees, and he hadn’t been sure whether or not it was even report-worthy.

A heavy sigh escaped her breath. “You know this company prides itself on its achievements and integrity above all else right?”

“But they started-”

“Really now?” She cut him off. “You’re an adult Arthur and you’re resorting to that excuse?”

He sank back into his chair, defeated. It wasn’t his fault. He had hoped that such ridiculous behavior displayed by Lucas would’ve been culled by by adulthood, but he still managed to attract awkward situations due to his smooth skin and high-pitched voice that he wished had dropped years ago.

After a brief moment she spoke up. “Look Arthur, you’re intelligent and easily one of our best.” She stood up and walked around the desk, showing off her long sexy legs and hourglass figure. “I just hate to see something like this affect such a promising individual with a lot of potential.”

Arthur felt his cock twitch in his pants when the scent of her perfume entered his nostrils. He shook his head, Dammit, not again . Control yourself you idiot .

“Don’t worry,” she leaned over so that she was inches from his face and looked down upon him. “Come to my place later tonight and we can talk about your predicament.”

Arthur’s face flushed red as he stared at Ms. Amari’s cleavage. Black is a nice color .

Arthur trembled a bit as he walked up to the front door. He had always thought that Ms. Amari was hot and on more than one occasion had to suppress his thoughts during work to keep himself from getting hard. But never did he think he would end up on her front porch after having been invited over by the stunning lady herself. He shook his head, “Come on man, stop it,” he mumbled to himself, “it’s not like that. Get your head out of the gutter.” Before he even had a chance to knock on the door it opened, Amari standing before him in a black dress and knee-high boots. So fucking hot .

“10 minutes early.” She smiled. “I like that. Come on in.” She waved her hand to beckon him in.

Aruthur’s mouth dropped. The house looked much bigger on the inside than it did on the outside and had a brilliant modern design to its interior. Marble countertops graced the finished wood cabinets underneath and pedestals were adorned with lit up crystal statues that spun around on discs, creating a kaleidoscope of rays that filled the room. She was definitely a woman of class and way out of his league.  

“Come this way.” Ms. Amari demanded. She walked over to a black leather sofa in the living room that was just as luxurious as the rest of the house and crossed her legs. “Here, have a seat.” She padded the seat next to her as she brought out a black rectangular box and set it on the coffee table in front of her.

Arthur gulped and took a seat. “So, you mentioned talking about what’s going on earlier?”

She looked at him, her eyes seemed to pierce the depths of his soul. “Yes, well… I know

what’s going on and why Lucas is focused on you.”

His eyes widened. “You, you do?” Most responses he’d had from family and peers was to simply man-up. Something he had tried to do, but he just wasn’t intimidating at all. In fact, that ended up with him getting into even more annoying situations.

“Yes.” She picked up the rectangular box she set down earlier. “Have you thought about embracing it?”

“What?” He blinked.

“Your looks, you know, the reason why people tend to treat you differently.” She opened the tiny container and looked back at him.

“What do you mean? I already have.” He thought for a moment and for some reason he knew deep down that he was lying. But it wasn’t like he hated himself or anything,

She shook her head and placed her palm on his cheek, her nails gently touching the surface of his skin. “I mean really  embraced it.” She paused and stared at him for a moment, her piercing eyes moving up and down the length of his body as if sizing him up.

His stomach felt like it was full of wings as she caressed his cheek. She seemed so caring. Then he heard it ever so faint, the voice he buried deep within himself. A sound so small he knew only by sensation as it echoed in his heart. I want to change.  He shook his head in defiance of his conscience.

“Still confused?” She took out a brush from the tiny case. “Here, if you don’t mind, let me show you.”

Arthur froze when she took out the brush and was about to decline when his heart beat resounded in his ears. I want this . She began applying the brush in brisk strokes across his cheeks. He had lost any courage he might have had to resist. No, it’s the courage to continue , his thoughts echoed.

With quick, precise movements she applied several different brushes to his cheeks, nose, eyes, and head. “Pucker your lips,” she said. Taking out a gold lip gloss container.

Arthur’s eyes widened and body trembled as she began to pat his lips with the moist brush, but he couldn’t bring himself to say stop. Keep going , his mind insisted, but he didn’t need to keep telling himself that. He… he liked it. He didn’t understand why, but all he knew was that he wanted this moment to last forever.

“There we go,” she said brushing his bangs a little bit and messing with his hair. “Let’s go check you out.”

Chapter 2: Acceptance and Obedience

Aurthur’s mouth hung open as he stared at himself in the mirror. He looked almost like, no... just like a girl! His hair was wavy and long enough that it just barely touched the top of his shoulders and his face flushed a light pink color, accented by his glistening lips. His green eyes shone like emeralds.

She nodded at her work. “This is what I mean when I say embracing your looks dear,” she whispered in his ear.

He stared back at himself and smiled, his vision suddenly blurred by the tears that began to fill his eyes. “Huh?” His mind was overflowing with waves of emotion, like he had just pierced the icy cold waters that kept him shallow… safe. Now overwhelmed by the new depth he found in his soul he couldn’t help but cry, emotions of warmth filling his mind with light. He smiled and rubbed his eyes. “I’m, I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say,” he said, his face buried in his hands.

“There, there.” She turned him around and embraced him. “You don’t have to say anything. I can usually tell when someone is holding something back and making themselves distant.”

Arthur rubbed his eyes one last time and looked up at his boss. “Thank you,” he smiled.

“Happy to help. Shall we head back to the living room?”

“Okay,” he said, contemplating his new look as they walked back to the living room when he found himself looking at his boss’s dress and imagined himself wearing it! He felt a slight bulge in his pants at the thought. Upon returning to the sofa he noticed a pink dress, matching underwear, black socks, and a pair of heels on the coffee table when they returned. They weren’t there before were they?  Alongside the articles of clothing was a small pink chastity cage with a lock and key next to it as well as a choker with a O-ring. He blinked in surprise. “What are those for?” He asked pointing to the objects on the table.

“The next part of your training, should you choose to accept it.”

Arthur raised an eyebrow, “My training?”

“Yes, your training.” She put her hands on her hips and suddenly became more intimidating. “You want to stop those awkward situations, don’t you?”

Arthur nodded.

“This this will help with that. Of course, the choice is yours, you can say no and go home. I’m sure the issue itself will be resolved in time by HR anyways.”

Aruhur felt his heart beat stronger. This was no longer about the complaint to HR. Honestly, he no longer cared. Just being here, in this place, at this moment, made him realize what he really wanted. No matter what he had to do, he wanted Ms. Amari to continue teaching him. Plus, he owed it to her after what she did. “I’ll agree to whatever you want Ms. Amari,” he said without a second thought.

She clapped her hands together. “Wonderful!” She walked over to the coffee table. “Now, there are some conditions, but I think you’ll find them agreeable.” She bent over and picked up the dress. “You are to wear what I tell you, when I tell you.” She handed it to Arthur. “You will address me as mistress in private discourse and of course, I will make sure to guide you and make sure your needs are met. Understood.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

Arthur thought for a moment. “Yes Mistress.”

She nodded, “Good, now undress.”

With a shake in his step he began to undress, starting by unbuttoning his shirt and then pulling off his pants. The moment seemed to last forever until his boxers were finally off, revealing nothing but smooth skin. He instinctively covered himself with his hands. This was the first time he had ever undressed for someone before, and while he was willing to do it, he couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.

“Very good. Now, put your hands behind your back.”

Arthur put his hands behind his back as his mistress walked behind him and locked a pair of handcuffs around his wrists, causing him to turn his head. “Are these necessary?” He halfheartedly struggled in his new restraints.

“Yes, in order to teach you confidence in yourself, both mind and body. Let me know if they’re too tight.” She walked around to get a better look at him. “Oh, good!” She said, now picking up the small pink device he saw earlier. “I was worried it wouldn’t fit.”

“What’s that mistress?”

“Oh this? It’s a chastity cage. This will help with the problem between your legs. Don’t think I didn’t notice at work before.” She winked. “Don’t worry, you’ll still be able to go to the bathroom, wash, and go about your everyday activities. This is necessary if you’re going to really embrace your looks.”  

He flushed a deep red as she grabbed his balls and squeezed his dick through the tiny, yet snug, pink plastic device. He let out a moan, his tiny cock filling the empty space.

“You like that, huh?” With a click  a tiny gold lock had been looped through a hole on the top, making it permanent. “Is it pinching anywhere?”

Aruthur shook his head.

“Good, now get on your knees and turn around.”

With his hands still cuffed behind his back he managed to get on his knees one after the other and turned around. His tiny cock strained against the cage, reminding himself of how turned on he was by the situation.  

“I just have one more thing to add. Ass up!” She demanded.

Arthur paused for a moment and stared at her.

“That means face on the floor and ass in the air!” She shouted, her voice more intimidating than before.

Arthur put his face down on the carpet, putting his smooth as fully in view.

“Good boy.” She shuffled around a bit behind him. “Now, since this is your first time this may be tricky and it might sting a little, but the pleasure you’ll no doubt gain from it will be your reward.” She slapped him on the ass causing a muffled sound to escape his lips.  

He squirmed around on the floor a little bit, the current position he held being much harder to maintain than he thought it would be.

“Okay, here we go. The key thing here is to relax alright, sweetie?” With lube on her fingers she pressed the tip of her index finger against his hole. With a little bit of force her index finger slid right in and she began to push in and out before inserting her middle finger. “You are definitely tight.”

Arthur moaned as the inside of his ass was lathered with lube, the finger-fucking giving him a sensation of fullness he had never felt before. It felt amazing and he didn’t want it to stop.

“Looks like we’re uncovering all sorts of things you like today, huh?.” She added more lube and shoved her fingers as far as they would go into the hole.

This caused Arthur to almost jump up in pleasure and pain. A small scream escaped his mouth. He had no idea that being fucked in the ass by mere fingers could be so incredible. He began to push onto the fingers to help them go even further. Pre-cum drizzled from his cock cage and he was about to climax when she pulled her fingers out.

“Oops, can’t give you a reward such as that too soon.” She winked. “But you are certainly greedy… and loud.” She went to a drawer and pulled out a red ball gag. “This should help with the noise,” she said, walking around and leaning over him. “Open your mouth, dear.”

Opening his mouth as instructed his eyes widened as she inserted the massive ball into his mouth, cutting off any words that he might be able to make. A disgruntled, muffled moan could be heard as his mouth was stretched wide by the gag. Still though, he could feel his cock begin to stiffen in its cage, providing him with even more discomfort.  

“That’s much better,” she said, slapping him on the ass once again eliciting a painful moan in response. She grabbed a small silver metal but plug and after lubing it up pressed the tip of it against his rose bud. “Okay,” she began to twist the metal object, “the key thing here is to relax.” She started to slide it in, centimeter by centimeter.

Arthur’s eyes widened and he began to get restless on the ground as his hole was stretched more and more. He let out a muffled scream as his ass clenched tightly around the metal object. The fingers were nothing in comparison to this.

“Remember what I said about relaxing?” She added more and more force, twisting the object like a doorknob. “Try taking deep heavy breaths.”

Arthur took deep breaths, feeling the object get bigger and bigger as she pushed it in further and further. When would it end?  

With a final push she plopped in the plug, secured by a tiny tiny pink jewel at the end of it. “There we go, don’t you just look adorable!” With a playful tone in her voice. “You did such a good job sweetie!”

He didn’t have time for words as he caught his breath, having been winded from enduring so much pain and pleasure at once. It was a moment of pure bliss, as if he had achieved a high without taking any drugs.

“Alright, now here take a look, don’t get up though.”

Arthur strained on the floor to turn his head around, a trail of drool wetting the carpet in the process. His mistress held a mirror and he saw what now occupied his tight hole: A silver butt plug with a pink jewel at the end of it. He blushed.

“Okay, you can stand up now.” She put the mirror on the table.

With a wobble in his step he managed to struggle back to his feet and turned around, the plug shifting in his ass as he did so and causing slight irritation.

“How do you feel?” She unbuckled the gag and removed the ball from his mouth, thick strands of drool falling to the floor as she did.

He thought for a moment as he stretched his mouth before replying, thinking about how stretched his ass felt. “Full, mistress.”

“Good,” she nodded. “Now, put on the panties and the rest of the clothing.”

Putting on the clothing, he felt his masculinity slowly dwindle to a small flame within his soul. He knew that after this he would be a different person and he accepted the change. The panties tucked his locked penis in between his legs and the black stockings rode up his thighs. The O-ring choker was snug around his neck. After putting on the red heals he was done and without even looking at himself in the mirror knew that he wouldn’t be able to recognize himself.

“You look absolutely gorgeous!” His mistress snapped several photos on her phone and showed him.

His mouth dropped again. He really did look and feel  beautiful. If he hadn’t known any better and passed the chick he was staring at on the side of the road he’d have assumed she was out of his league.

She smiled. “Well, I think that about covers it for tonight.” She paused, “But before you go,” she handed him an envelope. “In here you’ll find your instructions for tomorrow. And in here,” she handed him a duffle bag. “You’ll find more outfits and other accessories that will help with your training.”

“But wait,” the realization suddenly hit him, “Am I supposed to go home wearing this?”

She smirked. “Are you sure you don’t want to?”

Arthur looked down at the dress he was wearing and considered how he felt. In the span of two hours his mistress had managed to change him into a different person entirely… into someone who could accept themselves. He smiled with genuine happiness in his heart. “No, you’re right.”

Chapter 3: A Friendly Time

Arthur threw the duffel bag on his bed when he got home and flung himself on top of the comfy mattress, burying his head in the blankets. Walking home had been a literal pain in the ass thanks to the plug filling his back hole. He could still sometimes feel the lube seep around the edges; a moist, wet feeling. He had been so paranoid. Struggling to even walk in high heels must’ve made him look very out of place. Some strangers he passed on the road seemed to stare at him with suspicion, others seemed more like lust.  

His face became a bright red at the thought of other people thinking he was hot. That maybe, just maybe, there was someone who’d walk by him and think he was out of their league. As if to smother his embarrassment he buried his face into the pillow and kicked his legs with nervous excitement.

A moment passed before he opened up the duffel bag, revealing several outfits and other accessories. One such accessory he immediately recognized was a dildo. He held it in his hand. It was at least 10 inches long. As he fondled it he thought about what it would be like to have it in his mouth and shook his head, attempting to dismiss the desire. But it resisted in his mind, his ass clenching around the snug plug in anticipation. His cock twitched in its confinement as if to remind him of what he really wanted.

It wouldn’t hurt to try right? It’s… it’s just for fun.

He opened his mouth wide and wrapped his lips around the tip, lathering the rubber cock with his tongue. He pushed himself further down, forcing the cock as far back as he could, his mouth now completely full. After four inches he choked and gagged on it, causing spit to fall down the shaft. To his surprise he enjoyed the sensation of how full his mouth felt as his tongue danced around the shaft. It reminded him of the sensation the ball gag had given him. No matter how many times he choked, he tried to take more in to beat his previous record. He didn’t know how many minutes had passed by the time the entire shaft was covered in a layer of spit.

“Oh my.”

Arthur coughed as his head shot up, a trail of saliva connecting his mouth to the dildo. The tip bounced back and forth, hitting his chin. His long-time friend and fellow coworker, Sarah, stood in the doorway to his room. “This… this isn’t what it looks like!” He stuttered, quickly wiping his mouth before hiding the dildo behind himself, even though it was pointless. “What are you doing here anyways?” He asked, trying in vain to change the subject. He could hear his heartbeat pump rapidly.

“The boss gave me a call and asked if I’d be willing to help with your transition. She knows how close you and I are I guess. But I must say... “ she walked up closer to him, “I barely recognize you myself.” She paused and looked behind him where he had hidden the dildo. “It also seems like you’re doing a pretty good job of training on your own.” She chuckled.

Arthur was now bright red in the face. “I was… just curious.”

“Have you tried a real one?” She mused.

“What?”

“A real cock.”

Arthur shook his head. His own penis twitched in its cage at the thought and for a brief moment he wondered what the real thing was like.

“That’s okay.” She walked over to the duffle bag and began to pull out other items.

“So then,” He sat up right on the bed next to her, “Do you know everything that’s happening?”

“More or less.” She flicked her blonde ponytail back. “I always knew there was another side of you full of potential Arthur, and I’m glad you’re finally embracing it.” She looked over at him. “And you look really cute in that outfit. I could tell by the expression on your face you like it too”

He calmed down. It would probably be a good thing to have another person at least know everything that’s going on. “I appreciate your help.”

“No problem.” She looked back at him. “Take off your clothes. Oh, but keep the lingerie on.”

Again, he did as he was told. It was surprising to him at how obedient he was becoming. He took off his shirt and jeans, revealing the black stockings that caressed his long, slender legs, pink panties that outlined his ass, and a bra which wrapped tightly around his somewhat toned chest. He blushed a bright red and covered himself with his hands. “N- now what?” He stuttered.

She leaned over him, “Here, we’ll start with this.”

“This will help with your training.” Before he had a chance to respond she pulled a leash out of the bag and attached the clip to the O-Ring of his choker. She pulled out a blonde wig with long, straight hair and placed it on his head, brushing his bangs to the side. “There we go.”

The familiar feeling of weightlessness as his body began to tremble returned. His cock began to stiffen in his cage. There was no hiding it, he loved everything about the situation that was unfolding before him.

“On your knees.”

Without a second’s hesitation he got onto his knees.

“Good girl.” She smiled.

Tingles spread throughout his entire body as he discovered two new magic words: good girl .

“Let’s go for a walk.” She tugged on the leash and they exited the room, Arthur crawling behind on all fours.

They walked through the hallway, around the kitchen, and the living room before returning back to his bedroom. Arthur had a difficult time keeping up, not used to crawling on his hands and knees.

“There now that wasn’t so bad now was it?”

Arthur shook his head. “No.”

She nodded. “Good, that’s how it should be.” She paused before speaking again. “Now, turn around while remaining on your hands and knees.”

He did as instructed and heard the rustle of items as Sarah moved things around in the bag. He flinched in surprise when she grabbed his arms and put them in what felt like a leather sack, cinching it tight and looping two straps around his shoulders. She then locked a pair of leather cuffs around his ankles, a chain hung between them.

“Armbinders are great, aren’t they?” She said in an amused voice.

He pretended to struggle in his new restraints, but deep down knew he liked how they felt.

Sarah fumbled around in the bag before pulling something out. “Open up,” she commanded.

He did as he was told as she shoved a large ring gag into his mouth and strapped it tightly around his head. “Aaangh.” He winced as his lips were parted wide.

“Stop your complaining.” She stood up.

Drool began to drip around the sides of his mouth and onto the floor. He remained where he was, unable to really do anything about the situation. A bit of pre-cum dripped from the small chastity cage he wore. After a few minutes passed Sarah walked back around in front of him and his eyes widened in shock. She wore a harness with a large dildo attached to it.

She smirked, “Surprised?,” she asked taking hold of the leash and wrapping it around her hand, forcing Arthur forward until the large rubber rod was an inch from his face. “Welcome to part two of your training.” She slipped the head of the cock into his mouth and put her free hand on the back of his head to keep him steady.

It hadn’t even gone two inches in before Arthur was choking on the head of the beast that made his cheeks bulge.

Sarah pulled out a little bit before pushing it back in the same length. “Two inches? Really?” She sighed. “I had hoped you would do better than that.”

At the sound of the disappointing words Arthur discovered a competitive side he never knew he had and forced himself onto the large shaft, moaning and gulping it down with each inch as he did so. “Mmph, nghmph, mmph.” Sucking noises filled the room.

“Oh my.” She patted him on the head. “Maybe this won’t take all night after all. If you can take all eight inches of this cock down your throat by the end of the night you’ll get a reward.” She began to thrust harder in and out of his mouth.

Arthur struggled to even hear the words as his mind filled with lust and his mouth was fucked. He slurped and sucked as his tongue jumped about the shaft, enjoying the new sensations his body trembled under. The rubbery, warm taste of the now spit-covered cock made him shiver as it plunged deeper into his throat with each thrust.

“Not bad at all for your first time, Arthur.” She pulled the dildo entirely out of his mouth, loads of drool falling onto his face, chest, and floor. “Hmm,” She thought for a moment as she slapped the cock on both sides of his face, splattering his chicks with his own saliva. “Arthur doesn’t sound quite right anymore does it?” She pressed the tip up against his nostrils and held it there, the scent of hot rubber filling his nose. “How about Crystal?”

“I think nghmph-” Arthur’s incoherent reply was cut off as Sarah forced the cock back into his mouth.

“I knew you’d agree. You’re such a good girl, Crystal.” With large thrusts she continued to ravage his mouth.

Arthur’s face blushed at the sound of his new name, it having taken the last bit of masculinity he had as the cock pushed further down his throat, almost reaching his hole.

“Oh wow, and look at that!” She exclaimed, “It’s almost all the way in by now.”

Arthur struggled in his bindings as he attempted to swallow the warm rubber that stretched his throat. “Mmmph!” He moaned.

“Almost there, Crystal! Come on, you can do it!” With a final thrust she pushed him all the way down on the cock. “I’m going to cum!” She shook and convulsed as she held him in his place, waves of orgasmic pleasure rushing through her body. Juices seeped down her legs.

With his face pressed against her crotch Arthur choked for air as his arms flailed behind his back before she finally released him, a loud gasp escaping his mouth accompanied by heavy panting.

Sarah’s own breath mirrored his in terms of exhaustion. She put a hand on Arthur’s cheek, “You did such a good job, Crystal! I believe it’s time for your reward!”

She leaned over to undo his gag and took it off, leaving a clear, red mark around his cheeks in its place.

Arthur stretched his jaw. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” Throwing the gag on the bed she undid her own harness and pulled it off of her, revealing a second dildo that had been lodged in her pussy, it’s long shaft glistening with her own juices. She turned the harness around and bent over, holding it in front of his mouth. “Open up dear.” She cooed.

“But…” he trailed off as his heart beat rapidly and his body trembled as his mind went hazy with excitement. Unable to find the words he just did as he commanded and opened his still drool-splattered mouth.

Sara once again inserted a rubber dildo into his mouth and strapped his new makeshift gag around his head, locking it in place. “This is a very versatile item, isn’t it?” She looked at him with a wide smile. “Well, how do I taste? I taste good, don’t I?” She rubbed his cheek with her hand.

Arthur nodded as his tongue licked around his mouth’s new occupant with a fierce hunger, enjoying the warm, sticky taste of his friend’s juices.

“Good.” She sat on the bed and tugged his leash, making him move in front of her. “I’m still excited though,” she whispered and pushed his head towards her crotch so that the dildo still attached to his harness which had been lubed with his saliva entered her pussy with ease. A pleasant sound escaped her lips. “Ahhh.”

Arthur gulped as he was pulled closer to her crotch until his nose now touched her folds, her scent filling his nostrils.

“That’s it.” She held him there for a moment and closed her eyes before forcing his head back and forth with a slow motion, her hands holding his hair with a tight grip.

Arthur didn’t know how to explain the emotions he was feeling. Being treated like an object in such a way was… hot. At that moment he just... gave up control. Gave up control of his actions and even his mind seemed to give up entirely. Oddly enough, the sensation was freeing. He had never before felt so comfortable, so turned on, so vulnerable, yet completely aware of what was going on. He accepted all of it.

Sarah began to pant heavily as she continued fucking herself with Arthur’s dildo gag. With each thrust she pushed harder and harder, the hair on his face becoming plastered with a mixture of sweat and cum.

Arthur felt his heartbeat soar and his body heat rise. He couldn’t even feel himself panting he was so lost in thoughts of lust and excitement, his cock now stretched tight in his cage, unable to get fully erect.

“Aaaaaaah!” With a final thrust Sarah held Arthur’s face against her crotch and let out a scream before convulsing on the bed, her juices spraying all over the dildo and his face. She fell back on the bed, letting his head go from her grip and the dildo slip out of her, causing juices to fall to the floor.

Arthur grunted as his own orgasm was denied by his chastity device, realizing for the first time that he would have to find some other way to pleasure himself. He looked back at his dominant counterpart that appeared to be in pure bliss, her smooth skin glistening in the light overhead.

“That… was… great.” She said between momentary pauses. A couple minutes passed by before she sat back up. She looked down at his caged cock and smirked. “Guess you’ll have to find something to do about your own satisfaction, huh?” She winked. “For now though, let’s get you out of your restraints and get you to bed.”

Chapter 4: More Than “Just For Fun”

Arthur choked and gagged on the massive, black cock that occupied his throat.

“Mmmm, yes. That’s it slut.” The man bucked forward in his chair as he pulled on the leash attached to Arthur’s metal collar.

Arthur’s eyes widened as he choked on his manager’s  large member, struggling in his binds as he did so. His arms were tied behind his back and bound to his legs, forcing him in a kneeling position. Various ropes stretched out to different anchors underneath the professor’s desk, keeping him firmly in place.

The manager pulled out and wiped his cock on Arthur’s face, splattering it with pre-cum before promptly shoving it back in, giving Arthur little time to breathe. “This training thing was a great idea.”

“I told you it would be, Joe.” Ms. Amari said, bending over and placing her hand on the back of Arthur’s head to guide it along. “Isn’t she such a good slut?”

He looked down and smiled at the hot, sweaty face between his legs. “Indeed.” He put his rough hand on Arthur’s face, wiping some of the makeup that had been smeared. “And I can tell she likes it too.

Arthur’s cock twitched in his cage as he continued sucking, unsure of how long he had been in that position. He didn’t care though. He loved the taste of the warm, thick meat that ravaged his throat. His tongue slurped the sides of the shaft as he bobbed up and down, bits of pre dripping down his chin.

Without warning the man pulled hard on the leash, forcing Arthur’s head down with power he had yet to experience. This caused the tip of the cock to quickly reach the back of his throat. He shook as Joe shot a huge load of hot, sticky cum down into his stomach.

Arthur gagged as the man held him there for a few seconds, his mouth filling with the white substance that now trickled down his chin in small streams. His eyes went to the back of his head as he thought he was going to pass out in bliss before Joe pulled him off, long ropes of cum clinging to his chin and the large rod. Arthur knelt there panting with heavy breaths.

“Such a good girl.” The manager rest his wet, steamy cock across Arthur’s face. “Look at you. You look just like a whore at a truck stop.” He wrapped Arthur’s blond hair around his fingers and moved his cock all over his face, coating it with a thin layer of cum. “Now, what do you say?”

“Thank you, Master- mmmph!” Arthur’s words were cut off as Joe shoved is thick shaft back down his throat at the sound of the door opening. He got the hint.

“You wanted to see me, sir?”

Arthur’s eyes widened and he almost choked on the meat occupying his mouth at the sound of the visitor’s voice. He knew it was that of his past tormentor, Lucas.

Lucas looked over at Ms. Amari. “And… ma’am.” He stuttered.

“Yes, please… though you’re a bit earlier than I was expecting.” Joe let out a slight grunt as his cock got even harder in Arthur’s mouth. He leaned forward in a more natural pose, pushing Arthur’s nose right up against his hairy crotch, causing him to choke and gag, muffled though it was.

“What was that?” Lucas said, taking a seat and looking around.

Arthur’s heart stopped. Surely they would be caught. What would happen to him? He wasn’t sure he could handle the embarrassment, but that might be the least of his worries…

“You know why you’re here, don’t you?” Ms. Amari raised her eyebrow with an intimidating glance, ignoring Lucas’s previous question.

“I’m sure- I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.”

Joe leaned back in his chair, pulling his cock out of Arthur’s mouth slightly to let him breathe with a natural motion before pushing back in again as he leaned forward. In silence Arthur’s tongue licked the shaft with gleeful motions, almost forgetting the impossible situation that he was in at that time.

“Really? Are you sure about that?” He glared with fierce intention that matched Amari’s own intimidating gesture. “It’s come to my attention that you’ve been harassing other employees.”

“I… I have not!”

“I have several testimonies from eye witnesses that confirm your actions. What you say won’t help you here.”

“But-”

Arthur’s master put up his hand. “Enough!” His voice was stern. “You will have to answer to what you’ve done or there will be consequences. What’ll it be.”

Arthur couldn’t believe what he was hearing as his cheeks were full with a thick, warm member and he licked up the pre that now steadily dripped down his chin.

There was a slight pause as an uneasy tension filled the room. “Fine, I’ll take responsibility.”

Ms. Amari smiled. “Good, you should be grateful, we don’t often give second chances here.” She looked up at the clock. “Right, well, out the door with you, we have some things to discuss.”

With a defeated look Lucas turned around and walked out the door, slamming it behind him.

She shook her head. “This is going to be a long day.” She looked down at Arthur who was hard at work and then back at Joe. “I must be going then.”

“No problem,” the master said looking down and seeing Arthur’s face still buried in his crotch and head covered in sweat and cum. “Oh, right, we should finish this.” He pulled is cock out a little bit before shoving it down Arthur’s throat with one final thrust, shooting his second load of hot, sticky liquid down his throat and into his stomach. “Oooh, yes.” He let out a pleasurable moan.

Arthur’s mistress smiled. “Good then, I’ll be back later,” she said as she exited the room and shut the door behind her.

Arthur once again had to swallow rapidly just to drink all of his Master’s gift, wet slapping sounds echoing throughout the room.

Just before finishing the manager pulled out and let the last of his load spray all over Arthur’s face, coating his eyes and nose with thick globs of cum. “Good pet,” he said, patting Arthur on the head. “Now, what do you say?”

“Thank you, master.” Arthur managed despite his heavy breathing.

“Right, well. You did an okay job, I guess.” The man got up, putting his cock back into his pants. “But your mouth training could use some more work.” He walked around the desk.

Arthur could only listen as the blindfold of cum dripped down his face. He could hear light sounds of metal and scraping against wood as the professor picked something up from a table. “This’ll do.” Heavy footsteps followed until they stopped in front of Arthur. “Open up.”

Arthur did as commanded and a rubbery taste filled his mouth as a thick black dildo penetrated to the back of his throat. He felt various straps be pulled and locked around his head and the back of the professors index finger rubbing the unnatural bulge in his throat. Arthur swallowed around the thick cock causing his muscles to tingle. “Mmmmph.”

“You like that don’t you?”

He could hear the smile in his master’s voice and nodded.

“Good,” he sat in his chair. “You’re going to be like that for a bit while I finish up some paperwork.”

Chapter 5: New Friends

Arthur walked briskly through the office the following afternoon, avoiding eye contact with anyone he passed. While he wore his usual clothes, he had already put on a bare minimum of makeup so that it wouldn’t take as long to change in the bathroom. He entered the main lobby where him and Sarah had planned to meet in half an hour and walked to the bathroom. With each step it seemed as if his footsteps grew louder and his heart pounded faster. His eyes darted from left to right and he turned around to check his surroundings before nearly jumping through the door of the woman’s bathroom, hoping no one was inside.

He ran into one of the stalls and slammed the door shut behind him, locking it in place. Leaning against the door he placed his hand on his chest, trying to control his heavy breathing. “Calm down, Arthur, calm down.” When he felt he was ready he opened the duffel bag he was carrying and pulled out a black dress with matching lingerie and heels. He took off his shoes and as he finished taking off his clothes he heard the door to the bathroom open and he froze.

“So who’s the new girl Sarah’s bringing with us tonight?”

Arthur listened to the conversation and continued getting dressed in a way so as to not make any noise.

“Don’t know.” Another girl replied, “She said she wanted it to be a secret. I guess he’s coming too.”

Arthur pulled up his panties and it helped to keep his locked cage between his legs. It felt snug. He then put on the bra after stuffing it with two B-cup fake breasts.

“Uggh.” There was a clear disgust in the second girl’s response. “Why is he coming with us? He’s an obnoxious asshole. You should see the way he treats other people.”

“I heard his friends are hot though.”

There was a slight pause. “Fine.” A sound of items being thrown into a bag could be heard. “But I hope this new girl isn’t boring.”

Arthur rolled his eyes, apparently immaturity wasn’t just a guy thing. He threw the black dress over his head and shoulders, sticking his arms through the straps.

“I heard she’s all sorts of fun.”

“If you say so.”

Arthur could hear them begin walking towards the door.

“At least it’ll be fun right? Been a while since we all hung out together.”

“It sure has.”

The door closed behind them and Arthur rushed to get his heels on and put his other clothes back in the duffel bag. He checked the time. “15 minutes left, shit.” He pulled out the makeup along with a compact mirror and did his best to copy how Sarah had told him. He finished up with lip gloss and exited the stall, duffel bag in hand. He finished getting ready by putting on the choker with an O-ring that Amari had given him.

As he passed by the mirror he looked at himself once again in disbelief. His hair was more wavy thanks to the conditioner he had used that morning and his red cheeks were accented by his glistening pink lips. He had an hour-glass figure that the black dress outlined quite nicely. He smiled before walking out.

“Hey everyone!” Sarah exclaimed as she walked in, Arthur tagging a bit behind. Classic rock music played in the background of the noisy bar.

“Hey Sarah!” A girl with short, blonde hair replied, “Is that the new girl?” She pointed to Arthur who blushed and glanced at the ground.

“Oh yeah,” Sarah stepped to the side so that Arthur was in full view of the group and smiled. “This is Crystal.”

Arthur wanted to run away at that moment. He had no idea how awkward it was going to be going out in women’s clothing. The group of women stared at him with curious expressions. “Mhmm…” It took all he had to utter a simple sound. He looked up at the table. If I could at the very least find a seat near the back .

As if understanding what he was thinking Sarah grabbed his hand and led him around the table. “Let’s sit over here.” She sat across from him at a corner seat.

He noticed that a few seats were empty. “Is anyone sitting there?” He didn’t want to seem too awkward with a space between him and the rest of the group.

“Oh that’s for some other people who just went up to grab some drinks.” A girl with long black hair answered. “Not knowing what you guys wanted we just ordered you both some wine, I hope that’s okay.”

Arthur gulped. He had never drank before. Not that he was against it, it was just he didn’t have many friends to party with in the first place. He nodded.

“Come on, lighten up a bit, Crystal!” Sarah said, “We’re all here to have a good time.”

“Yeah, no need to be so shy,” a third girl replied, “By the way,” she continued, “You look great in that dress, Crystal.” The rest of the group nodded. “And I’m Sam. It’s nice to meet you!”

He relaxed a little bit. At least they didn’t seem judgemental, then again, maybe he was really just that hot. He blushed again at the thought. “Thank you. Nice to meet you as well.”

“I come bearing gifts!”

A group of guys walked up to the table and Arthur’s eyes widened as Lucas set glasses of wine and several beers onto the table. He took the empty set next to him as the others sat down on the other side of the table. He glanced at Arthur, but he looked away.

“Oh, is this the new girl Sarah?” He asked.

She nodded. “Guess we should start with introductions then.”

They proceeded to go around the table introducing themselves. Altogether there were four girls, well, five including him apparently. There was Sam who introduced herself earlier, the one with blonde hair was Kelley, then Alexis, and Sarah. Lucas was accompanied by Brian and Chad.

“So you’re Crystal, huh?” Lucas asked. “You know, Sarah had said you were cute, but honestly you’ve blown my expectations out of the water.”

Arthur didn’t reply and instead took an aggressive drink of his wine. Why was Lucas being so nice? Didn’t he realize who he was talking to? Wait, what if he likes me?  He choked on his wine at the thought, nearly spitting it across the table.

“Are you okay?” Lucas put his hand on Arthur’s back.

Arthur shivered and arched his back in order to avoid it.

“Oh yeah, what kind of makeup do you use? You did a great job applying it.” Sam asked.

Nice save, Sam . “Um…” He had never thought about the brand he used. “I’m really not... “ he paused, “that good at it.”

“Nonsense!” She looked over at Kelly. “You should see how she looked her first time trying makeup.” She laughed.

“Oh shut up, Sam. You know damn well that was your fault” She turned her head. “Don’t listen to her Crystal, she has an inferiority complex.”

“Hahaha! That’s a good one, Kelly,” she snorted, “I’d expect nothing less from the girl who thought eyeliner was lipstick!”

Kelley slammed her hand on the table, “You want to take this outside?”

“Girls, girls, calm down,” Alexis said, “Why don’t you guys just have another sip of wine.”

“Come on, let’s go.” Lucas whispered to Arthur and grabbed his hand.

“What are you-”

“Shh,” Lucas winked and without waiting for a response pulled Arthur behind them as they left the heated argument that had now involved the entire group.

Lucas dragged Arthur through the various crowds within the bar until they had after what seemed like forever exited through the back door.

“What are you doing?!” Arthur nearly shouted as he pulled his hand away, releasing himself from Lucas’s grasp.

Lucas blinked in surprise. “Sorry, I thought…” He looked into Arthur’s eyes, “It just seemed like you were uncomfortable.”

Arthur felt the rate of his heartbeat spike and closed his eyes. “You should’ve minded your own business.”

Lucas rubbed the back of his hand and let out a nervous laugh. “I uh… guess you’re right. It’s just, well... “ he trailed off.

“Well… what?”

“I thought I would take this as an opportunity to right some wrongs I’ve done to you in the past.”

In the past? What the hell was he talking about? As far as he should know this is the first time we’ve met . Arthur pondered these thoughts for a moment before the realization hit him. Shit, he knows . His heart rate began to beat rapidly. “What… what do you mean exactly?”

“I know who you really are Crystal.” He stepped forward, “And to be honest… I… I like you.”

Arthur’s mouth dropped. Several people walked in and out of the back door before he said anything. “No,” he shook his head, “you don’t. You don’t like me .” He emphasized the last word, hoping Lucas would get the hint. “You only care about women with good looks.”

“No, that’s not it!” He pulled Arthur close to his chest and embraced him. It’s because I like you Crys-. Arthur. I didn’t know it before but now I realize I just didn’t know how to deal with these feelings.”

Arthur felt his heart racing inside his chest as the tears flowed out like tiny rivers down his cheeks. Fuck, he really did know . But Lucas knowing wasn’t the issue at hand, it was that he also knew how he felt and he couldn’t lie to himself anymore. He could feel the warmth of Lucas’s chest as it rose and fell with his breath. “Dammit,” he rubbed his face against Lucas’s shirt, “why can’t I stay mad at you.” Deep down Arthur could tell Lucas was being sincere, but even more surprising, that he reflected his own feelings. He liked him too.

Lucas smiled. “Not one to hold grudges, huh?” He lifted Arthur’s chin and wiped away some of the tears. “That’s what I like about you.” Drops could be heard hitting the pavement as it began to rain. “Come on, let’s get out of here. Let me show you a different side of myself.”

Arthur simply nodded in response, too embarrassed to even say anything.

Chapter 6: Friends and Parties

Lucas firmly pressed Arthur against the wall of his bedroom as they kissed each other over and over again. Makeup began to spread over Arthur’s face as he returned the well-built man’s fierce kisses with the same, if not more force, their lips pressing tightly against each other.

Lucas grabbed the bottom of Arthur’s dress and pulled it over his head stripping it off to reveal the black lingerie he wore underneath. Reaching around his hips he slipped his thumb and index finger underneath his panties and as he slid them down his legs he stripped the stockings off at the same time, freeing the chastity cage that held his confined cock.

Arthur unbuttoned his bra and slowly got down to his knees and began to undo Lucas’s pants.

“Hold on a sec,” Lucas said, putting his hand on Arthur’s head. “I want to see you do it with your teeth.”

Arthur looked up at Lucas, his towering figure looming over head. Feeling something hard press up against his face he realized it was the bulge in his pants.

“Well?” Lucas raised an eyebrow, “What are you waiting for?”

Arthur gulped before grabbing the corner where the button held his pants together with his teeth and began to pull, maneuvering his head in different directions he did so. After some grunting and moaning with a final motion Arthur buried his nose into Lucas’s crotch and pulled back, finally releasing his pants. With his front teeth he grabbed the zipper and pulled down, letting the pants fall easily to the floor. The tip of the bulge was already wet and Arthur could smell the musk.

Lucas pressed his bulge against Arthur’s nose, “Come on, you’re not done yet.”

Arthur slipped his tongue under the bottom part of the boxers on one leg, tasting the skin underneath, and in similar motion tugged down with his teeth until the briefs had also fallen to the floor, exposing the now fully erect cock in front of him.

Lucas pressed his cock against Arthur’s nose and began to rub the shaft all over his face, covering it with sweat and pre-cum before placing the head gently against Arthur’s lips.

With lust on his breath Arthur took deep breaths and looked up, his eyes clouded over with desire, “Please, master, let me suck your cock!”

“Master, huh? Wasn’t expecting that kind of response.” Lucas pushed his cock inwards, parting Arthur’s lips and started to move in slow forward and backward motions. “Mmmm, that’s it.”

Remembering the training Amari and Sarah gave him Arthur leaned into the cock, forcing it to the back of the throat before rising again until the tip was touching his lips, and then going back down. He sucked and slurped with circling motions as he bobbed up and down on the shaft.

“Aaaaah, holy shit Crystal!” Lucas grunted, “You might just be the best blow job giver I’ve ever experienced!” It had only been a few minutes but Lucas was already beginning to reach climax.

Arthur moved around the shaft and head with the precision of an expert, occasionally popping off the cock with a loud sucking noise before getting back on the thick member.

Without warning Lucas pushed Arthur’s head down on his shaft, pushing his nose against his crotch and stretching his throat hole. “Here we go!” He barely managed to say between grunts.

With a jolt hot, sticky cum shot down Arthur’s throat, and while a couple weeks ago that would’ve caused him to choke and gag, he swallowed it all with big gulps. The cock pulled out of his mouth as he gasped for air and only a single, thin thread of cum connected his lips to the tip. He leaned back on his hands and regained his breath, letting whatever fluids stuck to his face drop to his chest.

“Holy shit, Crystal.” Lucas plopped down on the bed, “That was fucking amazing.” He fell backwards as if to make a snow angel in the blankets.

“Thanks,” Arthur wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, “You can use my real name, you know.”

Lucas looked back at Arthur, “I could, but I thought you liked Crystal.”

Arthur smiled, “No, you’re right.” There was a slight pause. “By the way, we aren’t done yet are we? I wanted to have more fun.”

Lucas sat back up and smirked, “Not a all.”

A sudden knock at the door interrupted their conversation. Lucas got up and with heavy strides walked to the door before opening it.

“I hope we’re not too early!”

A large group of people from the office suddenly started flooding the room. Arthur sat there on the floor in absolute shock.

“Hey Crystal!” Ms. Amari shouted from the back. “Congratulations!”

Oh fuck , Arthur thought, she remembered their conversation after training with Joe regarding his deepest fantasies . A bit of excitement began to swell within his chest.

Lucas looked back at Arthur and winked. “I told you we weren’t done.”

Arthur could hardly move his wrists and head as they had been secured by a metal frame on one side of the cage he had been put in by his peers. His ankles and backside were locked in a similar fashion with his ass sticking out of a hole on the other end. A large black dildo occupied his asshole, stretching in wide. At least the cage was padded , he thought, though the squeaky wheels it was on were annoying .

He looked around at the dozen or so other people that occupied the room, including his boss Amari, manager Joe, and Sarah. Half the office must’ve been in there.

“Okay everyone!” Ms. Amari walked in front of Arthur, his head level at her waist. “Let’s toast to not only our new couple, but also to Crystal’s coming out party!”

“Cheers!” The entire group raised their glasses in unison.

She bent down and kissed Arthur on the cheek, causing him to blush. “You’ve earned this.”

“Thank you- nnnghmph.” Arthur’s words of gratitude were cut off as a giant ring gag was shoved in his mouth and locked tightly around his head.

“This way you won’t have to try so hard,” she winked. “Oh, and one more thing,” she grabbed a pair of metal nose hooks and put them in his nostrils, pulling upward so that his nose resembled that of a pig’s and tied the strap around the bar above his head, forcing his face in an upward position.

Arthur was then rolled to the middle of the room and positioned in a way that he could be easily accessed from both sides. His muscles clenched around the thick dildo that stuffed his ass, giving him a sense of fullness. He sweat with excitement as he watched people begin to undress and reveal their long cocks and glistening pussies. He wiggled around in his confinement with anticipation.

First up was Zack from the finance department. Without a word he shoved his semi-erect cock into Arthurs drooling mouth. With long thrusts he bucked in and out, his hands gripping Arthur’s hair on either side of his head. He grunted as he went about his business, occasionally taking a sip of his drink he had set on the cage.

Arthur moaned and choked on the thick shaft as it filled his mouth with each thrust, strands of drool falling to the floor. The warm flesh hardened further as his tongue caressed the shaft and head, the faint taste of pre-cum arousing his taste buds.

The sudden hand slaps on both of his ass cheeks made Arthur moan, the sound muffled by the cock in his mouth. He felt the two rough hands caress his cheeks that now felt hot.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself.” Joe said from behind as he pulled out the large dildo, leaving a gaping hole behind. “Let’s see how you deal with a real one.” Without warning he shoved his ebony cock deep inside Arthur’s back hole.

Arthur lunged forward slightly in his cage and his eyes widened as he was forced forward, making him take the cock in his mouth all the way in, his face now buried in Zack’s crotch. Despite the preparation with the dildo his ass still clenched hard around the warm cock that had just penetrated him while the cock in his mouth stretch his throat.

“Man, you’re so tight,” Joe grunted as he pulled back a bit before thrusting back in, a smile spreading across his face, “That’s okay though.” He began to increase the rate of his thrusts.

As he tried to focus on both the cock before him and the one occupying his ass, Arthur’s eyes rolled to the back of his head. The sound of sucking noises and slapping echoed throughout the room, bits of drool and cum splattered his face each time he hit Zack’s crotch. “MMMMPH!” Arthur suddenly moaned with a loud muffled sound as Zack thrust in one final time, shooting a load of cum down his throat.

“There we go.” He held Arthur at his crotch for a few seconds before releasing him and spraying the last bit of cum on his face. “Good slut.”

Joe continued his ruthless pounding as Zack walked away, each thrust causing Arthur to grow more erect inside of his cock cage.

His mistress Amari walked up this time wearing a strap-on, a wet substance already dripping from the rubber rod. “Sorry, I just finished fucking your friend,” she pointed to Sarah who had been chained over a bench, “And I need you to clean it.” Without another word she bucked forward into Arthur’s stretch open mouth.

“Mmmph, mmph, mmph.” He could taste Sarah’s juices on the rubber schlong each time it pulled out and dragged across his tongue.

“I’m going to cum!” Joe yelled as he released a hot load into Arthur’s insides, filling him with a warm sensation.

As the sticky load filled his hole and warmed his insides, cum leaked down his legs. Arthur convulsed as he reached orgasm and his own cum shot out of his pent-up penis.

His mistress caressed his cheek as he breathed heavily. “That’s a good girl,” she pulled the rubber cock out of his mouth and slapped him in the face with it a couple times before heading back to Sarah.

For a while there he just remained where he was, cum dripping from his eyes, face, nose, mouth, and ass in the middle of the floor. Occasionally someone would come up to him for a cleaning of their cock or a quickie, but they’d leave just as fast. He didn’t know how much time had gone by or how many cocks he had sucked or had stuffed his ass that was now surely gaping wide. All he knew was that he essentially had a mask of cum on his face and his nose was beginning to hurt from being stretched by the nose hooks for so long.

At long last the conversations began to fade and Arthur could hear people trickle out of the house. He felt a wet rag against his face as it wiped away the remaining cum. Lucas stood before him and smiled.

“You did a good job today,” he said.

“Yes you did sweetie,” Ms. Amari echoed as she walked up, Sarah trailing behind in a collar and leash on all fours with a ballgag in her mouth. His mistress removed the nose hooks and ring gag, allowing him to stretch his mouth.

“Thanks,” Arthur licked the lingering aftertaste of salt from his lips. He looked down at Sarah, “I see you guys had fun.” Sarah let out a disgruntled, muffled sigh and rolled her eyes.

“Indeed we did,” Amari tugged on the leash to bring Sarah forward and bent down to face her, “And now you know who’s top dog don’t you, sweetheart? I told you you should’ve folded your last hand, but as we stated from the beginning, the loser would become the slave of the winner for the evening.” She stroked Sarah’s hair. “Then again, maybe you wanted to lose,” she smirked and stood up. “Well, the night’s still young and I plan to make the most of it. Have fun you two,” she winked at Lucas and tugged on the leash as she turned towards the garage door.

Arthur raised an eyebrow as a glimmer of pink shown from Sarah’s ass as she turned around and revealed a pink-jeweled butt plug stuffing her hole. He looked back at Lucas who was holding back a laugh.

“Alright,” Lucas said, “Let’s get you out of your restraints.”

The next day Crystal walked into the office with an attitude that could kill. Her hair was dyed black, she wore a black dress, a choker with a O-ring attached, and her nails were painted black. She passed by Sarah who wore the same choker. Sarah smiled at her and she nodded in response.

With confident strides in her step she reached one of the conference rooms, opened the door, and walked in, shutting it behind her. The sign on the door read “comfort room” and she knew she was going to have all sorts of fun today.

From the Top to the Bottom

Chapter 1: The Alpha Ego

With a thud Henry dropped the bar onto the rack above him, causing nearby people to turn and look at him… yes, that’s it. Envy me . He grabbed the towel on the table next to him and wiped his face as he soaked in all the jealous looks he received. He was a badass and everybody knew it.

“You sure you’re fine with repping that much weight?” Jaxon asked, sitting down on the machine in front of him.

“Yes, Jaxon. Afraid of me catching up?” If there was one person who could compete with Henry it was Jaxon and deep down, he could feel his own jealousy emerge as he stared at Jaxon’s ripped abs. All it seemed Henry could do was tone up and not really build much muscle.

‘You’re definitely making good progress.” Jaxon put some weights on the device. “Henry?”

Henry blinked as he snapped out of his trance. “Oh… right, thanks.” He shook his head. “Hey, I’m going to get out of here man. Have a good night.”

“You too.”

Henry looked around before opening his locker and took out a pair of panties he had stashed away. He knew that the locker room was typically empty at this time and he desperately needed some release. He took off his boxers and slipped the panties on over his thighs and tucked his cock in which got hard in an instant. He took out a photo he had found of a hot guy model and grabbed his swelling cock in his panties with the other hand.

He stood there and began to stroke himself as he stared at the picture, imagining Jaxon’s incredible abs. How long is he ? He tightened his grip and moved his hand up and down faster. Did he have a girlfriend? Faster still he stroked himself. What was his type ? He fell to his knees and began stroking his cock with his fingers outstretched as a woman would to please herself.

“Oh, Jaxon…” images of Jaxon laying over him appeared in his mind. The abs that graced his back as he was ravaged by what was no doubt the really long cock he had under his shorts. Henry grunted as the bulge within his panties became wet with pre-cum and he approached orgasm.

“Henry?”

Chapter 2: First Time

Henry froze at the sound of Jaxon’s voice and turned his head. Without a moment’s hesitation he threw the photo he held into the locker and covered himself. “Oh uh… hey Jaxon… I thought you were still working out.”

Jaxon’s chest glistened with water droplets and a towel clenched his waist. “Just got out of the shower. What are you doing down there?”

“Oh you know…. Just finishing up.”

“I see.” He took off his towel and revealed his semi-erect cock. “Because I could’ve sworn you were masturbating to a photo of a supermodel just now while wearing panties.”

Henry gulped. “How did you-”

“Know that?” He walked up until he towered over Henry, his long member now inches away from Henry’s face. “Let’s just call it intuition.” He smiled. “Plus, I’ll be honest Henry, I’ve always thought you were kind of cute.” He swayed side to side in a taunting manner.

Henry’s eyes just followed the movements of the now nearly straight rod in front of him and licked his lips. “You, you have?” Though moments before he was about to reach orgasm he could feel himself harden even more than he had been before.

“Oh sure. Plus,” he bucked forward a little bit, nearly pushing his head against Henry’s lips. I think we both know what you want.” There was a short pause, “And I want it too.”

Without another word Henry opened his mouth and began stroking himself as he put his lips around the head of his new captivating companion.

“Oh yes,” Jaxon put his hands on the back of Henry’s head and pushed himself further down his throat, extending his 10-inch member to the back of the man’s throat. “That’s it Henry.”

Henry’s eyes widened as he struggled to take in the first few inches, drool already forming around his lips and falling to the floor. He had never even sucked off a dildo, let alone a real cock. He choked and gagged as he went past three inches and pushed himself off the wet flesh with his hands, strands of drool falling to the floor in the process.

‘Hmmm, we can’t have that.” Jaxon tapped his finger against his chin before opening his locker. “I have just the thing.” He pulled out some climbing rope and bent over Henry, his wet cock rubbing against his face as he did so. “Here give me your hands.” He tied Henry’s hands behind his back.

Henry was surprised to find himself even more excited by this new development and nearly had an orgasm right then and there in the heat of the moment, the panties he wore stretching tight around his hard cock. Pre leaked through the fabric.

“That’s better.” Jaxon stepped back with his hands on his hips. “Now this time I want you to focus on taking it as far in as possible.”

Henry nodded, a sudden feeling of obedience washing over him. Was he really as badass as he thought he was before? Sitting there on his knees in panties with his arms tied behind his back really made him question his own insecurities. What if …

Jaxon parted Henry’s lips as he forced himself back down his throat, this time gripping his hair with both hands. “MMmmmm, much better.” he grunted as he slipped past 3 inches with much less effort this time. “Not bad for someone who’s clearly a newbie.”

Henry let out a muffled moan in response as his tongue slid around the thick meat that occupied his throat, the taste and scent of salty juices overwhelming his mind. He just went with the motions as Jaxon guided his head back and forth, each time getting his nose closer and closer to his crotch.

“You know Henry,” Jaxon let out another grunt as he pushed past six inches, “Like you’ve been watching me I’ve been observing you for quite some time.” He pulled out and pushed back in again… Seven inches .

All Henry could do was listen as the occupant in his mouth kept him from replying. His lips clenched tightly around the shaft that was now covered in spit and cum. Eight inches .

“I think we should just be honest with each other, you know?” He pulled his cock out all the way this time giving Henry a chance to breathe and wiped his sticky juices over his lips and nose before shoving it back in. “I mean, it’s clear we like each other.” With a bit more force he pulled Henry as close as two inches from his cock. Nine …

Henry glanced up at Jaxon who continued to fuck his face. He wanted to agree as much as he needed to rub himself off. He couldn’t take it anymore. It felt like his cock was going to burst through his panties. His hands struggled in his binds a bit, but despite the situation, he knew he wanted this… he knew he would orgasm anyways without the use of his hands. Something he had never done before.

“So what do you say?” Jaxon freed his cock from Henry’s mouth once again and just rested it on his face. “Want to take this to the next level?”

With heavy breaths Henry finally managed a reply. “Yes.” He could feel the warmth of the rod that lay across his face and let the juices fall over him.

Without another word Jaxon lifted up his cock and pushed it back into Henry’s mouth, this time forcing the man’s nose all the way to his crotch, his head pushing through his throat hole. With a loud grunt he shot his load into Henry’s stomach.

Thick strands of cum shot around the shaft and out of Henry’s mouth, coating his face and chin. He convulsed in his bindings as white, sticky juices seeped through his panties. He made every attempt to swallow the large load, but it was very sloppy.

After a few moments Jaxon pulled out and rubbed his cock against Henry’s face to wipe off any remaining juices. “Good job… for your first time.”

Chapter 3: Let’s Talk

Henry took a large swig of the golden elixir before him, letting the toxin within relax his nerves. He looked at Jaxon who sat next to him at the bar. “You sure we aren’t taking things too fast.”

Jaxon laughed, “This coming from the guy who just gave me a blow job.”

“Shhh,” Henry put his finger to his lips, “Not so loud.” He looked around… everyone went about their conversations as jazz music blared in the background. He sighed with relief.

“Don’t tell me you’re dropping already.” Jaxon took a drink of his beer.

“What do you mean dropping?” Henry raised an eyebrow, “I haven’t taken anything.”

Jaxon smiled. “I’m talking about a sub drop, it’s what a lot of submissives experience after an intense session,” he ate a fry, “They typically feel down, but it’s different for every person.”

“But I’m not…” Henry lowered his head, “Submissive.” He thought back to the locker room and a wave of excitement rushed over him.  

“And I’m sure I just imagined you on your knees, in panties, and your arms tied behind your back.”

“You did that…” Henry could feel his face turning red. “Last part.” His eyes darted around to avoid Jaxon’s gaze.

Jaxon laughed. “Are you going to tell me you didn’t like it.”

Henry put his hands over his face to cover his embarrassment. He knew the answer and he knew that Jaxon knew the answer. He shook his head, too afraid to say it.

“It’s okay,” Jaxon put his heavy hand on his shoulders, “Lots of people are into that kind of thing. And if I’m being honest,” he bent over to whisper in Henry’s ear, “I think you did great and would look amazing in women’s clothes.”

Henry looked up at the man before him. “Thank you.” It was as if he was seeing him for the first time, not just as someone who worked out at the gym with him, but as someone he could confide in. The man certainly seemed to have an air of experience about him. His chiseled face indicated someone who was well-built and defined.    

Jaxon finished off his beer. “You’re welcome. Now how about I introduce you to some friends of mine and we can really have some fun?” He winked.

Henry looked at his phone for what felt like the millionth time that day as he walked down the sidewalk. No messages. He sighed. It had been a week since he and Jaxon had done anything. Hell, it had been a week since he’d seen him at all which was unusual.

“I’ve got things to prepare for, he said,” Henry kicked a small rock into the street, “It’ll be fun, he said.” Today was supposed to be the day they were going to meetup again. He had been excited to try some of the new things they had discussed after meeting at the bar.

A sudden vibration in his pocket made him rush to pull out his phone. My place, 3 o’ clock .

Henry smiled. “Finally.”

Chapter 4: Less Talk, More Play

“There we go!” Jaxon finished tying Henry’s legs on either side of the stool, his arms secured by a black straight jacket which was in turn strapped to the stool so that his chin rested on the edge of it. The strap that went through his legs had a small hole at the back.

“It’s a little tight don’t you think?” Henry tried to look at Jaxon, but it did him little good with a blindfold on.

“It’s supposed to be that way.” Jaxon took a step back. “And damn, with this getup it really is impossible to tell you’re a guy. Your black wig and makeup makes you totally passable.”

Henry blushed. “Really? I didn’t think I looked that good.”

“Oh definitely. The red lips and rosy cheeks make you look like a dame.” Jaxon picked up a ring gag off the table. “Just one more thing before our guests arrive. Open up!”

Henry opened his mouth to find it immediately stretched by a large metal ring that was strapped tightly around his head and locked in place with a click.

“That’s more like it.”

“Ngggh, ahhhhg, angmph.” Any words Henry tried to say were impossible to understand. A knock at the door caused him to perk his head up.

“Oh, that must be them.” Jaxon walked over to the door and opened it, a pair of men standing before him.

“Hey man, what’s up?” A somewhat heavy-set man with glasses said.

“Thanks for inviting us over,” the second man replied through his nose. He was skinny and wore a dress shirt with a pen holder in his pocket.

Henry shifted around in his restraints, recognizing the voices as a couple of his coworkers from the cybersecurity division at the company he was employed. They had a somewhat devious reputation. The nerds… no way… why did Jaxon choose them?

“Welcome my dudes.” Jaxon beckoned them in.

“Damn! Is this that chick you were talking about? She’s fucking hot!” The man with glasses walked in front of the stool and leaned over, examining Henry.

“Yes, George, that’s her.” Jaxon motioned towards the stool where Henry’s face was placed on the edge. “Why don’t you have a seat?”

Henry felt the stool wiggle as the large man sat down, placing his legs on either side of his head and his crotch only inches from his face. He could smell the musk already.

“I like how you have her set up.” The man in the dress shirt said, walking behind Henry and examining his behind.

Henry could feel George’s zipper press against his nose as the bulge in his pants increased. The man crunched on some chips, the crumbs falling onto his super hero T-shirt.

“Well, George and Chris… you can get started any way you like as we discussed previously.”

The sound of zippers could be heard as both men unzipped their pants. A warm, wet sensation slapped henry in the nose as George flipped out his cock. Slipping the cock into Henry’s mouth, he guided his head along the shaft. “Oooh, yeah.”

Henry choked on the thick cock as its musky smell landed on his taste buds and entered his nostrils. It wasn’t long before the cock was all the way in, his nose hard-pressed against George’s pubes.

“Man, you are so hot.” George twirled some of Henry’s wig around his stubby fingers. “Damn Jaxon, how’d you end up with a babe like this?” He asked, turning his upper body around, causing his cock to push against the side of Henry’s mouth.

“Mmmph.” Henry let out a muffled moan as a bit of pre mixed with spit leaked from his lips.

“Oh, you know,” Jaxon opened up a bottle of beer, “I tend to have a way with people.” He winked.

George winked back, getting the hint. As discussed previously , he remembered. “Oh woops, we can’t have that. Back in you go.” George wiggled his cock back into Henry’s mouth just as it was about to become free.

Henry let out a muffled grunt as the thick flesh reached the back of his throat, his hole closing around the head.

“Alright, I think that’s enough lube.” Chris walked behind Henry and stuck the head of his member through the gap in the strap, pressing it against Henry’s asshole. With a slap on Henry’s ass he pushed himself in, the head getting enveloped by the tight, clenching edges of the hole. He leaned forward, inching the cock further in and stretching the hole wider.

Henry’s eyes widened under the blindfold as the man’s dick enlarged his back hole. “Mmmmmph!” Pain and pleasure tore through his backside as the intruder gave him a large sense of fullness. Any moans he let out were stifled by the salty penis that filled his throat. He was being fucked from both sides. I’m getting spit roasted… by nerds. The thought caused his own cock to harden under the straight jacket even more. When the cock in his mouth pulled out, the one in his back hole pushed in. His tongue darted around the shaft of George’s cock with quick motions. He loved every second of this situation.

“Hey Chris, switch places with me!”

Chapter 5: Alpha No More

George pulled his cock out of Henry’s mouth and wiped it against his cheeks, getting rid of the strings of cum. He pulled himself off the stool and walked over to where Chris was still going at it.

“Hang on a minute Georgey,” Chris said with a grunt as he pushed in again and pushed his glasses onto the bridge of his nose. “I’m almost finished with round one.” He slapped Henry on the ass, leaving a giant red mark behind and causing him to lean forward with a yelp.

George rolled his eyes. “This isn’t a video game.”

“No, you’re right,” Chris snorted and plunged his cock all the way in, “This is better.” He shot his hot, sticky load into Henry’s back abyss,

Henry shot forward, strings of cum and drool shooting from his mouth onto the stool as juices filled his insides and streamed down his legs.

After a few moments of convulsing inside Henry’s ass Chris pulled out and walked over to the stool. “Why you always gotta make a mess Georgey?”

“You’re one to talk,” George said as he stuck a gloved finger inside Henry’s cum-filled ass.

Chris laughed and snorted as he sat down on the stool sticking his warm, flabby and sticky member into Henry’s mouth. “Thanks for the cleaning service,” he tapped his fingers on Henry’s head as he bucked in and out of his mouth.

The taste and scent of cum and his clean ass overwhelmed Henry’s senses. He could feel his eyes move to the back of his head and by this point his makeup was beginning to smear all over his face.

George pulled out his finger after moving it around inside Henry for a few moments before replacing it with his cock, the thick tip stretching it even wider than Chris had done.

“MMMMPH!” Henry’s muffled moan echoed throughout the room as the sensation of fullness once again replaced his gaping hole.

“That’s a good slut.” George slapped Henry on one of his ass cheeks. “You like this don’t you?”

Slap, slap, slap . With each thrust into Henry’s mouth a bit of cum splattered back onto his face and dripped from his nose. One cock in, the other out. Crotch to crotch. Each time the thrusts became faster and more fierce. Henry could feel his own cock rock hard under the straight jacket straps that held it firm. The beating cocks fucked him in rhythm, one massaging his prostate and the other stretching his throat. Both holes clenched tightly around each intruder that slid in and out.

“I’m getting ready!” George grunted as he pushed all the way in again. He held himself deep in Henry’s ass for a few moments before cumming fiercely inside, load after load of cum seeping through Henry’s insides. “Ooooh, fuuuuck.” George groaned.

At the same time George came in Henry’s ass Chris gripped his wig tightly and plunged himself down his throat, letting out a sigh as a thick, salty-tasting liquid slid down his throat. “This is sooo much better than video games.”

Henry convulsed and reached orgasm between the two men that held their dicks firmly in his two holes, filling him up completely. He lost all train of thought he might’ve had previously as he shot out his own load which then leaked down his legs.

Chris pulled out of Henry’s mouth and wiped what remained all over Henry’s face. With a paper towel he wiped himself off and stuck it in Henry’s mouth. He zipped himself up and turned around, “Thanks Jaxon, that was great!”

George sprayed the last of his seed all over Henry’s ass and with a marker wrote two vertical lines on his right cheek. He cleaned himself off and pulled up his pants. “Yeah dude, that was a great ride.” He walked over to Chris.

Henry’s tongue rested against the paper towel in his mouth, the edges of the crumpled paper sticking to his cum-covered lips. He felt sticky all over and was still breathless from climaxing himself. His cock was still hard however. He wanted more.

“Glad you guys liked it,” he walked over to the door and opened it, letting the guests out. “And I’m sure our friend here enjoyed it too.” He pointed with his thumb to Henry.

“Glad to be of service!” Chris replied as they exited. “Hey, you and your friend want to come over for game night next Friday?” He asked, turning around just outside the door.

“I think we’re good but I can see what our schedule is like.”

“Oh, that would be so cool,” Chris snorted, “I’m planning on building a wizard character that will have magic abilities and Gergey’s gonna make…”

The sound of Chris’s words were drowned out by Jaxon closing the door. “Thanks guys!” He yelled. He turned around and went over to Henry, who had been covered from head to toe in cum and panted heavily.

“You awake under there?” He lifted the blindfold and took the ring gag out of Henry’s mouth and the paper towel along with it.

Henry stretched his mouth. “Thanks, that was… incredible.”

“I thought you’d like that.” Jaxon smiled. “You seem to be really getting used to your submissive side.”

Henry blushed.

“Hey, why don’t we take this transformation to the next level?”

Henry raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

Passable as a Woman (From the Top to the Bottom Part 2)

Chapter I

“Oh, Sebastion,” a woman on Henry’s computer screen moaned as she stroked her cock and licked the one laying on her face, “Please master, stick it in my mouth.” Jazz music played in the background.

“You want it slut?” The man said in a deep, dark voice. He yanked on the leash that was connected to her collar and pulled her to his crotch, her nose scrunched up against his massive shaft. “Then tell me what you are!”

She opened her mouth and dragged her lips long against the side as if she wanted to eat the thing, “I’m a dirty whore whose only purpose is to serve and worship cock, sir.” She kissed it a couple times, leaving deep red stains on its skin.

“Good,” the man loosened the leash a little bit, “then show me what you can do. Let me know that your training hasn’t gone to waste.”

“Yes, sir.” With a gasp she opened her mouth wide and in an instant the shaft was gone, having been swallowed by her mouth. Thick, loud sucking noises echoed from the tiny bluetooth speakers on Henry’s desk followed by the rustling of chains.

Henry struggled a bit in the chair he had been fastened to with ropes, straps, and chains. His tiny cock had been trapped in a small, pink chastity cage with a hitachi wand strapped to it. He remembered Jaxon’s words from before. If you’re going to cum you should learn how to do it like a woman . He tensed up in the computer chair. The taste of rubber cock filled his mouth as a harness cock gag had been strapped around his head. A clear tube went from the muzzle to a container above his head. Every 5-10 minutes synthetic cum would go down the tube, into the muzzle, and out the tip of the cock in his mouth at the other end.

He wasn’t sure how Jaxon had managed to set all of this up or even find the time to figure it out. But he couldn’t deny that he was enjoying the frustrating sensation of not being able to grip his cock and rub one out really fast.

The video on his computer changed to a kaleidoscope of colors. The words YOU’RE A SLUT  splashed across the springs. Henry never really thought hypnosis videos like these ever worked, but he did find them entertaining. He looked at himself in the mirror Jaxon had placed next to his computer. Totally humiliating . He could see his painted face, his rosy cheeks, and pink blonde wig that had been pulled through the straps of the gag. He knew Jaxon put the mirror there so he could see himself for the whore that he was… and he loved it.

A beeping noise could be heard as the fake cum slid down the tube, out the rubber cock, and down Henry’s throat. It tasted like real cum and he drank it as if it was a refreshing drink with a straw, his tongue darting around the shaft to pick up the remaining juices.

Jaxon walked back into the room. “How’s your training going, honey?” He winked as he paused the video. He turned around. “Well, it’s been about an hour so I figure that’s enough time.” He lifted up Henry’s skirt. “And I can see you’re quite wet.” He unstrapped the harness and took the gag out of Henry’s mouth, a thin strand of sticky juices connecting the tip to his lips.

Henry stretched his mouth. “Thanks.”

“How was it?”

Henry blushed and looked down, the hitachi wand still strapped and vibrating his chastity cage. “Fun.”

“I thought you’d like that.” Jaxon put the harness down on the table. “Hey, what do you say we make a bet?”

“A bet?” Henry raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah, you go out with me dressed like that and we’ll see who can get the most free drinks with our looks alone at various bars.”

Henry’s face grew bright red at the sound of that. “I probably wouldn’t win any drinks.”

“Nonsense, you look great!”

Henry smiled. “Fine, but don’t get upset if you lose.”

Chapter II

Henry stumbled in his high heels next to Jaxon, his ass clenching around the remote-controlled, vibrating but plugg he had agreed to wear that night. By contrast Jaxon was wearing a cock ring that let out a shock at the touch of a button.

“Whoa there!” Jaxon grabbed him by the shoulders. “You sure you haven’t had too much to drink already?” Jaxon winked.

“Oh fuck you,” Henry said, “We haven’t even started yet.”

Jaxon laughed and pressed the button on the tiny remote in his hand.

Henry stopped suddenly and felt the need to close his legs as the plug vibrated in his ass. “Fuuuuck,” Henry said, trying to hide from anyone walking by.

“Yeah, this is definitely in the bag for me.” He tightened his abs under his soft, silky shirt that detailed every muscle he had.

Clenching his teeth, Henry pushed the button of the remote in his own hand, causing Jaxon to let out a slight yelp and nearly fall on his face.

Henry burst out laughing as some curious onlookers stopped to look at what was happening.

“Truce, truce dammit!” Jaxon yelled.

Henry softened his voice as he coughed, “You jokester you,” a lighter-sounding voice echoed out. Henry blinked and fluttered his eyelashes as he motioned with his gloved hand towards Jaxon. “You always were such a brute.” He twirled around, letting his bright red dress swirl around his legs. This time he wore a shoulder-length black wig and a small, silver choker.

“Smart ass little shit,” Jaxon said standing up and brushing himself off.

“That’s no way to treat a lady!”

Jaxon rolled his eyes.

They were heading towards a bar that gave  discounts to not only women, but also to men dressed as women. Henry smiled with confidence. Of course, he knew Jaxon picked this place on purpose because he wanted a crushing defeat even if he was at a disadvantage.

Walking up to the bouncer they handed him their ID’s. After glancing at Jaxon’s he beckoned him in, but just as Henry was about to follow the man held out his hand. “Stop, I can’t let you in with a fake ID.”

Had the man lost his marbles? That was his ID. Henry looked at himself in the window and realized that he had gotten so used to wearing women’s clothing that he forgot he looked like someone else. He pointed to the sign that gave the discount information.

The bouncer blinked in complete shock. “Wait- oooooooh, right. Sorry.” He handed Henry back his ID. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t tell anyone. I’m new here.”

“No problem,” Henry said and caught up with Jaxon who had watched the scene. “So you still think it’s in the bag for you?” Henry took a seat at the bar, tensing a bit as the plug was pushed further into his ass.

“Shut up.” Jaxon sat next to Henry.

“For you miss.” The bartender walked up and handed Henry a drink. “From an admirer.” Henry smiled at Jaxon.

Jaxon shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Just wait, we’ve only just started.”

“Whatever you say Mr. Confidence.” Henry took a drink of his beer and nearly spit it out causing Jaxon to laugh. “Ugh… who the hell likes IPAs anyways?”

“Hey, barkeep, I’ll have what she’s having.” Jaxon pointed at the drink in front of Henry.

“Coming right up.”

Henry raised an eyebrow, “You sure are full of it.”

Jaxon took a long drink of the beer the bartender had just handed him, savoring the flavor.

Taking a look around Henry noticed there were quite a few people in the crowded bar. Of course, there were definitely men dressed up that obviously were just here for the discount and didn’t care whether they were passable at all. But he’d occasionally capture the glimpse of a beautiful woman and wondered if her ID showed the same face. How many women that he thought were good-looking were actually men?

“For you, sir.” The bartender handed a drink to Jaxon.

“Thank you.” Jaxon said, winking at Henry.

An hour went by fast as people hurried in and out. By now Henry was up two drinks ahead of Jaxon and feeling just a bit buzzed. He looked over at the end of the bar and noticed a woman, or what he thought was a woman, reading the newspaper and watching the news. He had seen her when he first got here, but he wasn’t sure what caught his eye. She definitely was pretty, but it was more than that.

“Shall we go to the next one?” Jaxon stood up, leaving some money on the counter.

“Sure.”

“Ugh, what is it with this crappy IPA?” Henry set the drink back down.

“Twice in a row, huh? Must be an omen.”

“Whatever.” Henry looked at the bartender, “Hey, do you know if this is a popular drink?”

“Hmm, locally, not so much. We have more success with our pale ales and dark beer. Would you like a sample?”

“No thanks.” Henry pushed the drink away from him. It was probably best he sober up a bit anyways. He was winning after all, and he didn’t want to lose due to a technicality because he couldn’t remember how many drinks he’d gotten.

Another hour went by with nothing eventful happening. They left and went to their third and final bar. It was known around town as a gay bar and Henry was a little nervous walking in as he imagined he’d stick out like a sore thumb, but immediately relaxed when he saw plenty of women intermingling among the crowd.

They took a seat at the bar. Jaxon got the first couple drinks for free while Henry looked around the bar. There were some pool tables, a couple unoccupied pinball machines, and darts. Various men and women hung around tables in the middle of the floor as they enjoyed their games and listened to the music.

“Hey Jaxon,” Henry turned back around, “What was the point of this again?”

Jaxon smiled, “Oh, not much to be honest, just to have a little fun. It’s good to be competitive every once in a while.” He downed one of the shots he had gotten from an admirer, “Plus, you seem more confident.”

Henry blushed. He did have to admit, he was a lot less nervous about going out in women’s clothes than he thought he’d originally be. Then again, they did meet with him wearing panties in the men’s locker room.

“You guys get a lot of free drinks, don’t ya?” The bartender said, handing Henry a beer.

Henry raised his eyebrow. He took a careful sip of his drink, “Really?” He wiped his mouth, “the same beer again?”

“Maybe someone’s stalking you.” Jaxon laughed.

“Yeah, right.” With a playful push he leaned against Jaxon’s shoulder. “I’m not that  passable.”

Jaxon shrugged, “Just sayin’, the more the merrier.”

Chapter III

They spent more time at the third bar than any of the others that night. Henry could feel himself being drained of his energy. He yawned. It wasn’t until the bartop had cleared that again, he noticed that same woman from the first bar, reading the page with the same photo on it as before. She definitely was beautiful and he hadn’t done that much talking with others that night besides Jaxon.

Henry nodded to himself. “I’m going to walk around.” He stood up, a slight stumble in his step. There were a few shot glasses between him and Jaxon, and admittedly, he didn’t do a great job of keeping count of who was winning.

“Alright, I’ll be ready to head out of here after my next drink.”

Henry walked over to the woman at the other end of the table. Without a clue about where the sudden burst of confidence came from, with heavy strides he reached her in moments.

“Took you long enough,” she said as she flipped a page. “I’m Kim by the way.”

Henry closed his mouth, forgetting what he was just about to say. He opened it, only to close it again, wrinkles appearing on his forehead. “What do you mean?” He tried softening his voice, but he was pretty sure the liquor was doing a pretty good job of keeping that from happening.

“I didn’t think it would take you this long to realize that I was the one buying you that shit beer.”

If this were a comic book question marks would be floating above Henry’s head about now. He leaned against the counter, “Oh…” he paused, “that, right, well…” a hiccup interrupted him, “I just wanted you to think that I didn’t notice you before. Naturally,” he waved his hand around, “I noticed you right away.”

A sudden vibration from his ass caused him to lose balance and fall to his knees.

“Are you alright?” She leaned over and offered him a hand.

Taking her hand he stood up. “Yeah, thanks.” Reaching into his purse he pushed the button on the remote inside. He could hear Jaxon drop his class on the table and spit beer all over the place, most likely soaking himself. Serves you right, fucker . Henry grinned and nodded. “Oh yeah, much better!”

Jaxon glared at Henry from across the table and walked up behind him.

The woman smiled and stood up, inching her face towards his. She stared at his eyes for a moment, her deep blue eyes reflecting like glass mirrors. “You know,” her lips were now inches from Henry’s. She grabbed Henry’s shoulders and leaned even closer, “I bet we could have lots of fun together.”

Without a word Henry stood there frozen as her warm breath fell on his own and her perfume colored his own. He licked his lips and could feel himself getting hard under his dress. Shit .

She looked down at his chest, dragging her index finger down the middle and running over his bra strap, stopping right at the center. “What do you think?”

“Damn…” Jaxon’s voice could be heard from behind them.

The woman smiled at Henry before looking at Jaxon and back at Henry. “You two an item?” She smiled.

“Well, um…” Henry stuttered as he tried to find the words. It’s not that they were technically an item really. They just shared similar interests, right?

She let go of Henry and walked over to Jaxon. “Because if you were,” she grabbed Jaxon, “I’d ask if you had room for a third.”

Chapter IV

Let me know when you guys want to stop playing around XoXo , the card Jaxon found in his shirt pocket the day following their night at the bar had read. He wasn’t even sure when she had managed to place it into his pocket. A couple weeks had passed since then. He wasn’t sure what had kept him from reaching out to Henry. They haven’t even bumped into each other at the gym since then.

Either way, he had decided not to tell Henry about the card, but he didn’t really know why. Was it jealousy? He remembered them leaving together that night. It didn’t necessarily bother him. Their situation had been more of a friends with benefits sort of thing anyways. He thought about how she had looked at Henry and wondered though... Was she even aware that Henry was just crossdressing? And why leave the card in his pocket? Wasn’t she more interested in Henry anyways?

So many questions, the answers to which he knew would lead to even more questions. As cliche as that was that was life and he wasn’t sure he was ready to open that can of worms. He pulled out his phone and took a look at the picture they had taken with each other at the end of the night. Damn . Henry really did look like a hot chick.

There was a ring at the door. Strange… he wasn’t expecting anyone today. Putting his phone in his pocket he walked downstairs and opened the door. “Can I help you?” A woman in a light pink skirt and red top stood before him. Around her neck was a pink choker with a heart in the middle.

“Oh don’t be silly Jaxon,” she walked past him into the house. “Don’t act like you don’t know who I am.” She flipped her blonde hair back. “Especially not after all the fun we had at the bar last time.”

Holy shit . “He- Henry?”

“It’s Emma now.”

It took Jaxon a moment before he closed his mouth and walked over. “You look,” he stroked Henry’s cheek with the back of his finger, “fucking amazing.”

“Thanks!” A second woman said from behind. “It took us a bit of practice, but isn’t she just adorable?”

Jaxon immediately recognized her as the woman from the bar. “You’re behind this?” He could feel himself getting excited and tried to calm down his nerves.

“Indeed I am.” She walked over to Henry and brushed his blonde hair behind his shoulders. “Emma sweetie, why don’t you show your friend what we practiced?”

“Yes Mistress,” Henry said as he got down on all fours and lifted up his ass, revealing what appeared to be a woman’s chastity belt with a butt plug locked in place.

Kim bent down and with a key unlocked the plug. She twisted the plug around inside Henry’s ass before slowly pulling it out, causing Henry to let out a moan of pleasure as the massive bulb exited his hole.

Jaxon could feel himself getting hard as he watched the scene unfold before him. He licked his lips with anticipation.

“When we first started she could barely handle the small plugs.” She put some lube on her fingers and shoved them into Henry’s ass, one after the other. “But now she can take a lot more than those.” She pulled out her fingers and wiped them on the back of Henry’s ass. She looked back at Jaxon. “Would you like to try?” She winked.

Jaxon clutched his crotch as he walked forward, still confused as to whether or not he was really looking at Henry. His ass was so smooth, just like a girl’s. He unzipped his pants and his cock fell out, already hard as can be. He grabbed Henry’s ass and pressed his tip against his back hole, rubbing it slightly around the edges before pushing the tip in.

Henry let out another moan as Jaxon pushed himself in, surprisingly fairly easy, though Henry still felt tight as Jaxon buried himself further in.

“Damn,” Jaxon let out as he began to thrust in and out. “You’re so tight Hen-” He stopped himself. “Emma.”

“Thank you, sir,” Henry replied in a light girls voice as he began to push on the cock that now filled his ass with each thrust.

Kim walked around to the other side and lifted Henry’s face so it was at waist height.  “I think I’ll join in too.” She pulled down her panties and pulled them over the top half of Henry’s face, pulling his hair through each leg hole and covering his nose with the lacey fabric. There was a faint smell of her juices on the somewhat damp fabric that covered his nose.

Jaxon watched as he bucked harder into Henry’s backside. Feeling himself continue to grow even larger inside his ass. He could feel the tight edges of the hole grip his shaft as he thrusted in and out. “Oh yes,” he let out a grunt as he slapped his crotch against Henry’s ass cheeks with each thrust.

Kim dropped her skirt and revealed her own hard cock and hung it just over Henry’s face. Henry rubbed his face across the length of the shaft before opening his mouth and taking the large head in with his tongue.

Jaxon’s mouth dropped. He had no idea someone could not only look so much like a woman but also be so convincing as well. He looked down at Henry as he continued to fuck him harder. Henry’s back hole began to leak a little bit each time Jaxon pulled out and shoved himself back in.

Moaning with each thrust, Henry’s outbursts were muffled by the cock that was being tended to by his tongue and lips. He could smell the shampoo Kim had used earlier that day as he slurped and sucked with a ferocious hunger. Unlike most people, Kim’s juices tasted almost sweet and ever since he got the taste the first time he’s wanted nothing more than to try it again.

Henry pushed himself down on Jaxon’s cock as he worked his tongue down Kim’s shaft. Each time he went up and down on his mistress’s shaft he’d add more saliva, mixing it in with the pre-cum that had started to leak from her tip. He could feel himself attempting to get hard in his transformation chastity belt, but the metal surrounding his now barely-existing cock kept that from happening. There was only one way he was going to get pleasure out of this and he knew he had to take it like a woman if he was going to climax.

Choking down on Kim’s cock, Henry pushed himself harder than ever on the member that completely filled his ass in order to get it to his pleasure spot. Each time he reached Jaxon’s crotch he’d grind in small circles, forcing the thick shaft to massage his insides. His tight hole began to loosen as he milked both cocks.

“Oh baby,” Kim gripped the hair on either side of Henry’s head like handlebars and forced herself all the way down Henry’s throat. “You’ve gotten so good at this Emma!” She nearly yelled as her smooth crotch hit Henry’s panty-covered nose. She held herself there deep in Henry’s throat for a good few moments before she pulled all the way out again and wiped the thick strands of saliva and pre on Henry’s cheeks before shoving the tip back in his mouth.

“Holy fuck, Emma.” Jaxon pulled out and slapped Henry’s ass before plunging back in. “I think I’m getting close!”

Pulling hard on Henry’s hair, Kim entered his throat before shooting her entire load, the sweet juicy liquids sliding down his throat.

Henry choked and coughed on the massive cock as the taste he’d been waiting for overwhelmed his senses. Feeling himself nearing climax he pushed down as hard as he could on the cock that filled his ass and held it there.

“Oh fuck!” Jaxon shouted as he could no longer control himself and came in Henry’s ass before pulling out and wiping his cock on Henry’s skirt. A pool of white, hot juices pooled in Henry’s hole and leaked down his legs.

As Kim pulled out her cock and wiped it all over his face, Henry shook and convulsed, feeling the pleasure shake to his very core. He collapsed to the floor panting heavily as cum leaked out of every hole and Jaxon and Kim stood over him. “That… was… awesome.”

Jaxon smiled, “I guess that means transformation complete.”


THE FARMER'S WIFE

Chapter One: In The Beginning

Lincoln moaned as he struggled against his chains on the bed, a small display of satisfied helplessness for his fans that were watching on the other side of the camera. A ring gag kept his mouth open as he was forced into a spread-eagled position. He wore a short skirt with black stockings that strapped around his thighs.

The sound of notifications being received could be heard from the laptop on the table next to his bed. With each ding it notified the user of another request. The tapping of keys broke through the sound of light music that played in the background. “Got another one sissy,” Damian said, followed by the sound of a click.

The dildo lodged in Lincoln’s ass began to vibrate at an intense speed, causing him to jerk in an upward motion as his cock got instantly hard. A loud moan escaped his mouth. Several more dings chimed in at the sound of his body thrashing in pleasure.

Lincoln looked up at the ceiling as he convulsed, his muscles tingling when he stretched against his restraints. He loved every minute of it. Even more so though he loved Damian, his long-time partner and friend who had been with him every step of the journey.

“Next request,” Damian stood up and grabbed another dildo from the shelf. He shoved the dildo inside Lincoln’s mouth, wiggling it a bit to make sure it was lodged deep in his throat. With his finger he lightly rubbed Lincoln’s neck, feeling the bulge from the rubber cock. “That’s a good sissy.”

“Mmmph,” Lincoln swallowed around the thick shaft that occupied his mouth, the taste of rubber upon his tongue. His cock twitched as the dildo in his ass continued to vibrate.

Damian grabbed the suction cup that was attached via a transparent cord that connected to the base of the dildo in Lincoln’s mouth and attached it to his penis. “Time for your reward!” Damian sat back down in the chair and clicked a switch. The suction cup began to suck and vibrate on his cock, making it grow hard and stiff. “Aaaaahhh,” he let out a moan as he approached climax. “I’m going to cum!”

More notification sounds rang out from the computer screen. Lincoln imagined all the kinds of nasty, dirty requests he was getting and it made him grow even harder than he already was, a bit of pre-cum leaking from his tip.

“I’m cumming!” Damian let out a moan as he orgasmed, his sticky load being suctioned through the transparent cord and flowing into the rubber dildo.

Lincoln choked and gagged on the cock as the taste of hot, sticky cum hit him. The juices seeped down into him, some of the substance splattering around the edges of his mouth. He strained against his restraints and moaned in pleasure as he came himself, his own cum shooting out of his cock.

Damian and Lincoln panted heavily as the feelings of pleasure from their respective orgasms subsided. After a minute, Damian stood up and reached for the dildo still deep inside Lincoln’s throat and pulled it out, wiping its tip and shaft all over Lincoln’s face before putting it on the table.

“How was that?” Damian asked, sitting back in his chair again. “We’ve arrived at your destination.”

Lincoln raised an eyebrow at Damian.

“Oi, this is as far as we go!”


CHAPTER TWO

Encounters of the Hot Kind

Blinking his eyes Lincoln shook his head and looked up, the lush greenery of the countryside filling his view through the windshield. “What?” He rubbed his eyes again.

The driver let out a sigh and reached over, opening the passenger door. “Get out!”

“Oh, right.” Lincoln grabbed his bag and got out of the rust-scorched, blue truck. “Thanks.”

“Whatever.” The door slammed shut and the engine roared to life as the truck pulled out of Creak Lane. The exhaust spat out dark grey smoke that mirrored the color of the sky.

Lincoln slung his pack over his shoulder and headed down the muddy driveway that had been carved by deep tire tracks and dotted with patches of fresh water.

It was the summer just following his graduation from university. After getting a degree in agriculture he didn’t know what else to do other than to get away from his family. Though that wasn’t the only reason he left. He sighed. “A fresh start,” a cow mooed next to him, “Right.” He headed towards the direction of the main building.

Cows grazed in the fields to his right, dogs herded sheep to his left, and in the distance he could hear the sound of horses and heavy machinery. As he rounded a corner an even larger field of various crops came into view. A couple of men stood next to a patch of crops a few yards ahead of him. As he approached one of the men pointed to Lincoln and the other turned around.

“Ah, you must be Lincoln.” The man held out his grease-stained hand. “I’m Sawyer.”

“Nice to meet you.” Lincoln took the man’s hand and shook it, surprised at how strong his grip was. Having played college football himself not a lot of people could shake his hand like that. “Sawyer- oh, you’re the manager my older sister talked about.”

“Indeed I am. Been here for a long time.” He withdrew his hand and brushed off his shaggy, deep brown hair. “Your sister mentioned that you just graduated from university with a degree in agriculture?”

“Yeah but…” He looked both the men up and down. They wore heavy-duty pants and jackets. Their shirts underneath were a predictable button up plaid pattern of black and red with the company logo stitched onto the corner pockets. “To be honest I’m not sure how much help it’ll be around a farm.” He could tell by the way the clothes wrapped around their bodies that the men were well built and suddenly felt out of place.

Sawyer waved his hand. “How would a degree in agriculture not help on a farm?” He smiled, “Plus, it’ll be nice having brains and bronze for once. Your sister mentioned that you played college football?”

“I wasn’t really anything special.” He trailed off, looking over at the crops next to them. Why do those crops look like they’re dying? Lincoln bent down and began to examine the stems, already lost in thought and trying to come up with a solution.

Both men exchanged glances behind Lincoln as he studied the crops. “So uh,” Sawyer began, “being a starting receiver is a pretty big deal isn’t it?”

Lincoln didn’t reply and instead continued his observations. “Everything else, including the soil looks normal.” he mumbled to himself.

Sawyer whispered to the other man who nodded and then walked away. Sawyer took a couple steps forward.

“But still,” Lincoln paused as he grabbed a dried out leaf, “it doesn’t make sense.” It was the middle of summer, but the crops were not the vibrant color they should be.”

Sawyer put a hand on Lincoln’s shoulder, “Well, either way, having an extra hand around the farm will go a long way around here. Let me go ahead and introduce you to some of the other staff.” He helped Lincoln up and put his arm around his shoulders.

“But… I was just-”

“Showing off already?” Sawyer winked. “Listen, you clearly know your stuff and will be a huge asset to this farm.”

“But we haven’t even had the probation period-”

Sawyer put his hand up. “I’m sure you’ll pass with flying colors.”

Lincoln’s heart started racing. Why did this farm seem off? Had he made a mistake? Was his sister wrong about the place? Why was this man’s muscles so fucking huge? Wait, does that even matter? Questions raced through his mind. After a bit of a pause he looked up at Sawyer. “What were you guys talking about as I walked up anyways?” He asked.

A grim look suddenly flashed across the man’s face. “Well, we’ve been having some slight issues on the farm no one can quite explain.”

No shit. Well, at least this guy sucks at the hard sell. Lincoln felt his heartbeat somewhat slow down. “What kind of issues?”

Sawyer rubbed the back of his head. “I don’t know if I’m the right person to talk about that. The boss will probably do a better job.” He looked out towards the crops. “I will say that having someone with your background will hopefully resolve these problems.”

Lincoln raised an eyebrow. Sure his agricultural degree provided him with a strong foundation in agriculture, but what was he supposed to do about failing crops in the middle of summer? The cagey attitudes he’s encountered so far haven’t helped either. If he’s taking a job where shady shit’s going on or the company’s about to go under he’d much rather know about it. “Look, maybe this isn’t the best time-”

“No listen,” Sawyer cut him off, “everything’s fine and the boss will explain everything. Just hear him out.”

Well, now he’s begging. Maybe a higher salary is in order. Lincoln sighed, “Fine, but we’ll need to have a long discussion.” First impressions: desperate.

They walked around various parts of the farm while talking about miscellaneous farm work, schedules, and machinery. Each time Lincoln tried to bring up questions regarding different crops and their health Sawyer would switch the subject to college football. Their conversation came to an end when they found Maverick, the other manager on the farm.

“This the new guy?” He glared at Lincoln as if he had already done something wrong just by being in his presence.

Lincoln felt his muscles tense under the piercing gaze. “Hi, I’m-”

“Don’t care.” The man turned around and continued turning a bolt on a piece of metal.

Lincoln studied the man’s figure as he worked. Was everyone on this farm built like a fucking body builder? Lincoln imagined what it would be like to be between those thick, muscular arms, to be cuddled by such a large-

“Just show up on time and we won’t have any problems.”

Lincoln snapped out of his trance. Get real, this guy’s nothing but a prick. He stuck his tongue out.

Maverick turned around. “Oh yeah,” he grabbed a rag and wiped off his brow with it, “And do your job!”

Lincoln sucked his tongue in so fast he thought he swallowed it.

“I don’t want to deal with any slackers.”

Do my job? Lincoln looked back at the crops, remembering the horrible state the majority of them were in. “Why don’t you do your fucking-”

“Whooooaaa,” Sawyer moved between them.

Maverick tightened his grip on the tool he had been holding. “What was that you little-”

“Shiiiit Maverick that wrench is...” there was a slight quiver in Sawyer’s voice as he paused, “A really… great looking wrench!” He smiled, “Is that new?”

Maverick snorted and turned around to continue his work, nearly breaking the bolt off the metal he’d been fixing. “Too bad it’s not a great looking wench,” he muttered under his breath.

Sawyer motioned for Lincoln to join him by his side and they continued walking towards the main house on the farm.

“Well, he’s certainly cheery.”

“Don’t let him get to ya. His nickname is Crank for a reason.”

Lincoln chuckled at this remark. “I’ll have to remember that.”

A shiver went up Lincoln’s neck and he looked towards the house. Standing there on the porch was a very large, muscular man. While the man’s face wasn’t visible he got the distinct feeling that he had been staring directly at him. The man disappeared into the house. Lincoln raised an eyebrow.

“That’d be the boss of the place, the person you’re meeting next.” Sawyer said as he walked past Lincoln, beckoning him to follow.


CHAPTER THREE

Getting a "Raise"

When they entered the foyer they were greeted by the man Lincoln had seen moments before. Rather than words however, his intense gaze told Lincoln everything he needed to know. This was a man of few words, but each action he took was precise and meaningful. And if Lincoln had thought the others were well built this guy was on a whole other level. The white T-shirt he wore was about to rip as it tightened around his abs. And those biceps… were they legal? The man’s face was rough with age, yet somehow had a tint of youth to it and he seemed… attractive. Lincoln blinked in surprise at his own thoughts. Attractive? What are you thinking man? He shook his head. Brushing the intrusive thoughts away for a moment. How long had they been standing there anyways? It couldn’t have been that long but it felt like an eternity.

At long last the man finally spoke, “My name is Axel.”

Lincoln felt tingles. The man’s voice alone was enough to make him tremble. “I’m Lincoln.” He started to hold out his hand but something stopped him. Axel’s eyes seemed focused on him, unmoving. Frozen in his place, he put his hand back at his side.

Axel huffed and turned around, “Let me give you a tour.”

As they walked Lincoln felt the ground thunder with each step Axel took. His large boots caused the floor to creak so much that Lincoln was sure the wood floor was going to break at some point. There was an awkward silence as they walked between each room, the only words being spoken by Axel as he stopped to explain where they were, the history of the place, and the function of each room.

There was an odd feeling about the house. Lincoln couldn’t quite put his finger on it but something just seemed… off. It was as if there were a lot more people living in it than currently present, yet at the same time he knew there was no one.

The house itself was definitely historical. The architecture spoke of a time in centuries past. They passed by a large ornate bookcase and Lincoln joked to himself that there was probably a secret passage behind it. He shook his head at the cliche thought.

At long last they stopped before the final door. “And this is,” Axel began before stopping for a moment. He took a deep breath and just stood there for a few seconds before opening the door. “This is the master bedroom.”

Peering inside it was obvious the place hadn’t been used in a long time. Dust covered pretty much every inch of furniture and although the bed looked like it had been made yesterday, the blanket covering it made it seem like it was frozen in time.

“You can sleep in this room.”

A sudden bang on the floor caused Lincoln to turn around and see Sawyer picking up his phone. Sawyer looked at Lincoln and attempted to make a smile, but what formed was… well, it wasn’t exactly a smile as far as he could tell.

Axel didn’t move at the sound of the phone dropping to the floor. He just stood there for a moment before at long last he spoke, “It hasn’t been used in a long time, but yes…” he paused, “It’s time. Feel free to use it as you wish.”

There was power in the man’s voice. It was as if he was the opposite of a picture painting a thousand words. The words he spoke instead gave life to a thousand images inside of Lincoln’s mind. There was no need to look at the man’s face to know that this room caused him anguish.

A knot formed in Lincoln’s stomach as Axel turned around to face him. Though not a single tear fell down his face, Axel’s glass eyes revealed a spirit torn by the trials of time. A cough from behind caused Lincoln to snap out of his trance and realized the eyes he had been mesmerized by were looking down at his hand which had reflexively grabbed Axel’s by mistake.

Lincoln immediately pulled back. “Oh, um… sorry.” He wanted to run from the situation right then and there. But instead he just looked at the ground, hoping that time would accelerate and they could move on from this awkward situation. Something heavy fell on his shoulder and looking over saw it was Axel’s hand. A flutter grew inside of his chest. Instead of empty orbs a hint of glimmer shone behind Axel’s eyes. Was that… a smile?

“Come on,” Axel walked past Lincoln, closing the door behind him. “Let’s get you sized up.”

Lincoln sat down in the chair Axel had provided in another bedroom of the house. Starting with a tape measure he took measurements in rapid succession. In spite of his muscular figure he was very gentle as he touched him in various places, his rough, calloused hands causing his body to tremble. Am I enjoying this? What was this feeling? Confusing thoughts raced through his mind.

Without warning Axel bent over and reached for something behind the chair on the bed, his lower abs pushing against Lincoln’s face. His abs were hard as rocks and as he struggled to get whatever was on the bed Lincoln could almost trace them with his nose, their musky smell filling his entire being. The scent was so strong he was certain he would pass out, his face feeling hotter by the second and his heart getting ready to burst out of his chest. He was glad that Sawyer wasn’t there to see this because no doubt his face was bright red at this point.

After what seemed like forever Axel finally pulled back, having grabbed the clipboard he had set down earlier. “Alright, we’re done.” Axel helped him stand up.

Finally. Still feeling an intense burning in his face Lincoln stepped to the side of the chair only to lose his footing and fall to the ground, a box of china in his path. Crash! With a thud he felt himself thrown sideways. Opening his eyes he saw Axel’s face inches away from his. He tried to push his head backwards but sank into the bed.

“Oh, um,” his hands touched both of the man’s pecs. He could feel his weight encase his entire body. “Thank you.”

“I was protecting the china.”

“Ah, well,” Lincoln tried to dart his eyes in any other direction, “Of course, that makes sense.” He could feel his heartbeat increase even faster. “Then I guess we should-”

His words were cut off as their lips embraced. Their tongues interlocked in a long, intimate kiss. Closing his eyes, Lincoln could feel his muscles relax underneath his protector. The raging sea of emotions within himself calmed to a single slow beating heartbeat. This is where he was meant to be, where he wanted to be.

Their lips parted from one another and they stared into each other’s eyes. The glass orbs Lincoln thought he saw before were now filled with a bright, shining depth deeper than any ocean he’d ever seen or read about in books, yet clearer than the glassiest drop of rain.

They began to tear each other’s clothes off. Lincoln didn’t care that they just met and apparently neither did Axel. He watched as the man on top of him ripped off his shirt, revealing his muscles long-since formed from years of hard work at the farm. Looking down at his own body, Lincoln noticed that he was much more smooth and toned than he was muscular.

“Are you okay?” Axel asked.

He simply nodded, feeling the heat between them become more intense.

“Is this,” Axel paused for a moment, “Is this okay?”

Lincoln replied by unbuckling Axel’s pants and handing him the belt, smiling as he felt his body surge with energy. He was ready for this. There was nothing he wanted more in that moment than to be taken by the man that lay on top of him.

Axel nodded and helped Lincoln with his pants. When he pulled them off he saw that instead of boxers, Lincoln wore a pair of panties underneath. He looked back at Lincoln with a raised eyebrow.

Lincoln blushed fervently. In the heat of the moment he had forgotten he was wearing them. “I・ uh・” He trailed off, unable to think of what to say.

A small, but understanding chuckle escaped from Axel’s lips as he unbuttoned his pants, pulling them down to reveal his boxers, a slight tent forming in the middle. “You look cute in those,” with his right hand he reached around Lincoln’s head and pushed him towards his crotch, rubbing it up against his face. “We’ll just have to get you women’s work clothes.” He winked.

With his face pressed up against the growing shaft underneath the boxers, all tension in Lincoln’s body left him as he willingly relinquished control, letting Axel guide his movements. The musky smell alone was enough to overwhelm him, but then in one quick motion the boxers were off and he was hit in the face by a massive, warm shaft.

“Open your mouth.”

He obeyed without a second thought, the thick tip moving in past his lips and onto his tongue, the taste of warm musk lighting up his taste buds. Wrapping his lips around the shaft as it moved in deeper towards the back of his throat he could feel the throbbing cock harden even more inside of his mouth, stretching his cheeks.

“Yes, just like that.” Axel began to push in and out, both of his hands gripping the back of Lincoln’s head. “Make sure to use your tongue.” He wrapped the belt around Lincoln’s wrists and then tied the long end to the bed frame above his head.

“MMMMPH!” Lincoln let out a muffled moan as the thick shaft continued to expand even more down his throat. He tried to look up but only saw Axel’s crotch move in and out of focus, his nose inching closer and closer to the base with each thrust. His tongue caressed the tip of the cock, wrapping tightly around it, the salty taste of pre-cum mixing with the musky taste of the moist shaft.

“That’s it,” Axel patted Lincoln’s head as he face-fucked him, “You’re surprisingly good at this.” He rocked in and out with a slow, precise motion. Every once in a while he took his cock out of Lincoln’s mouth and pressed it against his nose, smearing him with saliva and pre-cum.

There was no indication as to how much time had passed. The room seemed to get slightly darker since they had started, but Lincoln wasn’t sure. It could’ve been 15 minutes or an hour for all he cared, he just kept on sucking the cock that occupied his mouth. He playfully struggled with his bound hands as he was manhandled. Axel made sure to let him breathe, giving him a few seconds of air as he continued to use his face like a cum rag before shoving it back down his throat.

A sudden knock on the door caused them both to stop.

“Mmmph?” Lincoln tried to look over but was held down by the cock jamming his throat.

“Axel, Lincoln! Are you in there?” It was Sawyer.

They both exchanged glances with each other as they froze.

“Some work on the farm needs your attention!”

Axel rolled his eyes before pulling himself out of Lincoln, causing him to gasp loudly for air, threads of pre-cum and saliva hanging from his mouth and the tip. Without word Axel shoved his boxers into Lincoln’s mouth before clasping his hand over it.

“Is everything alright in there? What was that sound?”

Lincoln looked up at the man holding his hand over his mouth while staring intently at the door, his rough hand almost covering his nose. The fabric in his mouth had a warm, damp texture to it.

Axel glanced back down at Lincoln before putting his fingers to his lips. “You must be quiet,” he said as he wiped the remaining saliva and cum onto Lincoln’s face before getting up.

“I know you guys are in there!”

“Yes, yes, what is it?” Axel called from behind the door without opening it.

“The crops require your attention.”

“Alright, we’ll be down as soon as I finish the interview.”

“Interview? What inter-”

“Head down to the crops and we’ll meet you there.”

“Will do!” The sound of footsteps echoed down the hallway.

Once the sound of footsteps had completely disappeared Axel returned to the bed. “Well, I’d like to take my time with this but we better hurry up, time for your first job on the farm.” He took the boxers out of Lincoln’s mouth.

“I will-”

Lincoln’s words were cut off by the thick shaft occupying his throat once again, only this time the thrusts were harder and fiercer.

“Well,” Axel grunted as he forced himself back in, “technically your second job.”

Feeling the thick member in his mouth, Lincoln struggled to fit his mouth around it as it went in and out. After several thrusts Axel pulled his head all the way to the base of his crotch, pushing his nose into his pubes.

Lincoln’s eyes widened as the head and shaft stretched his throat hole and a load of hot, sticky cum shot down his throat. With each swallow his lips tightened around the throbbing shaft and he gagged on it, bits of cum splattering onto his face and chin. The liquid entered his stomach like a shot of whiskey and warmed his insides. It took a few moments for the load to finish emptying down his throat.

With a quick movement Axel pulled out, causing Lincoln to once again gasp for air. He could feel the warm, sticky juices flow down his face and knew it was a hot mess. But he didn’t move. Collecting his thoughts as his breathing calmed to a still he stared at the ceiling, his mind racing over what just happened.

“Go ahead and take a shower,” Axel said, pulling up his pants and buttoning them back up. “I’ll have your work outfit ready for you.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Wet Dreams

Lincoln found himself curled up on his knees inside of a metal cage on wheels, his head sticking out of one end and his ass out another. His arms were wrapped in a tight armbinder chained to the back of the device along with his legs which were adorned with silver cuffs. A tight collar locked around his neck helped the leash holder at the other end pull him into a dark room lit up by candles and help get him into position. A ball gag was locked tightly around his mouth.

He looked around to see but couldn’t distinguish much beyond the candle light. He could make out figures in the shadows and hear the sound of murmuring as if they were talking amongst themselves. On the ground he noticed various white lines that seemed to be drawn in chalk going in various directions.

A sudden vibration caused him to lunge forward inside of his metal box. “Mmph!” A vibrator that had been strapped to his cock had started at the highest intensity level, causing him to let out a muffled moan that bounced off the walls. As he felt himself grow harder he noticed lights on the wall at the far end of the room begin to glow one by one. They were old-fashioned lights with an orange glow, their intricate wiring clearly visible as they grew hot. It reminded him of the kind he saw in a steampunk magazine once.

I want to be here, he thought. This is how it’s supposed to be. Wait a minute. Why did he want to be there? If this is successful… if what is successful? His mind grew hazy as the vibrating continued. Drool now covered the ball in his mouth and dripped down his chin. Whatever the reason, he knew he was there for a purpose. It was a decision he had made in order to help them. Wait… help who?

Bzzzzzzzzzt! Another vibration, only this time coming from inside his ass. Had that always been there? His cock now strained as it grew to its hardest length, the pleasure intensified by the massive plug that now filled his back hole. He shook in his restraints as the pleasure spread throughout his body and he approached orgasm. Looking back up at the lights he noticed that they were all on at this point.

Someone dropped a book on the floor. Lincoln could just barely make out symbols on the cover, but didn’t recognize any of them. A man in a robe bent over and picked up the book. Brushing off the elegant cover, he walked over to Lincoln and unlocked his ball gag. Saliva fell to the floor in thick strands following the removal of the ball. The man uttered some words to Lincoln, but he didn’t understand them. All he knew was that there was now a cock in front of his face, tempting him.

He stuck out his tongue, but the man backed up just as it was in reach. Frustrated, Lincoln tried to get closer, but each time he did the man stepped back and chuckled. Lincoln begged for the cock, “Please Master,” he stuck out his tongue, “Put your giant cock in my mouth.”

The cock inched closer and Lincoln opened up his mouth as wide as he could, letting the tip slip in-between his moist lips. His heart skipped with joy as the warm cock pulsated within his mouth. Bzzzzzzzt! The buzzing brought another wave of tingles thundering throughout his body as his lips moved up and down the shaft in his mouth, the familiar taste of cum beginning to hit his buds like a vanilla aftertaste of a flavored hot cup of coffee.

The candles around them flickered with a rush in the air. The room felt lighter and the colors brightened to a stark contrast in comparison to what they were before. Lincoln moaned as the man shoved himself all the way in and the cock pumped load after load of cum into his mouth. With bare minimum effort he swallowed each drop of cum to perfection, not letting any of the delicious substance fall from his mouth.

Stepping back once again the man pulled out of Lincoln’s mouth, wiping it on his face as he did so, leaving a thick layer of sticky juices gracing his cheeks. He panted heavily as the vibrators continued to buzz and give him ceaseless pleasure and excitement. He craved more… no, needed more. He hadn’t been fully satisfied yet.

“Please Master, can I have more- ungmph!”

Before he could finish the sentence a ring gag was placed in his mouth, stretching it wide. A machine with a long, thick black dildo attached to the end of it was rolled up in front of him, the rubber cock now inches from his face. His eyes followed a similar machine that rolled past him, the wheels stopping just behind him. He gulped, a bit of cum his Master had given him falling to the floor. Shit. He needed more practice.

Unable to stop his accelerating heartbeat, he let the excitement build within him, his cock still rock hard and throbbing from the vibrator. The plug was pulled out of his ass, causing him to moan as it plopped out.

With a click the dildo before him moved forward with surprising speed into his mouth. But rather than the taste of rubber like he was expecting, he tasted honey. His eyes widened as he experienced the flavor in a way he never had before. Propelled by the automatic machine, the cock slid in and out, but never fully left his mouth. He took mouthfuls of the warm, extravagant substance that tasted like something he’d never had before in his life.

Another click sounded from behind him and he moaned on the cock in his mouth as his ass was filled with a warm, stretching sensation. His muscles tightened around the shaft as it thrust in and out of his back hole with ease, but still stretched his muscles like it was his first time being taken from behind.

The combination of each thrust in his ass and mouth began to overwhelm him as his vision started to blur. Without warning the cock in his mouth shot a massive load of honey down his throat. Chains rattled as he writhed in his restraints, his cock shooting cum all over the cage and himself. The combination of being spit-roasted by dildos and the vibrator on his cock proved too much.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMPH!” He let out a long, drawn-out moan of pure bliss and pleasure as he came inside his metal box. The wheels of his cage squeaked as he shook and panted heavily, the dildos giving him no time to relax as they continued to thrust in and out of both of his holes.

The lights at the end of the room shined even brighter than they had before. All of them were vibrant and instead of orange, glowed a bright gold, calming color. Lincoln still enjoyed the taste of honey in his mouth and the thick cock in his ass. He knew this would go on for a while. But as he began to approach another climax his vision darkened to black.


CHAPTER FIVE

Transformation

Lincoln’s eyes were heavy as they opened to the morning light. Damn, he thought, I wanted that dream to continue.

The sound of heavy breathing and a heartbeat resonated with his own from beneath him. Axel’s sleeping face came into view. He laid there for a moment on his chest underneath the covers, feeling the up and down movement as his lungs filled with air and let it out. With a yawn Lincoln pushed himself to his knees and stretched his arms. He looked over at the clock which read 4:00 AM.

“Good morning.” Axel sat up against the bed frame. “Getting up already?”

“Well, we don’t exactly want the others finding out,” Lincoln sighed, “So it’s best to stagger the times we get to work and I can’t be in your room when Sawyer comes knocking.”

Axel grabbed Lincoln’s arm and pulled him back into his warm chest, embracing him tightly. “Just a few more minutes.”

Lincoln wanted to stay in that moment forever, to feel protected by the one he loves. He hated that they had to keep their relationship a secret. It had been a while since he came to the farm and felt comfortable working there, but it would be so much better if they could just be open about everything.

He listened again to the pulsating beat inside Axel’s chest. It was like a subwoofer tuned to his own inner monologue as his breath synchronized with it. I need this, he thought, this is where I belong. The world around him disappeared as he closed his eyes.

Ash fell to the ground as flames licked the sky.

“Hurry! One’s alive!”

The sound of footsteps beat against the ground. A kaleidoscope of orange, grey, and black filled Lincoln’s vision. “Aaaag!” An intense pain shot through his body as he tried to move, the color red now mixing in with his blurred field of view. He looked over. “Damian!”

Another explosion could be heard in the distance. Metal scraped against the pavement. “Lincoln!” A voice called out.

“Damian!” Lincoln screamed again, but got no response. A cross dangled upside-down in front of him. He felt his heart pounding and his body weakening.

“Lincoln!”

He yelled in pain as his hand pushed against shards of glass on the ceiling of the car, his blood having painted them a deep red. Hands gripped his arms as he continued screaming his friend’s name and his vision faded.

“Lincoln!”

Feeling himself being shaken awake by Axel, Lincoln suddenly opened his eyes and jumped up in bed, a cold sweat covering his entire body. “Damian!” He shouted again.

“Hey, hey,” Axel still held both of his shoulders, “It’s okay.”

“It was my fault!” Lincoln put his hands together, “I’m sorry! God I’m so sorry!” His entire body shook beneath the weight of Axel’s hands.

Pulling him back to his chest Axel embraced him again, this time holding him as close as he could to his heart. “It’s okay,” he put his hand on the back of Lincoln’s head, “Just breathe as I do.” He inhaled, “Breathe in,” then exhaled, “And out.”

Lincoln buried his face into his chest as he listened and followed the instructions. It didn’t take long for him to slow down his breathing and relax.

“Feeling better?”

Lincoln nodded with his face still pressed against his shirt. “I’m sorry you had to see that.”

“It’s okay.” There was a slight pause. “Do you, I mean…” Axel trailed off, “Would you like to talk about it?”

Lincoln’s chest tightened with immense pain. But it wasn’t the kind of pain that physically hurt, it suffocated his emotions instead. “O-,” Lincoln choked on the word as it failed to escape his lips and took a deep breath. “Okay.”

They spent the next couple hours on the bed as Lincoln told Axel everything. About the wreck, Damian… about how his friend’s family blamed his death on their sinful relationship. How he had suppressed his guilt and sadness.

Axel hugged Lincoln, his muscular arms shielding him. “You know that’s not your fault, right?”

Tears began to stream down Lincoln’s face. He felt his shoulders become lighter, “I’m a monster and I’m going to hell!” He didn’t deserve to be comforted. You want it though.

“No, you’re not,” Axel held him even closer. “You aren’t a monster for loving someone.”

In spite of his best efforts to keep the chains around his heart in place, each word tugged on the links, threatening to break the world he had locked himself in. You deserve it.

“You’re a beautiful human being.”

At the sound of those words the chains shattered. I want this. He cried heavily as he let go of himself, falling into Axel’s tight embrace completely. “I’m sorry!” He rubbed his eyes with his hands while he rested upon Axel’s chest.

“You have nothing to apologize for.”

“I don’t want to lose this!”

“Why would you lose this?” With one hand Axel brushed Lincoln’s hands away. “Look up at me.”

Axel’s voice was as soothing as a warm hot cup of chocolate. Lincoln looked up at the man that protected him with his arms, his vision blurred by tears. “It will be my fault again.”

With his thumb Axel wiped away the lingering drops of pain from Lincoln’s eyes, “It was never your fault in the first place.” He smiled.

“I like this…”

“I do too.”

“I like us.”

Axel once again wrapped him in his arms. “I do too.”

“Can we…” Lincoln stopped, finding it hard to say the right words. He didn’t want this to end. They hadn’t even known each other for that long but it felt like they had been together for a lifetime. “Can we make us official?”

Axel raised an eyebrow, “Haven’t we been?”

“I mean,” he looked down and blushed, “I don’t want to hide it.” Something hard pressed against his back and he didn’t have to ask to know what that meant. He was feeling it too.

“Yes, let’s stop hiding.”

“Also,” Lincoln looked back up at Axel, “I want to become more feminine.”

Axel smiled, “I can help with that.”


CHAPTER SIX

"Yes, Master."

“How’s that?” Axel asked, tightening Lincoln’s hogtie even further and then slapping him on the ass.

“Ungh.” Lincoln drooled as the spider gag forced his mouth open. A pair of nose hooks pulled up his nostrils, having been tied to an anal hook that occupied his back hole. He struggled on the table he was on, unable to move much.

Pulling back Lincoln’s maid skirt Axel reached under him and grasped his caged cock, giving a gentle tug and causing him to squirm and let out a moan. “Mmmm, yes, that’s very nice.” He walked around and faced his new slave, clasping the hand that had just grabbed his cock over his mouth. “We should make this your permanent outfit,” he said, putting his thumb in Lincoln’s mouth. “Well,” Axel added, “One of them anyways.”

Lincoln could feel Axel’s rough skin on his tongue as he pushed down on it with even more force. After lubing up his thumb with Lincoln’s saliva, Axel took out his finger and wiped the sticky liquid on Lincoln’s face and took a step back.

Axel stood like a giant before Lincoln, his naked body almost perfect in every way as if he had been chiseled by Michaelangelo himself. Each muscle had been trained evenly so that nothing was out of proportion. They glistened in the golden light that shone down from above. He moved forward, His long, thick cock hanging between his legs and swaying with each movement. Then the tip pressed against Lincoln’s already-parted lips before it let itself in.

“Even with you gagged like that your mouth feels tight,” he gripped Lincoln’s now long, black hair and started rocking back and forward inside of his mouth. “Maybe we should make your hair into a couple of handle bars?” He looked down at Lincoln’s drool-covered face as it was buried into his crotch. “Would you like that?”

All Lincoln could do was muster a muffled moan in response, drool and pre-cum falling to the floor in thick strands. His tongue licked the warm cock as it thrust down his throat, never fully pulling out. It grew harder with each thrust and stretched his moist hole.

“Look up at me slut,” Axel pulled his cock out of Lincoln’s mouth and slapped him in the face with it. He then pushed the hardened tip against his nose.

Lincoln looked up at his Master as he took a couple braids and put his hair into pigtails, the smell of musk and cum nearly overwhelming his senses as the cock was pressed even harder against his nose in the process. This is amazing. This is incredible. He could barely think as Axel gripped his new handle bars and shoved his shaft back down his throat.

“That’s much better,” he grunted. He gripped Lincoln’s hair tightly, “We’re going to make you into a proper bicycle yet!” He began to thrust back and forth once more, only this time applying more force.

Lincoln could feel the muscles in his throat contract and tighten around the cock each time it entered, stretching it further and further. Pain and pleasure surged through his body as he felt his hair pulled. Each time his mouth was fucked his ass clenched hard around the anal hook. Both of his holes were completely filled and he loved it. The taste of Axel’s warm, pulsating cock was enough to cause his own tiny cock to stretch against its cage.

“Now, I don’t expect you to swallow all of it,” Axel pushed himself all the way into Lincoln’s mouth causing him to choke and gag on the shaft.

“MMMMPH!” Lincoln’s eyes widened as he struggled to swallow the massive member that had forced its way down his throat.

Axel reached over to a side table and grabbed a metal dog bowl, “But you will be finishing all of it later.” Without warning, he shot a thick load of hot, steamy juices down his throat and held himself inside of Lincoln for a moment, letting him swallow as much as he could.

The load of cum was a never-ending stream of hot liquid that drained down into Lincoln’s stomach. He swallowed hard, trying to keep all of the juices in his mouth. His eyes moved to the back of his head as his mind went blank with euphoria. There was only pure happiness to be had in the state he found himself in and he wanted it to last forever.

At long last Axel finished and he pulled himself out of Lincoln’s mouth, causing him to gasp for air as he put the dog bowl on the ground just in time to catch the long, thick ropes of cum and saliva. He patted Lincoln on the head, “That’s a good girl.”

Lincoln looked down at the dog bowl, causing the nose hooks to pull even more on his dripping nose. He saw it fill up to the brim with the juicy solution, still feeling the warm substance slide down his face. He looked back up at Axel. His heartbeat raced and his cock stretched tight against its cage, leaking cum.

Axel turned around and began to put on his clothes that were on the counter.

“Mmmph!” Lincoln let out a moan in protest, still having not reached orgasm himself yet. He knew the only reason Axel would be putting on his clothes meant that he was done for the time being. Lincoln’s cock was still hard as ever. He squirmed in his restraints, unable to release the pent-up frustration that he felt.

After putting on his clothes Axel turned around, holding a pair of lockable leather mittens and straps. He reached over and began to undo the hogtie Lincoln had been placed in, but before completely undoing the bindings, he put on the mittens over Lincoln’s hands, locking them in place. The mittens felt snug and soft on the inside, but they bunched up his hands into fists and gave them little room for movement.

Axel applied other straps to Lincoln’s legs so that they were bowed with the bottom of his feet facing upwards, forcing him to crawl on his knees. Holding up a shiny metal collar he locked it tightly around Lincoln’s neck and attached a chain leash to it.

As the rest of his bindings came undone, Lincoln was still annoyed that he hadn’t been able to cum himself. He glared at Axel just as he was undoing the last rope from the hogtie.

“One last thing.” Grabbing a small chain and a couple of locks, Axel locked Lincoln’s mittened hands to each other. “There,” he patted Lincoln, “You’re such a good puppy girl aren’t you…” He trailed off, his eyebrows scrunching up as if he was deep in thought. His eyes widened, “Aren’t you… Leila,” he smirked.

Lincoln blushed fervently, but felt tingles surge through his limbs at the thought of being given a girl’s name. “Ungph!” He yelped in surprise as he was suddenly man-handled, his Master reaching between his legs and under his neck to lift him off the table and put him on the ground.

“There, now you’re as a proper dog should be.” Axel pointed down at the completely filled bowl, “Your next task will be to lick this bowl clean.”

Lincoln bent down toward the bowl, but the nose hooks pulled hard on his nostrils, causing his head to arch back. He let out a frustrated moan.

Axel laughed, “Not that easy with hooks going into holes on both ends is it? But don’t worry,” he bent over and gave his pet a pat on the head, “I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

The Mysterious Mist

Lincoln bent down again, unsure of how many times he’d attempted to lick the bowl clean. The now luke-warm, sticky substance covered his face. “Ungggmph!” He let out a frustrated groan as the hook in his ass pulled further inward, causing the nose hooks to stretch his nostrils even higher than before.

Axel chuckled as he watched his slave with amusement. “Come on now! You’ve almost got it!”

His cock was hard inside of its cage. Lincoln could feel it growing harder with each passing moment as his face got closer and closer, having been denied orgasm time and time again. A wind blew through the room just as his tongue touched the sticky substance, but there was something else… a hum? No, a murmur? Whispering? Lincoln looked up at Axel with a raised eyebrow.

“What?” Axel tapped his foot, “Keep going, you aren’t done yet slut.” He grabbed a riding crop from the counter, “Or do I need to give you motivation like I do with the ponies out in the field every day?”

Knock, knock, knock. A furious knocking sound caused Axel to look up in surprise, “Axel, something’s happened with the crops again!” Sawyer’s voice called out, a clear undertone of worry in his words. “I know you and Lincoln are uh…” he paused, “doing your thing right now, but this requires your immediate attention.”

“Alright, come in,” Axel said as he put the riding crop on the table. He looked down at Lincoln, “Guess your training as a pony will have to wait.” Grabbing a rag, he bent down and began wiping Lincoln’s face.

Sawyer walked in, “Oh thank go-” he stopped, his mouth dropping part way as the scene unfolded before him.

“Oh, come on now,” Axel finished wiping Lincoln’s face, “You knew exactly what we were doing in here.”

“Yes well,” Sawyer walked towards them both, keeping his eyes on the collared maid, unable to believe that it was Lincoln.

Lincoln’s eyes followed his coworker, his face a bright red at having someone else see him dressed up and so exposed. His cock grew even harder inside of its chastity. “Unghmph,” a sudden rush of excitement caused him to moan. It was true that he wanted to be more open about their relationship, but he didn’t think he’d feel so… excited about it.

Another fierce wind blew through the room causing Lincoln to look up at the other two who hadn’t seemed to notice.

“wer, es, st.” Faint sounds whispered throughout the room as a thin blue mist began to develop.

Lincoln pulled against the leash his owner held, causing his chains to rattle in an effort to get his attention. Axel and Sawyer continued talking, seemingly unaware of what was going on.

“I’m telling you Axel,” Sawyer made gestures with his hands, “this isn’t normal. Crops are dying and animals are behaving in very strange ways.”

Axel sighed, “Alright, guess we’ll have to figure it out.”

“MMMMMMPH!” Lincoln let out a loud frustrated moan causing both of the men to turn and look down.

“Oh right,” Axel tugged on the leash, making Lincoln follow him from behind, “Guess we should get you ready.”

————————————————————— END OF PART ONE ———————————————————————————
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The Farmer's Wife Part 2

Chapter One: Life As A Maid

Lincoln pulled down his black, white-frilled skirt as he tip-toed in an effort to dust a shelf nearly two feet above his head. His ass held a butt plug that had been shoved deep inside of him, lube leaking around the edges and down his thighs. His pad-locked heals clicked along the ground as he went about his work. Crossing his legs in front of another he winced, his cock tightening in its small pink chastity cage.

“Hey Lincoln, can you check if the…” Maverick rounded the corner, his words trailing off as his gaze went from the clipboard he was holding to the the girl in front of him. “Eh hem,” he coughed, “Oh… right…”

Lincoln turned around, his rose-colored cheeks matching the glimmer of his lips. “What do you need Maverick?” He asked in a somewhat higher-pitched voice than usual.

“Oh, well,” Maverick turned around, “Nevermind.” He remembered what Axel had said regarding their relationship, still unable to believe that they were willing to make it so public like this. But the entire farm crew was fine with it. “You should just keep doing what you’re doing.”

Lincoln shrugged and turned around, his hair that had been put into a ponytail twirling around as he moved. The dust feather swept with grace along the shelf as he made wide circling motions with it.

Maverick pretended to walk off, but just as he was about to disappear into the hallway he stopped and leaned back, his eyes moving up and down Lincoln who went about his work. That is Lincoln right? He watched as the man dressed as a girl in front of him fit the role of a maid perfectly. I’d totally go so far as to- Maverick shook his head, feeling himself grow slightly hard underneath his pants.

Lincoln groaned a bit. It feels like I’ve been doing this for hours, he thought, when will Axel get back here? The thought that wearing heals for an extended period of time would become uncomfortable hadn’t occurred to him when he had agreed to the proposition. He had been too excited to be able to dress up like this in public to consider anything else. The panties he wore felt snug as they stretched over the plug inside of him, the cloth now soaked through with lube.

“Wer, es, st.” The strange, yet somehow familiar whispers in the air echoed throughout the room.

Lincoln rolled his eyes. Christ, not this again. It’s not like he’d found out what caused these murmurings the last time. By the time Axel had finished undoing his restraints and gag they’d stopped. No doubt Axel thought he was an idiot or something after he tried to explain the mist and words he’d heard.

“Wer, es, st.” The incoherent words in the air began to get stronger.

“Nope, nope,” Lincoln said to himself, “Can’t hear you.” He began to whistle in an attempt to rid himself of the annoying whispers, but that only seemed to empower them. “Just going to keep dusting this shelf.”

A blue mist started to form around him, making his hair stand up as if the atmosphere itself had somehow become charged with energy. “Power, riches, lust.” The syllables formed actual words as the mist got thicker.

He switched to humming in the hopes of drowning out the sound, “Just going to finish dusting this bookshelf-” he cut himself off. “Wait,” he paused as he blinked and rubbed his eyes, “When did I get here?”

The bookshelf before him was the most ornate thing he’d ever seen. Intricate designs were carved into the wood. He rubbed his finger over the grooves of symbols he didn’t recognize and could swear that each time he did they shined a bright blue, but it quickly faded.

“Ouch!” The chastity cage he wore hugged his shaft, causing a slight discomfort. Why am I getting hard right now? The thought caused him to realize he was excited more than usual somehow. In fact, he felt light as a feather and reality itself appeared to be sharper with details. The engravings on the wood almost seemed to move. “Huh, that’s odd.” One of the books had a stronger glow to it than the rest. Lincoln reached for it and pulled it down, but it stopped at a 45 degree angle. “No fucking way…”

With a click Lincoln stepped back, expecting the bookshelf to swing wide open. He stood there for a moment, but nothing happened. Checking both sides of the bookshelf didn’t reveal any secrets and it didn’t budge at all.

He smirked. “Heh, I knew there wasn’t anything to this.” Just as he turned around to continue his chores a loud creaking sound caused him to stop.

“Watch out!”

Wind left him in an instant as he was pushed to the ground. A loud crash shook the ground as wood shattered on the floor and books flew across the room.

“Are you okay Lincoln?”

Slowly opening his eyes Lincoln became aware of something heavy on top of him and was met with Maverick’s face only inches from his own. He gasped.

“Sorry,” Maverick said as he got up and held out his hand. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

He accepted his help and took his hand, its firm grip effortlessly pulling him off the floor.

“No, I should be saying sorry.” Lincoln brushed himself off and winced. The fall had caused the plug in his ass to get pushed further in. He looked back up and sighed. “Why does this keep happening to me?”

Maverick looked down at Lincoln and noticed he was trembling. The fall must have shaken him up quite a bit. Seeing him like that made Maverick instinctively start to reach out towards him, the desire to hold him in his arms and wash away his anxiety growing by the second.

“What happened?!” Axel’s voice could be heard booming from down the hallway as he ran around the corner into the room. His mouth dropped, his eyes taking in the wreckage before him. “Are you guys alright?”

Maverick immediately put his hand to his side. Get a grip man.

“Maverick just-”

“We’re fine,” Maverick said as he stepped over the books and broken wood on the floor. “You really should be looking at this instead,” he said, pointing to the large opening in the wall that the bookshelf had been concealing.

Lincoln rubbed his eyes in disbelief. “So it was a secret passageway after all,” he mumbled.

“What do you mean?” Axel asked as he walked over and stuck his head inside, surveying the hidden chamber. A plume of dust hit him in the face, causing him to cough and back out.

Lincoln explained how he found himself in front of the bookshelf as if he had been drawn to it. In spite of his reservations he told them about the blue mist and whispers he’d heard again.

“Oh come on,” Maverick said as he waited for the room to air out before stepping in and turning on a flashlight he’d found. “I understand that you managed to find this place, but a blue mist and weird words? Really?” He flashed his light towards a table with some dusty old books on it.

Lincoln rolled his eyes, “Look, believe me or don’t,” he stepped forward, “I don’t know why I could see it, but how else would I know what book to pick.”

“Lucky guess?”

He glared at Maverick.

“It is a little hard to believe,” Axel said as he took a look around. Everything had a thick layer of dust on it, indicating it hadn’t been used in decades at the very least.

“Ugh, I knew you wouldn’t believe me… again.” Lincoln walked over to the opening of the chamber, “I told you this before and you brushed it off last time too!”

“Hey Axel, check this out,” Maverick dusted off an old tome, “This book seems interesting. Look at the designs.” He handed it over.

Axel didn’t need to be an expert to know that the book was ancient. It was bound in thick, old leather and the intricate lettering on the pages had been clearly written down in ink, not printed by a machine. He rubbed his hand over the Roman numerals on the side. “1308?”

“Is that when it was published?” Maverick asked. “This house wasn’t built back then…”

“America wasn’t built back then, Maverick.” He flipped through the pages. “And one thing’s for certain,” he showed the book to Lincoln, “Not a damn thing’s written in English!”

Lincoln analyzed the page for a moment. “When the yield is dry, being wet makes you cry. For there is nothing better than tears of joy in a warm summer’s eye.”

Axel turned around. “You mean you can understand that?”

Lincoln shrugged, “I mean,” he turned another page, “I think?”

“How?” Maverick looked back at Lincoln.

“Lucky guess?”

Maverick shot him a glare causing Axel to chuckle.

“At any rate,” Axel grabbed the book back from Lincoln, “These letters look like nothing I’ve ever seen.” He traced the elegant lettering, feeling the rough texture of the page.

Lincoln put his knees together and began to fidget in place, the plug becoming too much to handle. The locks on his heels made metallic sounds each time his feet hit the floor in alternate patterns.

Axel looked over at Lincoln. “What’s wrong?”

“It’s hard to keep in sir, will you provide me with release?”

Maverick raised an eyebrow.

“Oh, right,” Axel said as he walked over. “If you want Maverick you can head out,” he reached around and lifted up Lincoln’s skirt.

“I can stay and help,” Maverick replied. Of course, he was more interested in what was about to take place. He acted like he was looking for anything else that might be in the hidden room, but kept an eye on his boss and Lincoln.

Axel gave Lincoln a quick slap on the ass, causing him to yelp. “You’ve done a good job today, you deserve a break.” In one quick motion he began to pull out the plug, twisting it in slow movements.

“Aaaaaaagh!” Lincoln moaned loudly as he was given the relief he desired. “Thank you Master,” he said as Axel finished pulling out the plug. His cock relaxed in its cage at long last and he let out a sigh.

Maverick turned around to face the wall. Shit, shit, shit. His tip pushed slightly against the inside of his pants. “One-one-thousand, two-one-thousand, three-one-thousand, four-”

“What are you whispering over there Maverick?” Axel asked.

“Oh, uh nothing.” He shined his flashlight in a random corner, “So,” he coughed, “What else does the book say Lincoln?”

Lincoln took the book back from Axel and began to flip through the pages again. “Well, it says…” he trailed off as the clear English lettering almost dissolved like pixels on a screen before reverting back to the unrecognizable script Axel had described. “I don’t know.”


CHAPTER TWO

Lust Is Only The Beginning

Lincoln sighed as he flipped through the pages of the old book while laying on the couch, a cool summer breeze blowing through the window. He was still unable to read any of the words like he could before. It was a mystery he couldn’t stop thinking about. The pages themselves were so old he was sometimes nervous to even flip a page out of fear of it crumbling between his fingers. “This probably belongs in a museum and not on the couch,” he said out loud. Each page was as ornate as the next, with handwritten text drawn so carefully it was clear the book was made for someone wealthy.

He outlined the various symbols and lettering with his finger. While understanding the contents was impossible, there was something about the book he couldn’t quite shake. It was a feeling… a connection perhaps. Why had he been drawn to it in the first place? Did he really see that blue mist? What did it mean?

“Have you manged to figure anything else out yet?” Axel asked.

Lincoln jumped in surprise, having been snapped out of his daze. He shook his head, “No, I’ve been trying to figure it out, but I’m no closer to the answer than I was a couple days ago.”

Axel sighed and sat down on the armchair next to the couch. He spread his legs and motioned for Lincoln to sit between them. “Well, it’s not like any of us are experts on this kind of thing.”

Lincoln closed the book and handed it to Axel as he knelt in front of his crotch, the strong scent of hay and fields giving an indication of what he worked on that day.

“Do you remember what you’ve been taught?”

For a moment Lincoln didn’t know what he was supposed to say before he realized what he was asking. “Oh, yeah.” He put his arms behind his back.

“Very good.” With the book in his right hand Axel reached behind Lincoln with his left and gripped both of his wrists, managing to lock the cuffs he wore together with just one hand. Next he pulled out a blindfold and buckled it around his head.

Lincoln pulled his wrists apart, testing the strength of the bindings. “So what are we going to do about the book? Should we call in an expert?” He asked, looking up where the thought Axel’s face might be. A strong hand gripped the back of his head and pulled him forward until the texture of well-worked denim pressed up against his face.

“I’m sure we’ll get it figured out one way or another,” Axel said, rubbing Lincoln’s face in his crotch as he flipped through the pages of the book with his thumb. “This could be worth something though.”

The bulge beneath the denim grew harder, his face moving all over Axel’s crotch until it was more like a a large hill. His lips had just rubbed over the tip before Axel stopped.

“Unzip me,” Axel demanded as he continued looking at the book, not bothering to look down. “This book is rather fascinating,” he said to himself. “It’s like an insight into the past.”

Lincoln followed the zipper with his nose until he reached the button that held the pants together. With his teeth he gripped a corner of the pants and began to pull, attempting to release the button from its notch. It was a struggle as he flailed his arms behind his back as he pulled. The large mound he had to work around didn’t help at all, but at long last he finally managed to get the button undone. He sat there for a moment as he caught his breath.

“Well?” Axel tapped his foot, “You’re not done.”

He shot Axel a glare… well, he would if he hadn’t been wearing a blindfold.

“I saw that.”

“What? No you didn’t.”

“Didn’t what?”

“See me-” Lincoln bit his lip and stopped talking.

Axel laughed. “Your silence isn’t the excuse you think it is.”

Rather than dignify Axel’s retort with a response Lincoln continued getting the pants undone. Grabbing the zipper with his front teeth he pulled it down and over the mound which had grown even more. He finished pulling the zipper all the way down, his nose tracing something hard with small holes underneath the fabric. When he was done he sank back to his original position, somewhat confused at what he’d felt. “What was that?”

“Oh, right. It’s a little present for later.”

Lincoln could hear the sound of Axel taking off his pants and boxers, followed by the rattle of various buckles being unlatched and something heavy placed on a table.

“I have an experiment I want to try with that later.” He sat back down on the chair.

A strong hand applied pressure to the back of Lincoln’s head and pushed him directly against Axel’s shaft. His lips parted slightly as he moved up towards the tip. It had a muskier aroma to it and was already wetter than usual. The burrito-sized cock slid down his face until his lips were wrapped around its head, the taste of the warm, pulsating member blessing his tongue.

“Good girl,” Axel pet his head, “You’ve gotten better at this.”

He blushed as his cock pressed against the edges of his chastity cage, forcing him to shift a little bit on the ground. Pushing down the head of the cock went further back down his throat, sliding along the texture of his tongue. Just before it got all the way to the back he tightened his mouth around the shaft and pulled back up, letting his lips do the work.

“Have you thought anymore about the name that I gave you?”

“Mmhmph,” Lincoln moaned a muffled response, before letting the cock slip out of his mouth and slap against his lips. “Yes,” he kept his lips on the shaft as if talking to a microphone, “But I’m not sure about using it.” Truth be told, he was fine with being given a girl’s name and even wanted it. “I’m worried about what other people might think about the full transition.” As if he was starved for food he opened his mouth and choked the shaft down again.

Axel let out a grunt, “What’s there to worry about?” He asked, keeping a solid grip on Lincoln’s hair. “Everyone already said they were fine with it. Plus,” he lifted himself up a bit, lodging his cock at the back of Lincoln’s throat. “It’s not like anyone needs your permission.”

Saliva splattered everywhere as Lincoln’s cheeks bulged in an effort to swallow his treat. The slight taste of pre started to overpower the musky flavor. He knew that the blindfold helped to sharpen his other senses and made the various smells and flavors that much more powerful of an experience. It also made him more excited as he started moving up and down the shaft a lot faster.

“What’s this?” Axel said as he flipped the page of the book. What he thought were symbols fazed into pictures of various objects and tools. “I wonder…” He scrunched up Lincoln’s hair in his hand and pushed him down on his cock, forcing his mouth down to his crotch.

“MMMMMMMPH!” Lincoln choked hard and gagged as his throat hole was stretched by more than just the tip of the dick in his mouth.

Axel simply grunted, ignoring Lincoln’s muffled sounds. “I know you can take this,” he said continuing to scan each page. They were all the same. There was no longer a language written on the pages, it was all pictures of what looked like different devices.

Remembering what he’d been taught Lincoln relaxed and somehow managed to take it deeper in, the tip sliding down towards his Adam’s apple. His lips were now at the very base of Axel’s crotch. He felt two fingers stroke his neck as if appraising the bulge lodged in his throat.

“Very good girl indeed,” Axel cooed as he finished rubbing Lincoln’s neck. Letting go of his head he bounced back up like a spring and gasped for air. He chuckled as he watched Lincoln act like a roly-poly toy, swaying from exhaustion.

Long strands of saliva and cum connected his lips to the thick rod that was inches from his face. He licked at the ropes, trying to catch them before they fell to the floor.

“Your deep throating skills have really improved.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“And hey, look at this! I think we’re now one step closer!” Axel turned the book around in front of Lincoln’s face.

There was hardly anything Lincoln could say in response as thick blobs of drool and cum fell down his chin. “I can’t,” he caught his breath for a moment, “see anything.” He licked his lips, savoring the taste.

“Oh right,” he took off Lincoln’s blindfold. “Sorry about that,” he chuckled. He held the book in front of his face, careful about the threads still clinging to his cheeks. “Take a look at these pictures.”

Lincoln observed the book and his brow wrinkled. “What pictures?” He wanted to at least suck the tip of the cock so he could get rid of the tightropes that leashed him to the shaft, but the book was in the way. His eyes widened when the unreadable words fazed out and back in, the text on the page now written in English. “I can read it again! How did you do that?”

Axel smirked and rubbed his cock against his face, releasing him from the sticky ropes as he wiped himself on his nose. “Well, I do believe I’ve just figured it out.” He stuck his cock back into Lincoln’s mouth. “You are not allowed to cum for the time being.” With a quick buck of his hips he instantly found his way to the back of the throat. He held himself there for a moment, giving Lincoln time to swallow his dick.

Pulling against his restraints Lincoln gagged on the hard shaft. “Mmmmph!” His tiny cock swelled up inside of its cage, leaking desperately and unable to cum.

“Here I go,” Axel said as he pulled out, causing Lincoln to gasp for air. “But not inside of you,” he smeared cum and saliva all over Lincoln’s face. Grabbing the cup he wore earlier around his crotch he let out a grunt and proceeded to dump his entire load into it.

Lincoln watched him and licked his lips, annoyed that he had been denied a reward that should’ve been his. Why was he dumping it into the cup like that? It didn’t make sense to him.

Axel sighed as he finished up, “That’s better.” Reaching the inside of his pocket he pulled out a ball gag harness with a nose hook attached to it. The ball itself was metal and black in color with holes all over it.

The gears turned in Lincoln’s mind as he attempted to piece together what Axel was doing. Just looking at the heavy-duty gag he held was enough to make his cage tighten around his cock as it grew even more.

“I had considered giving you a ring-gag,” Axel said as he forced open Lincoln’s mouth with his thumb and slipped the ball inside, “But then I realized you’d lap up the cum with your tongue like a dog.”

“Mmmmph,” Lincoln rolled his eyes at the comment as Axel wrapped the various straps tightly around his head, locking them in place. He pushed the nose hook inside his nostrils and tightened the strap on his head, forcing them to pull upwards.

“Don’t give me that look,” he grabbed the cup filled with his cum and covered in his musky scent, “We both know what a cum slut you are.” In one quick motion he pressed the cup over his mouth and nose. “This should keep you nice and excited.”

A powerful mixture of Axel’s smells nearly caused Lincoln to pass out. The white sticky substance dripped down the inside of the plastic container on his face, resting just barely on his bottom lip. He tried to work his tongue around the gag in his mouth but it was no use, the ball kept him from getting at the sweet juices just beyond his reach. Dammit, maybe Axel was right.

“There we go,” Axel said as he locked the final strap on the back of his head in place with a padlock, fixing the cup over his mouth and nose. He crouched down so he was at Lincoln’s eye level. “Do I smell good?” He smiled and patted him on the head as he attached a leash to his collar. “Let’s go. It’s time for a walk.”


CHAPTER THREE

The Device

Cum splashed around inside of the cup on Lincoln’s face as he crawled on the ground, lead by the leash held in Axel’s hand. He looked up at Axel as they made their way through the house, some of the warm liquid seeping through the holes in his gag.

“I have an idea I want to try,” Axel said as they turned around the corner. “I’m not sure how well it will work, but it’s worth a shot.”

Lincoln wondered what sort of plan Axel had come up with. It seemed like his focus was elsewhere lately. Given the issues they were having on the farm it made sense, though Lincoln was rarely out in the fields himself. He wanted to help more but since his most recent transformation Axel had insisted that he perform household duties instead. Not that he minded of course, the chores were easy and he certainly enjoyed the more pleasurable activities with Axel… he just felt under-utilized.

“Here we are.”

They rounded another corner and the large opening to the old chamber came into view. By now the pieces of the bookshelf had been picked up and the books were stacked on a nearby table. Lincoln braced himself as he entered the darkened space, expecting his hands and knees to get covered in dust, but as his right hand fell upon the cool concrete floor he realized that it was clean.

Axel turned on a lamp that had been placed on the table, “I had Maverick clean this place up,” Axel tugged on Lincoln’s leash, “In doing so we found a couple interesting devices that I think we’re going to put you in.”

Getting a second look at the room made Lincoln realize just how intricate it was. Carvings were etched into the surface of the concrete. They sprawled across the floor in circular motions and even up the walls. The designs reminded him of occult symbols he’d seen in books back at university. Were these people who made this place Satanists?

“Wait here,” Axel said as he walked over to one side of the room. Lincoln watched him curiously as he did a slight turn to the left upon reaching the corner and disappeared behind the wall.

Lincoln blinked in surprise. As far as he could tell there wasn’t a door where Axel had been. There was no break in the lines of the stones that constructed the wall. Even the symbols were still intact. He started to crawl towards the wall before he heard the sound of rummaging behind it and stopped.

Wheels squeaked along the floor as Axel reappeared, seemingly rounding the corner of a wall that didn’t appear to be there. He rolled a metal device in front of the table. “We found this hidden behind a pillar in the corner.”

Lincoln was still interested in the wall and remained fixated on it. How was this possible? He crawled forward again and his eyes widened when he realized that there was in fact a passage concealed by the wall. The lines of the stones and symbols shifted a bit, indicating a back wall behind the one in front. Somehow the architects of the room had managed to design it with such a meticulous technique that the lines and symbols concealed another room without the need of the door. Fascinating, he thought.

Axel snapped his fingers in front of Lincoln’s face, “Helloooo, anyone home?” He pushed the device closer, “What do you think?”

He snapped his head back to attention, the now lukewarm juices sloshing around behind his makeshift mask seeping down his chin. He choked as the sweet and salty mixture went down his throat. The hook pulled harder on his nose as he bent his head down, the moist smell of the warm slush rushing into his nostrils.

Axel laughed, “Enjoying the gift I gave you?”

“Ungph, amoph.” A wet texture clung to his nose and dripped down from the hook. He hadn’t expected it to be so hot behind the mask or the smell to be so overwhelming. The steam enhanced Axel’s musky scent that lingered on the plastic. The fact he was wearing the cup his Master had around his balls all day was enough to make his dick hard.

“Anyways,” Axel swiveled the device around, “Take a look at this.”

Two massive rods protruded from the metal seat, their sterling silver finish reflecting their surroundings. They almost seemed to glow despite the only source of light coming from the lamp. At the tips of each rod was a small hole indicating a hollow piping. They were shaped like penises and even had metal veins wrapping around their shafts. In some way they looked real.

“I think someone is supposed to sit here,” he pointed to the rods. “They even come off.”

Axel unscrewed one of the metal rods. The underside of the metal object was hollow and the bar it unscrewed from was actually a pipe.

Okay, maybe not Satanists. Looking around, Lincoln tried to find some kind of thing it connected to and noticed small holes at various parts of the floor. They fell directly over where lines of the symbols would intersect. He nodded to himself as he put the pieces of the puzzle together in his mind, forgetting about the solution of cum and saliva just on the other side of his gag. The juices fell down his throat once again.

“Still though,” Axel said as he placed a cloth around the metal penis he’d unscrewed and put it on the table, “How does something like this remain this clean for so many years?” He examined different parts of the piping as he turned it around. “I cleaned it anyways, but it felt pretty pointless.”

On the surface the device seemed simple. The seat where the rods screwed into was a basic metal pillar that stuck out from the thin back brace and curved up a bit. The brace itself was definitely crafted to fit around someone’s body and was a thinner metal than the rest of the device. Heavy-duty ankle cuffs were attached on the back side of the seat.

Lincoln felt his cock twitch as he followed the piping that traced along the back of the brace and arched over the top, another penis screwed to the pipe that stopped just before the head would be. Yeeeah, definitely a sex cult, he thought.

“What do you think? Care to give it a try?”

Lincoln gulped, imagining himself locked into the device. It wasn’t fear that gripped him however… it was excitement. He didn’t care if the people who made this device were sex-crazed and rich. Of course, that was just his suspicion. But he’d seen enough evidence to know that it was a solid conclusion. He gave a slight nod, the remaining cum drizzling into his gag and down his throat.

“Great!” Axel’s eyes lit up. He went back to the room he pulled the device from and came back with what looked like a straight jacket. It was adorned with the same symbols seen on the floor. They had been sewn into its fabric and were a bright red color. “I think this is how we strap you in.”

How did Axel seem to know all of this? As far as he was aware they both had the same information about this place… meaning just about none. Not that it really mattered as he trusted Axel to the fullest… the man just seemed to know his way around a lot of this stuff for having just discovered it the other day.

Axel unleashed Lincoln and took off his collar and nose hook. “Won’t be needing these either,” he said as he undid his cuffs, face mask, and gag.

The cool air was refreshing as Lincoln took in a deep breath, finally able to smell something other than musk and cum, though both aromas still lingered on his face. His nose tinged somewhat with soreness from where the hook had been, but it didn’t bother him all that much.

“Ah, one more thing,” he walked behind Lincoln, “Stand up.”

Lincoln did as he was instructed, grateful for the opportunity to stretch his legs. He could feel the groves of the symbols on the floor press against his bare feet. There was something about the place that put a feeling on the edge of his mind. It was a familiar feeling to how he felt when the blue mist appeared. He looked back at Axel, “What do you think- holy shit!”

His asshole clenched around the plug as it slid out of him, causing him to heave over slightly and let out a gasp. Wind seemed to rush through the emptiness he felt down there as small drops of lubricant dripped down his thighs.

“How about some warning next time Axel?”

Axel slapped him on the ass, “That’s Master to you.” Applying lube to his hands he walked back to the metal throne, “Now that you’re ready it’s time to add the final touches to the seat.”


CHAPTER FOUR

True Desire

Lincoln moved his arms up and down inside the straight jacket. For an old piece of equipment it sure felt snug, soft, and warm. It was made of some kind of cloth, but was still very strict given the straps that tightened around his body. The crotch strap was actually two different straps that wrapped around his thighs and locked at the bottom front of the jacket. This way anyone could wear the device regardless of sex.

“Alright,” Axel walked over to Lincoln, “Let’s get you on here.”

His feet left the ground like he weighed absolutely nothing. When his heart started pounding faster he realized they were going to do this. How had all of this managed to happen so fast? It seemed like it was barely yesterday when he’d shown up at the farm, trying to get something meaningful out of his life. And now here he was being put on some old apparatus probably made after following the instructions of the ancient book they’d found.

“It’s going to be cold at first,” Axel lowered him onto the rod, “Just take a deep breath.”

The cold rod pushed against his hole, somehow making it feel tight despite having a plug in it moments before. It pressed against his muscles, spreading his cheeks as he went down on the shaft. The veins added an extra layer of intense pleasure and they almost tickled him as they went further up his ass, causing him to let out a moan.

“Almost there,” Axel said, screwing Lincoln in place like he was a rod himself.

The metal back brace wrapped partially around Lincoln’s back and shoulders with a near-perfect fit. Once or twice he even thought he felt it squeeze around him on its own. It was clearly a strict, yet flexible metal.

“There,” Axel said as he patted him on the shoulder, “You look great.”

“Have you found anything else out about the room?” Lincoln asked, finding it difficult to balance himself on the rod as his legs dangled on either side of the seat.

“Time for the feet.” Ignoring Lincoln’s question Axel grabbed his left ankle and bent it backwards until it almost touched his thigh and locked it in one of the thick metal cuffs. He did the same with the right ankle. This helped to provide him with the balance he needed to stay in place.

Thank god I’m flexible, Lincoln thought. If he hadn’t played football this position might not have been possible for him. But he needed to be nimble on the field so he worked on his stretches just as much as his other workouts. Well… he had to be nimble anyways. Now his flexible muscles came in handy in very different ways.

A spark shot through him all of a sudden as Axel finished locking his feet in, causing him to look down at his crotch in confusion. Was that a pulse? The sound of crashing waves on a distant shore came out of nowhere. They appeared to be coming from the other side of the wall, but then they weren’t so distant… they came closer and closer until they seemed to wash over him. His muscles relaxed as the tip of the metal penis pressed against his prostate. What is this amazing feeling?

“Now for the collar.” Axel locked a giant metal posture collar around Lincoln’s neck and with a wrench screwed the back of it to the brace. “This should definitely keep you from moving around too much.”

Lincoln faced forward as the collar held him in place. It pushed up against the bottom of his chin, giving him little room for movement, but wasn’t uncomfortable. He looked up, the other metal shaft just inches above his head. He shifted on the makeshift seat. “Hoooly shit!” A pulse shot from his ass through his body, causing a rush of adrenaline.

“What’s wrong?” Axel asked, moving around to face him.

“Nothing, I just,” he panted for a moment as he processed what just happened to him. “Felt the most amazing thing ever.” Was the cock in his ass somehow moving on its own?

Axel smiled, “I thought you’d enjoy this.” He lowered the metal rod above Lincoln’s head down so that it was just inches before his lips. “Now open your mouth wide.”

The metal phallus slid in past his lips. It surprised him how big it was as it filled his mouth. Another jolt from down below flashed up his body and even through his lips. It caused a stir of excitement within him. What was going to happen while he was installed on the device? Installed… the very thought caused him to extend inside of his chastity cage. This went beyond simple bondage. He was being made part of the machine. A cog meant to serve a purpose.

‘Do you want it?’

Lincoln raised an eyebrow. “Mph?” Drool fell around the metal dick as the muffled question seeped through his lips. Was that a voice? He looked up at Axel and another pulse massaged his lips. A vibration shook his mind and his ass seemed to expand even more.

“There,” Axel said lightly tapping the end of the hardware in Lincoln’s mouth, “All set!” He rolled Lincoln to the middle of the room.

‘What is your desire?’

The voice echoed throughout the room, once again seeming to come from beyond the walls, and yet somehow not beyond the house. It didn’t make any sense to him as he tried to find out where it was coming from.

As he put his investigative skills to work, he started to notice things he hadn’t before. The room appeared to be brighter and he could see even more details on the walls. A butterfly flew passed him, the sound of its wings pushing the air around drumming in his ears. What the fuck?

With all of his knowledge gained from various 101 classes on animal biology, Lincoln couldn’t wrap his head around what was going on. That said, it didn’t take a genius to figure out that butterfly wings aren’t supposed to be that loud. The two cocks jammed inside of him pulsated at the same time, their shock of energy colliding in the center of his being. He writhed slightly, feeling his ass clench tighter around the rod.

‘All you have to do is say yes.’

Say yes to what? His eyes darted around the room looking for some kind of answer. Axel’s cell went off, the jarring noise causing Lincoln to wince and tighten his lips around the shaft in his mouth.

“Hello? Yeah, what is it?” Axel paced around the room as he talked.

Lincoln could hear the grains of sand and even the space in-between get crushed under the weight of Axel’s shoes. Smells were all over the place. Some smells he knew, like the smell of Axel in his pants or the smell of the metal zipper. Others he didn’t recognize and had never smelled before.

“Fuck… you’re not serious?” Axel let out a heavy sigh, “Fine, I’ll be right there.” He put his phone in his pocket and walked up to Lincoln. “I have to check on something real quick.” He patted Lincoln’s cheek, “Will you be alright or should we get you down for now?”

Lincoln thought for a moment. The taste of the vein-ridged metal rubbed against his tongue and he salivated. Even the metallic taste was stronger than ever. He wiggled his feet, the thick cuffs keeping him in place and helping to push him further down on the device spreading his ass. Did he want to leave?

“Well?” Axel asked again, “Should we get you down?”

He shook his head, saliva dripping down from his chin. There was no reason to deny such an interesting opportunity. He had some pretty crazy experiences back when he made money with videos online, but this was on a whole other level. Tingles ran across his body as he thought about what might happen.

“Alright, I’ll be right back anyways.” Axel walked behind him, “I guess you won’t need these on.” He unlocked the heels he wore and took them off, revealing his bare feet.

The cool air brushed against the soles of his feet, giving him more than just a slight chill. He was glad he still had on the maid outfit as the room was noticeably colder than the rest of the house.

“I’m going to go check on some things out in the field.” He pinched Lincoln on the ass causing him to close his eyes and tense his muscles around both of the metal dicks, “I’ll be back. And don’t worry, people will be checking on you periodically.”

Lincoln nodded again.

‘Just say yes,’ the voice echoed out. There was a familiarity to the voice that Lincoln couldn’t quite put his finger on. Was it someone he knew? Whatever the case, Axel hadn’t seemed to notice the voice at all. He’d gone about his work without even acknowledging the sounds and voices he had been hearing.

“See you in a bit,” Axel said as he turned around and walked out of the room. The footsteps didn’t disappear when they should’ve however. Lincoln could hear them up until they touched the grass outside, the crunch of the blades fading in the distance until they were out of earshot.


CHAPTER FIVE

Inner Self

Lincoln sat there in the device, his knees hanging over both sides and facing towards the floor. He could feel his heels on his thighs thanks to the cuffs that held him in place. The metal cocks inside of him kept him just on the edge of orgasm, never quite able to get there. A breeze rushed through the room, giving it the ambiance of a castle chamber. He was sure that it hadn’t been that long since Axel left, but time felt different in that tiny room.

An image suddenly popped into his head. It was him, only… not him. He looked at the beautiful figure in his mind’s eye as she moved around gracefully, her long hair following her around the room as she went about her chores. He became aware of the cage around his cock again as he twitched inside of it.

‘Accept yourself for who you are,’ she turned around and the background of the room she was in disappeared, replaced by the hard concrete walls he’d gotten used to seeing. Her heals clicked along the floor and her long flowing hair trailed behind her. Everything about her radiated with vibrant colors that lit up the shadows as she brought her hand to his cheek. There was movement behind her shimmering eyes as if she overflowed with power.

Another two pulses shot out from the cocks inside of him. The feeling of intense electrical energy hit his very center once again. Something was building up within him and he was on the verge of reaching it.

‘You want it, don’t you?’ Though her lips didn’t move he could hear what she was saying, or rather, what he was saying. For he recognized that everything he’d been hearing had been his own inner monologue. What he saw before him was the vision he wanted to become.

The woman opened her mouth and phased through the back end of the shaft that pulsated on his tongue. Their lips connected and he closed his eyes, feeling a rush of energy pouring into him. I want this, he thought as the two shafts began to thrust on their own in and out of his holes.

She released her embrace, a thin string of saliva connecting their lips. The floor began to discharge electricity as she stepped back and raised her arms. Transparent tubes slithered out of the holes on the floor, one went below him and he could hear it screw into a hole beneath his seat. The other wrapped around his forehead and plugged into a hole behind his neck.

I want this, he thought as she walked over to him and sat down where he was, her form fading into his body. The machine began to warm up and the tube that wrapped around his head started vibrating. White glowing liquid rushing through the transparent piping. The vibrations got more intense as the substance rushed around his head, making sounds like river rapids. As he watched the liquid move he sucked on the shaft in his mouth in anticipation, waiting for it to release into him.

Both of the metal shafts began to heat up, giving off a profound sense of realism. They started to thrust in and out of his holes. Though the vibrations and pulsating got stronger, there was no pain as he was fucked by the metal schlongs. A new taste began to over take the metallic flavor on his tongue. It was hot with a somewhat salty aftereffect. His lips were coated in it and it went down his throat in thick loads. His ass leaked with the substance as well, the rod pumping load after load into him.

“Mmmph, ungph, mmmph!” With each thrust he let out a more aggressive moan to match the high level of pleasure that coursed through his veins. Images flooded into his head. He started to know things he had no knowledge of previously and felt his body overflow with a fiery passion he had never experienced in his life.

The cocks throbbed harder than before and sent waves of energy crashing at the center of his being. An image of Axel came to his mind. He wanted him, to fully submit to his will. There was nothing else he cared more about in that moment. It was then that he felt something new pulsate inside of him. It was different than the cocks that ravaged him and it glowed brightly as he felt the edges of it in his mind.

As he dived into the center of the mass of energy he realized that he’d already become the woman in his vision. He just hadn’t fully accepted it yet. Now he was ready to do what had held him back this whole time.

The two cocks thrusted in as deep as they could go at the same time and held themselves there, pushing him against the device. They shot like hoses inside of him. He choked and gagged on the one in his mouth as his ass squeezed around the warm, hard shaft that spread his hole.

It was clear to him who he was and he was at peace with himself. The two cocks slowed down and eased themselves slowly out of him, leaving him exhausted. The device began to lower itself to the ground as the tubes retreated back into their holes and straps unlocked themselves. He gently fell to the floor as the collar detached from the device, though it stayed around his neck. The straight jacket seemed to lift off of him on its own and fall to the floor. He was free.

He looked down at himself as he lay there on the floor, too exhausted to get up. Looking at his hand he thought he glowed with the same radiance of the girl in his vision. He felt powerful and more confident than he’d ever been. Wet splotches of the liquid that filled him still clung to his face and seeped out of his ass, but he didn’t care. A new desire drove him and he knew exactly what needed to be done.

Lincoln wasn’t sure what time it was, but at long last he stood up off the floor of the chamber and brushed himself off. A cracking noise from a couple miles away out in the fields caused Lincoln to snap his head up. Did I just hear that? It got louder and louder before he realized it was the sound of a tree falling over. The soft padding of footsteps on dirt could be heard underneath the jarring noise.

“Maverick, I need your help over here!”

Lincoln’s eyes widened as he realized Axel was in trouble and in an instant he was gone, his figure replaced by the gust of wind that followed him out of the house.


CHAPTER SIX

Transformation

“What was that?” Maverick shouted from across the way.

“I need your help with this-” A large shadow overtook Axel’s own from behind him and the loud noise of the tree falling caused him to turn around. Instead of running he just froze however, closing his eyes and putting his hands up as he braced for impact.

A fierce wind blew past him along with the sound of the wood shattering into tiny pieces. The shock caused him to almost fall over but he managed to maintain his balance. Light flooded his vision as he slowly opened his eyes and took in the destruction that laid before him. The tree was gone… more like obliterated. He followed the scorched trail of debris until his eyes landed on a girl at the end of it.

The figure dressed in a maid outfit turned around, her hair flowing behind her. She was beautiful. Axel’s eyes widened as she began to walk toward him. Even the blades of grass seemed to bow as she passed them by. Then her walk turned into a run, diving right into his chest.

“I’m glad you’re okay!” She exclaimed as she buried her head into his shirt.

Stunned, Axel just stood there for a moment, confused about what just happened.

She looked up at him, her eyes overflowing with emotion. “Now I can save you from falling on the china instead.”

He blinked, suddenly realizing who was in his arms. “Lincoln? Is that you?” He couldn’t believe it. But now that he looked at her more closely he recognized Lincoln in her. “What’s going on? How’d you get here? What happened to you?”

“Leila.” She gripped his shirt.

“What?”

“My name is Leila.”

Axel smiled, deciding that all his questions could be answered later. “Decided to finally accept the name I gave you?”

“Holy shit Axel!” Maverick said as he finished running over, “What the fuck happened?”

“Oh it’s fine Maverick,” he said, letting Leila break away from her embrace, “Leila saved me.”

A small shovel hit the ground as Maverick’s mouth dropped. The girl that turned around was absolutely stunning. He blinked and rubbed his eyes. “No, that’s not-,” his eyes darted between the girl and Axel, “That’s not you is it Lincoln?”

“It’s Leila now,” she said, flicking her hair back. The wind seemed to follow her figure around as if she controlled it.

Maverick snapped out of his gaze as he shook his head. “Um, wow… talk about a transformation.” He picked up the shovel and pulled something out of his pocket. “Anyways,” he coughed, “I wanted you to take a look at this Axel.” His eyes remained glued on Leila as he walked forward. He’d thought Lincoln looked totally different in the maid outfit alone, but now he looked like a different person entirely.

“What is it?” Axel held out his hand.

Maverick handed him a shriveled looking plant. “There’s a problem with the roots of our crops.” He pointed to the dried out stem. “Not sure what’s causing it, but it’s probably infecting the whole farm.”

“Fuck,” Axel said as he shook his head. “This does not look like something that’s easy to fix.”

“I can help with that,” Leila stepped forward and put her hand over the dead root. A light poured over it and it began to straighten itself out and regain the color it had lost.

Maverick and Axel’s mouths dropped at the same time. They looked back at each other as the plant regained its health and started to look even better than before. It was a miracle.

“That’s it,” Maverick said pinching his cheek, “Either I’m dreaming or someone slipped me a Mickey last night.”

Axel laughed as Leila finished what she was doing and he examined the brand new root in perfect health. “I think we’ve found our solution right here.” He gave Leila a hug and lifted her off the ground. Explanations could come later. He was just glad that everything was going to work out.

“Take it all the way in girl,” Maverick said as he bucked into Leila’s mouth, his cock stretching to the back of her throat.

“Mmmph,” Leila let out a moan as she slurped and sucked on the meat in her mouth. She’d learned a lot the last couple of months in her current position as a ‘pleasure station.’ Well, that’s what the guys referred to her as in a joking manner on the farm.

It had been a while since she had been put into that device in the secret room. Turns out that the images Axel saw in the book were tools and materials for constructing various machines that touched the power of a person’s soul. Of course,very specific conditions had to be met and she just happened to be a perfect candidate.

“Hitting the pleasure station after a day like today eh Maverick?” A man asked as he opened the saloon-style doors and walked up from behind her, slapping her on the ass.

“Hey Greyson,” Maverick grunted, gripping her hair with one hand as he bucked in further. “Nothing gets by you!” He grinned, letting his cock throb in her mouth as he emptied down her throat.

The large bell on Leila’s collar jangled as she swallowed the warm liquid like it was food, the sound bouncing off of the walls in the small stable she’d been installed in. Her confinement was in the form of a wooden box on a small pedestal. In case someone wanted a handjob instead of a blowjob her hands were stuck in small holes at the front. Likewise, her feet and ass stuck out of holes at the back. There were two sets of saloon doors: one in the front of her and one at the back. This way employees had easy access to her holes without having to move around too much.

“How were the crops today?” Greyson asked, twisting the tail butt plug in her ass and pulling it out. The lube fell to the floor in thick strands.

Leila closed her eyes as Maverick’s load continued dripping down her throat and into her stomach. Something warm and pulsating pressed against her back hole as well and she let out a muffled moan as it pushed its way in towards her prostate. Her tiny cock was so small now that it barely twitched inside of its chastity belt that wrapped around her waist. She even had a modest pair of breasts now, the two bells tied to their piercings ringing out in sync with the larger one on her collar.

“They were good Greyson,” Maverick replied, taking his cock out of her mouth and wiping it on her nose and lips before shoving it back in, “Very good.”

Rock music and the sound of billiards being played could be heard just beyond the doors. Thanks to her efforts on the farm the company had grown immensely and even had living quarters and bar area for employees. In fact, Greyson was one of the new employees, but he quickly earned everyones trust and Leila loved how big his cock was.

“Excellent,” Greyson said as he planted himself firmly inside of her ass, “I think this will be a good opportunity for growth and success.” He began to thrust in and out of her.

Thanks to Leila and Axel’s efforts, things were going extremely well. She could restore crops and do a lot for the business. Though the first time she went around reviving them she lost energy quickly and passed out. That’s when they realized she needed to store the energy of pleasure she gained from having sex while using the enchanted devices. Each time she was fucked she transformed more into the vision she desired to become and stockpiled the power inside of her.

Leila’s eyes rolled to the back of her head as she felt the two cocks pounding in and out of her. The one in her ass throbbed so hard it felt like a giant vibrator, its warm flesh stretching her out. By comparison, Maverick’s cock was long and thick. It reached down to her Adam’s apple each time it slid over her tongue and her nose pressed against his crotch.

“Well, guess we’d better finish up here soon,” Maverick pushed himself all the way down her throat again, “Early day tomorrow.”

Greyson sighed, “Man, I just got here,” he followed suit and jammed himself deep in her ass, his tip throbbing against her prostate, “But I guess we need to get that field plowed.”

Leila’s eyes widened as both of the cocks filled her completely, their warm and sticky juices shooting into both holes at the same time. She couldn’t contain the mess as cum seeped out of her mouth and asshole.

“Hey at least we get to plow this one,” Maverick said with a grunted laugh as he finished shooting his load down her throat.

Greyson also gave a chuckle, “Yeah, guess we’ll let some of the other guys have their fun tonight as well,” he pulled out his cock and drizzled the remaining cum on her ass cheeks before giving them another slap and replacing the plug. “Want to make sure that cum stays nice and warm in there!” He turned around and started towards the doors, “See ya tomorrow Mav!” he said, the doors swinging behind him as he left.

“Wait,” Maverick said as he pulled out of her mouth, “How did he finish before me?” He shrugged and wiped his cock on her face, “Lightweight,” he slapped her cheeks with his rod. “Guess I better plug this side up too, huh?”

“Thank you si-” Leila’s words were cut off as a massive penis plug gag was shoved into her mouth. “Mmmph!”

“Shush,” he screwed a transparent tube onto the back of the plug. “You just focus on pleasuring yourself.” He smiled.

Leila nodded as Maverick flipped a switch and the penis began to thrust in and out of her mouth through the hole in the gag. The tube began to vibrate and fill with the familiar white liquid that she loved. The rubber penis became coated in the substance and she moaned in pleasure.

“Good,” Maverick patted her on the head. “Axel will be back here later.” He turned around and went through the swinging doors. She could see people’s shoes through the slivers of light. Maybe they were her next guests?

She smiled behind the gag and the penis that fucked her mouth like she was its property. And in reality, she had become part of the farm; an important cog in an industry being propelled by science. Naturally, she didn’t need the expertise of her degree in agriculture anymore. She was happy that her and Axel made their relationship open like this and she could help so many people. It was her job and her life… and she loved it.

——————— THE END —————————————


Princess Charming Part 1

Chapter 1

“Perfect!” Caspian twirled around in his room in front of the mirror, the sparkles of his dress following him around. He stopped for a moment and leaned over, inspecting his face. “Hmmm,” his lips glistened and his cheeks glowed with the color of a pink flower, “Might need more work.”

Jazz music played through the large house, setting the perfect atmosphere that he wanted. He was glad he had time to do this. Now that the house would be empty for at least a month and he had just graduated college earlier that summer, there was all the time in the world for dressing up. And he had so many outfits he wanted to try! All of which were bought in secret of course.

Placing the tiara on his head, he completed his princess outfit. He smiled in the mirror and did a couple more spins. There was something about wearing feminine clothing that he just liked. It allowed him to connect with another part of himself that he usually didn’t get to experience.

Holding the dress in his hands he imagined himself at the mercy of a fire-breathing dragon. Excitement shot through him at the thought of being chained and held captive as he waited for prince charming to come rescue him. Or maybe he just wanted to be able to go to a costume ball. One where he could be as cute as he wanted, maybe even blend in with the female crowd! He blushed at the thought before looking at the mirror again, only to see the outline of a figure standing right behind him.

Caspian let out a scream as he turned around and backed up against the mirror causing it to fall over with a crash. He closed his eyes and put his hands out in front of him, “Listen, I know what this looks like, but whatever you’re after buddy I’m definitely not your type!”

“Caspian? Is that you?” A woman’s voice called out.

He slowly opened his eyes, the figure of the woman before him coming into full view. “Chloe?” He blinked, “What- what are you doing here?” His words fumbled out of his mouth as the reality of the situation sank in and his anxiety started to spike.

“I was asked to check up on the house every once in a while,” She smiled and walked forward, “Did you not hear me call up the stairs?”

Caspian shook his head. How do I get out of this? He trembled as she walked closer, but despite what was happening his panties began to feel tighter around his ass. Seriously? Fuck! Chloe was a decade older than him, but that didn’t keep her from looking young and beautiful as ever.

“But what are you doing?” She raised an eyebrow.

He looked down at himself, unable to look her in the eyes. His knuckles were turning red as he clenched the frills of his dress, a racing heart keeping pace with his mind as he tried to come up with excuses. “I- well… um… you know,” the loud drumming in his head drowned out any thoughts that might come to his aid.

“You look very cute.” She brushed her silky black hair back as she bent in closer towards him.

His eyes widened as Chloe inched her face very close to his, her breath touching his lips. His throat tightened and he failed to form words altogether.

Chloe studied him for a moment, unable to recognize the Caspian she knew before. She always thought he had a feminine air about him just based on how he behaved. Well, she thought as she stepped back, this would explain a lot.

“So…” Caspian fidgeted with his hands, “Um, what will you do now?”

She felt a tug on her heart as she watched the cute doll quiver before her. He would make a lot of guys turn their heads. She smiled. Hell, I want him for myself!

“Chloe?”

She snapped out of her trance. “Oh, well… nothing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what I said dear.”

“So you won’t tell anyone?” He looked up, his eyes glistening with hope.

Chloe felt another tug on her heart strings. “Why would I tell anyone?” She stepped forward again and caressed the back of his ear with her fingernails, brushing his hair extensions to the side, “Who cares if this is what you do in private.”

Her nails were sharp, but somehow felt good as they caressed his ear. He smiled and loosened the grip he had on his dress. “So it’s okay then?” His heartbeat began to slow down, though he was still nervous.

Chloe nodded. “It’s the 21st century and you’re an adult. Who cares what you decide to do in your free time.” She put her hand on his head, feeling his brunette hair. God he is adorable!

Words rushed through his head like chain lightning, trying to connect them together in an attempt to form a coherent sentence. “Thank you,” he said at long last. Was this really happening? Here he was fully dressed in front of a woman who was clearly out of his league and she was accepting him for who he was. He wanted to jump into her arms right then and there.

“Besides,” she leaned in and whispered in his ear, “You’d make more than just a cute girlfriend.”

“What are you-,” he swallowed, “Saying?” Did he hear that right? A cute girlfriend? Maybe he was sick and just wasn’t hearing things right. He could definitely feel his body temperature rising.

Her lips almost touched his ear, “I’m saying I can help you.”

The world around him went completely silent, his beating heart the only thing telling him that this was reality. He could feel a cold sweat on his skin as his cock stretched the panties he wore even more. This is really happening right? He wasn’t sure he could believe it.

“Would you like that?” She cooed, “To become the best girl that you can be?”

Caspian stared at her in disbelief. But deep down he already knew the answer. Did he really have any reason to say no? To reject someone who had just accepted him for who he was? Of course not you idiot, he thought. His mind entered the eye of the storm and a moment of clarity washed over him. He nodded. The last thing he wanted was to look back on this moment and regret not doing it.

“Good,” she said as she swept him up in her arms with very little effort, surprising him with her strength. “Then let’s get started shall we?”

This isn’t exactly how I imagined being carried off by prince charming, he thought as she walked out the door with him in her arms. But then, this is the 21st century after all… does it really matter?


CHAPTER TWO

Obedience

Caspian shifted uncomfortably as he sat on his knees in front of the empty chair in the living room. A fire crackled behind him and a soft, glowing snow fell outside, painting the ground in a pure white. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been kneeling there, but it felt like it had been a long time. Chloe said she’d needed some time to prepare, but did she really need to take this long?

He looked at his reflection in the window. It had been only a day and he already felt like a totally different person. For starters, she didn’t hesitate at all to dress him in even more girly clothes than he would have himself. His current outfit was more frilly, poofy, and she put him in a lot of makeup. The sound of heels striking the floor behind him broke his trance.

“How’s it going over here?” Chloe said as she sat down in the chair and crossed her legs so that her latex heeled boot was right in front of his face. “Comfortable?”

“I don’t think I can feel my legs.”

She chuckled, “You’ll get used to it. You’ll be in that position a lot more often now.” She scribbled something down on the notepad she carried, “Hmmm, perhaps we should add yoga to your regimen.”

Caspian raised an eyebrow. “Yoga?”

“Yes hon,” she put down the notepad on the side table, “Flexibility is every bit as important as general fitness,” she imagined the various ways in which she could put him on display and smiled. “Oh yes, you’ll need to be much more flexible.”

There was something behind that smile of hers that made shivers go up his spine, but he didn’t say anything as he didn’t know how to respond and instead chose to look down at the ground to avoid confronting her with an answer. Something firm pressed under his chin however and his eyes traced a riding crop up past her red nails until his gaze met Chloe’s again.

“Don’t look down at the ground,” she tapped the crop against the underside of his chin, “Confront anything that might take you out of your comfort zone and you’ll become a stronger person for it.” Chloe leaned forward and looked at him directly in the eyes. With her nails she lightly brushed his bangs to the side and let her hand rest on his cheek. She could tell he was nervous and wanted nothing more than to embrace him right then and there… to protect his fragile soul, but that wouldn’t teach him anything.

Caspian looked back at Chloe and he wondered if sterling blue was a thing because her eyes seemed to reflect brighter than any silver he’d ever seen. They were captivating and somehow, despite the desire to look somewhere else he found himself fixated on her. There were no lies behind her words… he knew that. He let out a sigh and like a high tide receding from the shore his anxiety faded away.

“Feeling better?” She smiled.

He nodded slowly. She’s right, he thought. Avoiding confrontation was about the only thing he was good at. There was a reason he never told anyone about his secret, but he also never tried finding people who might share similar interests. Whatever society said he should do he did and that was that. He conformed to traditional gender roles out in public, but hid his true self behind closed doors.

“Are you ready to become a totally different person?” She licked her lips, “Because if you listen to what I tell you to do you will.”

There was no going back and he didn’t want to go back. Mustering up as much confidence as he could he looked her in the eyes. “Yes.”

“Good,” she said as she leaned back, “The first thing I want you to do is to get your head down on the floor and stick your ass up, sweetie.”

Caspian turned around on his knees and lowered his head to the ground, sticking his ass as high as he could in the air. “Like this?” He asked, pressing his face against the hardwood floor.

She grabbed the frills of his dress and flipped them onto his back. “Better,” She smacked him with the riding crop once.

Holding his face to the ground he felt the leather strike his skin, causing him to bite his lip. It didn’t hurt as much as he was expecting, but the anticipation of the next swing kept him on edge.

“The first thing a girl like you needs to learn is how to obey.” With her nails she scraped the light mark left behind by the crop, moving them in slow, careful motions.

Even though the pain had been bearable at first, he felt her nails on his sensitive skin like needles. His breath grew heavier, the white trails fading just as quickly as she made them on the red skin.

“What are you?” She asked as she pressed her finger against his back hole.

The finger he felt on his nether region felt cold and wet. “I’m… um…” Crack! A searing pain caused him to yelp.

“Wrong answer,” with her crop she rubbed the area she’d just struck a second time while keeping her finger on his back opening, “Remember what I told you earlier?” She pressed her finger in his tight hole while keeping her crop light on his skin.

Caspian winced and let out a moan as his asshole was stretched for the first time, “I’m your submissive-” he paused as she wiggled her finger inside of him, causing him to gasp. “I’m your submissive slut, Mistress.” He felt heat rush to his head.

“That’s a good girl,” Chloe smiled behind him as she pulled out her finger. Bending over him she wrapped her hand around his face and stuck her finger between his lips, “Don’t worry, what I used to oil you with is edible.”

He nearly gagged on the finger as he tasted himself. But there was something else mixed in with the flavor that he couldn’t quite put his finger on, despite one being on the tip of his tongue. It didn’t taste bad though. “Mmph,” closing his eyes he let out another muffled moan as she started thrusting in and out. What am I turning into? The erection he felt told him everything he needed to know.

Chloe licked her lips as she felt his tongue on her index finger. “You’re doing great, honey.” She grinned as she thought of the different ways she’d train her new toy. While she was surprised to discover that Caspian was into dressing up as a girl, she had to admit that he looked cute and was totally passable. She was confident that if they went to a girl’s-only bar he’d get in just fine. My girlfriend will be pleased, she thought as she pulled her finger out of his mouth.

Caspian was almost disappointed when she pulled out. He was rock hard and needed some kind of release. The sound of rummaging through a box caused him to turn his head, but before he could see anything a loud whoosh broke through the air. Crack! He yelped as another instance pain spread through his ass cheeks.

“I told you to keep your head down and ass up!” Chloe exclaimed as she rubbed lube over the tiny jeweled butt plug she held in her hand. “Now, you’re going to stay in that position,” she got down on her knees and pushed the small torpedo between his cheeks.

Caspian held in a moan as he felt something hard, cold, and wet press up against him. It was definitely much bigger than the finger he’d just been fucked with. He could almost hear the flapping of wings in his stomach as he waited in anticipation for what was going to happen next.

Chloe paused as she held the device against his ass, savoring the moment. She could feel her heartbeat increase with each passing second. The power she felt was damn near visible in the air. It was a taste more intoxicating than the highest proof whiskey. With her other hand she gripped his cock and began to stroke it. “You are not allowed to cum… if you do you will be punished.” Without another word she pushed the bullet inside.

Within an instant he was gasping for air as he felt himself getting stretched by the steel plug. “Please!” He cried out, the sense of complete fullness overtaking his mind and body.

“No,” she plopped the plug in like a corkscrew.

His nails scraped the floor as he was overwhelmed by the combination of the plug in his ass and the stroking of his shaft.

Grabbing a condom off the table with her free hand she stretched it over his cock. She didn’t really expect him to be able to hold out that long. His clear inexperience told her that. But that wasn’t the point of this little exercise anyways. With a slap she finished putting on the plastic sleeve and began stroking him even harder.

It’s been long enough right? Caspian was now squirming underneath her control and didn’t know how much longer he could keep this up. It’s okay, she’ll stop before it gets to that point.

“I’m going to train you to be such a cute, obedient girl.”

It’s okay, it’s just a test.

“Soon you’ll be taking in much more than a simple plug,” she smirked as she watched him struggle on the ground beneath her. “And you’ll learn how to use both holes like a proper woman.”

The image that flashed in his mind proved to be too much for him to handle. “I’m sorry!” He yelled as he came, shooting his load into the condom.

That didn’t take long. She slapped his ass hard. “What a naughty girl you are!” She stood up and walked in around him and pressed her heal against his nose. “Are you ready for your punishment?”


CHAPTER THREE

Rubbery Fun

“Wow, you’re even hard with a rubber cock in your mouth, aren’t you?” Chloe said as she face-fucked Caspian with the big black rubber strap-on. Dancing was something she was never really good at, but she made the rubber rod dance in his mouth like a pro.

“Mmmph!” Caspian moaned in frustration as the rubber shaft pushed on the inside of his cheeks, his cock hard inside of its shiny new chastity cage. The condom he’d shot his load into earlier was held upside-down against his nostrils with the help of a nose hook that attached to his collar, his own cum dripping down to his nose.

“How’s that small cock of yours?” She pushed the tip of her heel up under his cage. “Nice and snug?”

I’ve learned my lesson, he thought as he continued to suck on the shaft. The punishment she’d given him was that he was not allowed to cum normally again and he could not take off the cage for at least a few days. His ass also still tinged with pain after having been struck ten times with a wooden paddle before she pulled out the strap-on.

“Come on girl, I want to hear you suck that cock!” She began to thrust with a quicker motion as she gripped the back of his head. Her lips curled upwards. This is worth it. She watched his head move back and forth along the member. It had surprised her how much fun she was having. Each time she stretched his lips with the glistening shaft she discovered something new about herself. She enjoyed having control and was going to turn him into the perfect doll.

Caspian began to smack his lips against the side of the shaft, making deliberate sucking noises as he forced himself to choke it down. It somehow felt good having something so big slide down his throat despite gagging on the thick shaft the further back it went. A bit of pre-cum leaked from his chastity cage, his cock managing to somehow grow even harder inside of it. He let out a moan. “Mmmmph.”

“You’re doing such a good job,” Chloe pulled the rubber cock out of his mouth and set it on his face, covering more than half of it. “Look up at me dear.”

He glanced upwards only to be met with a sudden flash, causing him to blink.

“Oh don’t you just look lovely?” She turned the smart phone around so he could see the picture.

Was that him? No way. A massive cock covered half the face of the girl in the picture, her makeup smeared by the rubber. She was… cute. His tiny cock twitched in its cage at the thought. But as he felt the heavy member on his face and drool dripping down his chin he knew there was no other explanation… the girl in the photo was him. Excitement began to well up inside of him and he smiled.

Chloe felt her chest tighten at the sight of the smiling Caspian under her cock. He was absolutely perfect! Seeing that cute, feminine face smeared and disheveled in the heat of the moment gave her a sense of accomplishment she’d never experienced before. She rubbed the cock all over his face, encasing it in a thin layer of drool. He’s a shimmering jewel! Lifting the rubber rod off of his face she slipped it back into his mouth. Just a little more.

With his mouth full of cock once again, he wrapped his lips tightly around the veiny shaft. The air blew against his soaked face, giving him a slight chill. Without warning the cock was lodged at the back of his throat, his eyes wide with shock as she gripped his hair and held him against her.

“That’s a good girl,” she arched back slightly, “Take it all the way in.”

Caspian’s eyes rolled to the back of his head as the intruder filled his throat. Everything else seemed irrelevant in that moment as the world disappeared. All that mattered was what was in his mouth and with each second that passed the pleasure grew in determination to break out of his cage. Was he really going to cum just from this?

A few breathless moments later she pulled out of his mouth, letting the large amount of drool fall to the floor. “Now turn around and bend over.”

Still panting heavily Caspian did as he was told and got on his hands and knees. He could hardly think as his mind went blank, exhausted from his senses being overloaded with pain and pleasure.

Chloe watched as he followed her orders. He’s so obedient! “I think you deserve a reward!” She smiled as she gripped the plug inside of his ass and began to twist it.

“Aaaaagh,” Caspian lowered his head and bit his bottom lip as the object left him, a bit of cum trickling down his face from the condom.

Chloe gripped both sides of his ass and pressed the head of the cock against his now gaping hole. “I think you’re ready,” she said as she slipped it in with relative ease.

Caspian let out a whimper as his hole struggled to accommodate the well-lubricated intruder. The plug alone had felt large enough, but the cock he spent the last several minutes sucking was on an entirely different level when fucking his ass instead. His ass muscles clenched around the wet shaft as it slid deep inside of him, reaching his prostate. The base of the rubber dildo slapped against his back side with a good amount of force. There was no more room inside the chastity cage now that his cock filled it entirely. With each thrust he pushed back harder on the cock, driven only by the pleasure spreading through his body.

“I see you don’t need any encouragement.” Chloe smirked as she saw him push back against her, helping her fuck him. She knew what he wanted. But was she going to give him permission? To allow him the sweet satisfaction of release? Loud slapping noises echoed throughout the room as she started to thrust even harder than before. She wanted him to pile on his desperation… to know that she was in complete control of his body.

Each time the thick tip touched his prostate Caspian moaned like a slut. This was different than having a plug shoved inside of him. Every bone in his body shook with delight. He wiggled his ass as he pushed against the base, forcing it deeper like an addict craving a drug. The saliva that coated the shaft now dripped down his thighs.

“If you can orgasm just from being fucked in the ass then I’ll allow it,” Chloe licked her lips as her grip on his ass tightened. With a final hard thrust she pushed herself as far in as she could go and bent over so that her lips brushed against Caspian’s ear. “Cum like the horny bitch that you are.”

“Thank you!” Like a sprinkler he shot out his load, making a mess all over the wood floor. The scream he let out at the same time was so loud it could probably break wine glasses. Being fucked in the ass was nothing he’d ever experienced before and it caused him to somehow orgasm while his cock was in a chastity cage. It felt incredible. He didn’t want to go back to who he was before. The only option now was to embrace his transformation.

Chloe let him catch his breath for a moment before she pulled out of his ass, causing him to let out a gasp. “Turn around.”

When he turned around he found himself embraced in a tight hug. This move surprised him and caught him off guard.

“Thank you.” Holding his quivering body only made her tighten her embrace. Her vision blurred slightly as her eyes welled up with water, but she held back the tears. It was as if all the stress and worries in her life evaporated and she no longer had a care in the world.

Caspian didn’t say anything in response as he felt the tension leave his body. Wrapping his arms around her neck he wanted her to know just how much he loved her and was thankful for her guidance.

“Thank you,” she said again, accepting his gesture as a positive answer. “You’re mine.”

He smiled as he felt his muscles relax. The only thoughts in his mind were of her as he fell asleep in her arms.


CHAPTER FOUR

Pretty in Pink

When he awoke the next morning Caspian found himself dressed in a soft, pink onesie. The warm fabric covered his hands and feet like mittens with locks adorning his wrists and ankles respectively. He stretched, feeling the cloth tighten around his body as his hands and feet pushed against the cotton-like material. He became aware of something giving him a profound sense of fullness as his ass constricted around a metallic object and he moaned in frustration as he remembered he was still locked in chastity.

The sudden movement of something beside him caused him to look over and his eyes widened. A sleeping Chloe laid next to him, her hand clasping the end of a leash that his eyes traced to a pink collar locked around his neck. The realization of what that meant hit him: he was her property. His face burned with heat at the thought and he smiled.

He stretched again and looked at the mirror on the desk beside him. Two pink ribbons tied his light blond hair into short pigtails. It was amazing that he didn’t even need a wig. His face was clean. No makeup was smeared around his eyes and drool didn’t drip from his button nose. She had taken care of him and it showed. He brought one of his mittened hands up to his face, analyzing himself closely. Was that really him?

“Good morning sweetie.”

Caspian turned over again, wincing as the butt plug moved inside of him. Chloe’s eyes were open, their usual mahogany color almost glowing scarlet in the glow of the soft orange lamp on the table. Caspian blushed. “Good morning.”

“You seem to have slept well,” she replied, stretching her arms without letting go of the leash. “How do you feel? Are you comfortable?”

He nodded in response. Not many people would probably think that having a plug in your ass and a cage around your cock would be comfortable, but that was his new normal and he accepted it.

“That’s good,” She sat up in bed, “Because you’re going to wear that to the party tonight.” She put her hand on his cheek.

“In this?” He looked down at himself before looking back to Chloe. The thought of being in front of others dressed like he was caused his chastity cage to tighten.

Chloe stretched and yawned as she sat up and adored her sweet marionette. She had enjoyed putting him in that pink outfit. It really enhanced his charm. Introducing him to her girlfriend was going to be a very fun experience indeed.

“Chloe?”

“Oh, right,” she shook her head before lifting a leg over his chest and straddling him. “Yes, you will be wearing that tonight dear.” She inched up towards his face until her black-laced panties were right in front of his lips.

Caspian’s heart beat like a drum as her pussy inched even closer to his face. “I understand Mistress.”

“Good,” she pinched both of his cheeks, “Because you are so cute that I could just eat you up!”

He felt her grip his hair even tighter as she pushed his nose and mouth against her crotch.

“Before that however, you will eat me out and learn how to pleasure a woman.”

Feeling her crotch take up more than half of his face he nodded, unable to say anything with a pussy gagging his mouth.

“That’s a good boy,” she cooed as she began to grind against his face, rubbing his nose hard against the fabric of her panties.

She smells good, he thought as the vanilla-scented soap she’d used to wash herself with filled his nostrils. Her skin felt soft behind the thinly-veiled panties and a slight moist sensation touched against his nose as he was forced into her folds.

A moan broke free from Chloe’s lips when she pushed down harder on his face. “You are going to be the life of the party tonight.” With a grunt she held his head tight against her crotch, making sure to keep his mouth and nose inside of her. “Remember to keep your eye contact,” she chuckled, “Shouldn’t be hard in your current position.”

Her pussy acted like a mask on his face, only rather than giving him oxygen he received a face full of wet panties. It made it difficult to make eye contact with her, but he tried his best.

“Here, maybe this will help,” she lifted off of his face for a brief moment, a thin strand of pre-cum connecting from his lips to the soft fabric. Reaching behind her she pulled her panties down, lifting up each leg until they were off completely before sitting back down on his face. “Remember to use your tongue.”

Pushing his tongue inside of her Caspian could feel the warm, steamy juices on his face. With each grind she pushed him even further into her crotch, the folds beckoning him to go further into the depths of reciprocating pleasure.

“That’s it.” This is amazing. Her pussy tingled, spreading ripples of excitement surging upwards.

Caspian’s cock was so hard he thought for sure it would break out of its chastity cage, but it just continued to shrink around his shaft. The plug in his ass also felt even bigger than before, but that couldn’t be possible could it?

Chloe looked behind her as she continued grinding on her pretty captive’s face, watching the tent at his crotch grow with each passing moment. She smirked as she gripped a small black bag and squeezed it, pumping more air into the plug in his ass.

“Mmph!” Caspian let out a moan from under her. What the hell was that? Every time he clenched around the plug in his ass it seemed to grow even bigger. Pre-cum began to leak from his cage. How much longer can I take this? Teetering on the edge of an orgasm was both confounding and exciting. It wasn’t about making a decision to jump into a whirlpool; the whirlpool was already swimming in circles around him, the ferocious nature of the phenomenon pooling emotions inside of his heart, body, and engraving them in his very soul.

She looked back down at him, her substance now blanketing his entire face and causing it to glisten. Doubt no longer lingered in her mind: she’d found a diamond in the rough and she was going to polish it until the royal gems were put to shame. With another squeeze she pumped up the plug again.

Air rushed into Caspian’s lungs as the expanding plug caused him to gasp, another stream of juices trickling down his throat. With pleading eyes he looked up at Chloe as his tongue continued to thrust in and out. When was he going to be allowed to cum?

The puppy-dog eyes that petitioned her for an answer caused her to bite her lip and arch slightly backwards. He looked so cute there all helpless underneath her. She squeezed his head with her thighs. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Caspian felt the walls of skin close in on him, her thighs holding him in place. Fuck. At that moment he had passed the point of no return as he stretched and convulsed with her pussy still in his mouth.

“Well, at least you lasted longer this time,” she relaxed her thighs a bit as he finished trembling beneath her, “I didn’t think that’d be enough to push you over the edge.”

For a moment consciousness almost seemed to slip from him completely as he laid there, still sucking on her folds and pushing his tongue between them. There was nothing but the taste of her sweet cum on his tongue. His nose couldn’t even smell anything else.

“I’m almost there,” she pushed herself even further up his face, almost covering him completely. “Are you ready?”

“Mmmmph.” With his vision nearly blocked it took a lot more effort to muffle a response. Steam brushed up against his face with each breath that passed his lips, carrying with it her aroma. The twitch at his crotch told him he was already rock hard again… or did it ever relax in the first place?

“Don’t let a singled drop hit the sheets,” Chloe said as electric tingles danced across her skin and she held herself over his face.

The small stream turned into a river of warm, sticky liquid that rushed into Caspian’s mouth like white water rapids. It tasted like candy as the warmth spread through him. There seemed to be a never-ending supply and it wasn’t long before his face was completely covered, forcing his eyes closed. It was a challenge to drink it all, but not one he shied away from.

Chloe sat there panting for a moment on top of him as she finished. She caressed his cheek with her hand, “There there. I have one more present for you.” Pushing herself to the side she grabbed her panties and wiped his face with them. When she was done she got up and stuffed the panties into his mouth.

“Mmmmph!” The laced texture of the panties kept his mouth fresh with her taste and muffled his protests… well, they would if he actually had any protests to begin with.

“Don’t give me that,” she grabbed a ball gag and shoved it into his mouth, making sure to wrap the panties around the ball so he could still breathe. With a click the gag was locked and snug in his mouth. “You know you enjoy it.”

Knock, knock, knock.

“Oh, they’re here!” Chloe exclaimed as she pulled Caspian by the leash, the soft fabric of his clothing causing him to slide on the floor while he crawled.

Getting used to crawling in the onesie had been fairly difficult, especially on wood floors. But Chloe made sure he had plenty of practice that day. Not once had he been allowed to stand or sit.

“Come on slowpoke!” Chloe winked. “You’re going to love Charlotte I just know it!”

“Humph!” Caspian shot her a glare as she tugged him along with her antics, drool falling down his chin thanks to the gag still in his mouth.

When they finally reached the door Chloe turned the handle and opened it. “Charlotte!”

Caspian’s mouth would’ve dropped if it hadn’t been filled with a large ball as he watched the two women embrace and kiss each other on the lips. Damn, that’s hot.

“Is this the one you told us about?” She looked down at him and shot him a smile.

“Yes it is.” Chloe stepped back and pulled on the leash again, bringing him closer to the two.

Caspian’s two front mittens slid across the floor as he attempted to follow the leash. After stabilizing himself another girl walked in, fully dressed in leather and sharp looking heels. He raised an eyebrow.

“Oh my,” The newcomer said as she bent down and gave him a soft pat on the head, “Such a cutie!”

“Where Vivian, I want to see! Stop hogging the doorway!” A third girl poked her head around the corner and let out a squeal. “Oh my gosh! Isn’t he just adorable!”

——————— THE END —————————————


Princess Charming Part 2

“He’s so cute!” Vivian exclaimed as she pinched Caspian’s cheeks.

Caspian winced and the small gold bell that had been added to his collar jingled a little bit. His cock stretched inside of its cage under the pink onesie.

“How did you come across this loveable puppy?” Vivian asked, pinching his nose and giving his head a little shake.

“Mmmph,” a bit of drool seeped around the ball gag in his mouth and down his chin. The panties Chloe had used to grind his face with earlier that morning were now soaking wet around the gag. There was nothing he could do in his current situation. The gag and lockable onesie were already a lot, but now he was being teased by three hot older women.

“Yes Chloe, I must know,” Charlotte chimed in with an English accent, “Wherever did you find this porcelain beauty?” She played with his blond pig tails from behind him. Her accent was like sweet nectar in the air.

Wind flickered against his cheeks each time she fiddled his hair like a cat. More drool seeped around the ball and over his lips, trailing down his cheeks. He made a slight sucking noise as he tried to keep the drool back, but it was no use. All he got was the taste of very wet panties and silicone in his mouth.

“Well Charlotte,” Chloe began, pretending to be cagey about the details of their dynamic, “I’m not sure it’s something I can divulge.”

“There there,” Vivian took a napkin to his chin and wiped some of the saliva away. “Can’t have you getting messy,” she dabbed his face again, “Yet anyways.”

It was as if they were treating him like a rare doll they’d just bought from an antique store. He didn’t know any of them other than the fact they were Chloe’s friends. Though he gathered that Chloe and Charlotte were an item just based on the way they made out earlier.

“You would be stingy about it,” Charlotte leaned in and gave him a hug, “I could hold him all day and would never get bored!”

Caspian’s face burned hot as he felt Charlotte’s large chest push against his back. He covered his crotch with his mittened hands to keep anyone from discovering the tent that had been building up over time under his locked outfit. What kind of party had he gotten himself into? This was nothing like he’d imagined.

“Hey no fair Charlotte!” A sharp tug on his leash pulled Caspian right into the cleavage of the woman to his side, burying him in her breasts. “Why do you always steal the fun,” she put her hand on the back of his head in a protective embrace.

The smell of perfume was strong and the latex she wore was cool to the touch. Whatever kind of party this was, being surrounded by mature women was enough to make him hard.

“Calm down Eve,” Charlotte grabbed Caspian by the shoulder in an attempt to get him back, “You’ll have your turn soon enough.” She pulled on his clothing, but Eve kept a firm grip on his leash.

He clenched around the plug that was still lodged in his ass. It had been in there all day, taken out only once so that Chloe could put more lube on it and have fun shoving it back in before inflating it even more. Each time he got harder his muscles tightened around the plug again. It was a never-ending cycle.

“Oh?” Ignoring Charlotte’s protest Eve looked down and raised an eyebrow, “Having fun are we?”

“Mmmmmmmph!” Caspian launched forward as he felt a hand grip his balls.

“Maybe we should teach you how to pleasure yourself like a girl…” With the palm of her hand she rubbed the tip of the cage. “This is how you’re supposed to do it.”

The ball gag turned his muffled moan into more drool that fell around the silicone ball. He closed his eyes and let himself be carried away by the pleasure that began to wash over him.

“That’s a good idea,” Charlotte replied as she grabbed both of his arms from behind and held them behind his back. “Girls don’t pleasure themselves like men do.” She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “And you’re not a man, are you?”

Caspian didn’t know if it was her English accent, being pleasured, or getting told that he wasn’t a man that pushed him over the edge. Hell, it was probably the combination of all three. But in an instant he jumped into that kaleidoscope abyss filled with colors of emotion he’d never experienced before. The light from the fractals hit the core of his very being, vibrating throughout his bones. With breath heavy on his lips he looked down, but what he saw surprised him.

Vivian chuckled when she saw the confused look on his face. “You just orgasmed without cumming didn’t you?”

“Mmph?” He looked up at Vivian with a wrinkled brow. That was an orgasm? A tent still formed at the middle of his crotch in spite of feeling like he’d just released himself.

His moment of bliss didn’t last very long as frustration replaced it almost immediately. A grunt substituted the moans of pleasure he had been letting out before.

“You’re doing a great job,” Vivian said as she wiped his face with a napkin again. “Are you having a good time so far?”

Eve leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek before ruffling his hair with her hand. “How could such a cutie not be?” She resumed rubbing his crotch, only now with more ferocity. “You know, many guys would be envious of your current,” she licked her lips, “predicament.”

His instinct told him to cover his red face with his hands, but Charlotte still held them firmly behind his back. “You aren’t going anywhere honey,” she said, gripping both wrists with one hand and flicking one of his pigtails again.

How could guys be envious of him? He’d never really been the popular type. Even at university where people often grow out of pre-conceived notions of popularity and toss aside their immature selves of the past… he still seemed stuck; unable to cast aside his shallow, non-confident self. Maybe that’s why he’d found it easier to associate with girls… though even then he wasn’t really good at that either.

“Well?” Charlotte asked, “Are you in fact having a good time?”

Another clench around the plug caused his cock to twitch again. Maybe guys would be jealous, he thought. Afterall, it’s not like he wasn’t enjoying himself. That deep abyss he through himself into just moments before tempted him again, his constrained cock held between Eve’s masterful fingers. At long last he just nodded in response.

“I’m sorry, we couldn’t quite hear you.”

“Unnngph!” Pain shot through his crotch as he got another tight squeeze from Eve.

“What was that?”

Caspian regained his breath, his heavy puffing replaced by steady breathing. “Yemmmph, aymmph amph.” His response came out as barely understandable muffles, but he hoped he was able to at least communicate part of the answer that actually mattered.

“That’s a good girl,” Eve went back to rubbing his crotch.

More drool slid down his chin and he swallowed, his lips smacking against the saliva-covered ball. Despite the constant teasing and playfulness from the women that surrounded him he felt warm… at peace. It was more than just being the center of attention in that moment… it was how softly they treated him. The act of playing with his hair or cleaning his face made him feel protected and wanted.

“Charlotte, could you take out his gag?” Chloe asked, “I think he’s had enough sucking practice.”

The gag tightened for a moment as Charlotte tugged at the buckle behind his head before it came free. “There we go.” Gripping the metal rings on the side of his mouth she popped out the glistening sphere, the panties still sticking to it as thick blobs of drool fell out of his mouth.

Stretching his lips the corners where the straps had dug in for the last several hours tinged with soreness. There was no denying he was grateful however, as it was hard keeping his mouth open like that all day even with the help of the gag. He licked the side of his cheeks, a lot of saliva still clinging to his face.

“What do you say dear?” Chloe asked, the familiar sound of her heals clicking against the floor until she was in front of him and they came into view. They shined like obsidian under the light from above.

“Thank you.” He replied.

“Good girl,” she bent down and grabbed his chin between her fingers, staring directly into his eyes. She observed his messy face and licked her lips. “Yes, I think your mouth is ready.” She stood up.

“What do you- AAAAAGH!” A sudden fullness stretched his ass. He looked back.

Eve chuckled, gripping the black bag that had pumped his plug with air. “How’d that feel?”

Caspian bent over panting and shot her a glare.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Eve said, giving it another playful squeeze.

He groaned, feeling the plug touch his prostate.

“You know you like it.”

“Alright girls,” Chloe slapped her riding crop against her thigh, “Get him ready.”

Without another word Vivian went to his side, facing opposite of Eve. They both grabbed small chains and attached each one to the locks on his wrists, connecting them to each lock on his ankles respectively. A couple long chains were connected to the middle of the two small chains and locked to the O-ring on his collar, the locks and chains rattling anytime he made the slightest move.

“That should do it,” Vivian said admiring her and Eve’s handy work.

Caspian looked down, observing the thicker chains swaying on his neck, their heavy weight pulling him down a bit. They made sharp, scraping sounds and they rattled against each other at the slightest movement.

Charlotte stood up and walked towards Chloe, her big leather boots a stark contrast of sound on the floor in comparison to the other women’s heals. Her tight leather pants were covered in various straps and followed up her legs, disappearing underneath a leather corset that covered her crotch.

“You think he’s ready, Chloe?” Charlotte asked lifting up the bottom part of her corset.

“Oh yes,” Chloe held out her hand towards Eve, “He’s had plenty of practices by now.”

Eve handed Chloe his leash and put her hands on his shoulder. “Are you ready?”

What was he supposed to be ready for? He looked up at Chloe and Charlotte, unsure of what they expected of him. He thought back through everything he’d experienced up until this point. Was this some kind of test?

The sound of a zipper being pulled down cause Caspian to look up and his mouth would’ve dropped to the floor if not properly attached to his jaw as a large and thick, fleshy cock swung between Charlotte’s legs.

“Time to drink up!”

Caspian blinked twice and tried to rub his eyes, but simply flailed on the floor as his ankles followed his wrists.

“Having some trouble there honey?” Vivian said with a laugh as she helped prop him up and regain his balance.

“I- uh… um- wait…” the words fell out of his mouth like he’d just made the worst fumble of the season. “That’s a…” his eyes followed the large swinging member in front of him. Maybe this wasn’t reality after all?

Charlotte chuckled, “First time seeing a cock between a woman’s legs, huh?” She inched it closer to his face, “Or maybe it’s your first time seeing an actual cock at all?”

“Oh no, this girl,” she walked behind him and put her hands on both of his shoulders as she got on her knees, “Has had plenty of practice with a strap-on haven’t we?” Chloe winked, giving him a light kiss on his cheek before looking back up, “I’m sure the real thing won’t be a problem!”

It was unbelievable, but it was there. He looked up at Charlotte, looked over to Chloe, and then back down. Nope… still there. The large pendulum nearly smacked against his wet lips. He licked them in anticipation.

“I think someone might be hungry,” Vivian said as she pinched his nipple.

Caspian barely winced in spite of the pain. His mind was too focused on what took up most of his vision. He’d catalogued women with thick cocks under pure fantasy… he never dreamed that they were actually real. If he’d known this sooner he’d have spent less time masturbating to them online and more time coming out of his shell.

“Are you ready?” Charlotte pushed her cock until it was almost touching his lips.

Caspian could smell the thick rod as it inched closer and closer. Its musky, yet also somehow sweet smell. He was certain his heart was racing faster than the speed of light. That can’t be real. He blinked again and swallowed. And yet… there it was. He felt the warmth of the dick as it pressed up against his lips and an overwhelming sensation flooded his veins. This wasn’t the edge of an abyss he was standing on anymore. He was floating above the clouds, the rays of the sun illuminating every cell in his body.

Chloe put her hand on the back of his head. “The first thing you’ll want to do is open your mouth wide. Remember your training.

There was no longer any doubt in his mind… it was not a question of whether he was really going to do this. He already knew the answer and opened his mouth as instructed, the cock slipping in past through his lips.

“That’s it,” Chloe looked up, keeping Caspian’s head where it was, “Take it slow at first Charlotte. I want our doll here to appreciate the taste.”

“That works for me,” Charlotte took her time slipping in, “The longer this takes the more I get to enjoy it.”

Caspian couldn’t comprehend the poetry dish of emotions and feelings whirling around inside him as Chloe guided him down the shaft and the cock pushed further down his throat. All that filled his mind was the taste of the thick, pulsating flesh inside of his mouth. It was indescribable and yet somehow the most amazing thing he’d ever tasted.

“He’s taking it like a pro,” Eve commented as she rubbed him on his cheek, making sure to press harder on the bulge created by the tip in his mouth.

“Now back up,” Chloe said as she gripped his hair tighter and pulled him up the shaft, stopping just before the tip plopped out of his mouth. “Use your tongue like a good obedient girl.”

He wrapped his tongue around the head, drool falling from his lips in thick blobs and streaming down the shaft. Having something so big and warm in his mouth felt good. The tip of the cock stayed where it was as he made swirls around it.

“And back down.” Chloe pushed him down again, this time a little faster than the last.

“Mmmph…” The shaft was now much wetter as he was pushed back down towards the crotch. For a moment he thought he felt it pulsate in his mouth. How does this feel so… amazing? Seeing it in porn didn’t do it justice, taking a cock down his throat far exceeded his expectations.

“That’s it,” Charlotte grunted as she gripped his pigtails, “Take it all the way in.”

Vivian put her hand on his crotch and began to rub it, “You like the taste of cock in your mouth, don’t you?”

With a jolt of energy shooting through him Caspian pushed further down on the thick shaft, causing him to choke and gag on it. He wanted to take it all the way in, to let it pierce the very center of his being. Vivian was right, he loved the taste of cock in his mouth. It made him feel like he was living life more than ever before… like his mind had been opened to many different opportunities.

“I want to feel your tight throat around my cock,” she pushed him ever slightly more down until he was almost touching her crotch.”

“Damn girl,” Eve exclaimed, “You must be a natural at this!”

“Told you so,” Chloe boasted with satisfaction as she held his head on the thick shaft, “I have been training him after all.”

The tip of her dick pressed against his throat hole, the odd sensation causing tingles to run over his body. Having something that big and warm slide deeper down his throat while on his knees made something click in his mind.

“Look up at me dear,” Charlotte said holding herself in place in his throat. “I want to see those pretty eyes of yours as I fuck your mouth.”

Caspian looked up, causing the tip of the member to push down even more and stretch his hole. He gagged on it, drool and pre-cum splattering all over his face. What was this feeling welling up inside of him? It was on the brink of overflowing as he felt her shaft reach to even deeper depths down his throat. Each time he swallowed his muscles tightened around the warm, wet cock that told him who he was.

“Yes,” Charlotte looked down at him from up high as she let out a grunt, her grip pulling his pigtails tight around her waist, “You are exactly as you should be.” She loosened her grip and let him up a bit, the tip of her cock plopping out of his hole, a bit of warm juices trickling down into his stomach.

The feeling that slid into his stomach was akin to hot chocolate on a cold winter night. He was reminded of the heavy chains swaying on his O-ring as he slid up her shaft. In a strange way they felt comfortable as he sucked on the warm dick in his mouth. Nothing was expected of him beyond the task they’d given him. All he had to do was follow their guidance and he loved it.

“I think we can speed things up Chloe,” Vivian said, rubbing him in faster motions now. She grabbed the black bag and gave it a light squeeze.

Caspian moaned as the bullet stretched his insides again, but it was different this time somehow. The fullness in his ass was nothing in comparison to how filled his mouth felt. The range of tastes that lit up in his mind were more colorful than a rainbow after a rain shower on a hot, summer day.

Chloe gripped his hair tighter and began to move him faster up and down the shaft. “I knew you’d get the hang of this.”

With each thrust down his throat Caspian let out a loud, gargling throat noise. His chains swung in wild directions, making jangling sounds like keys on a key-chain. His lips smacked against the now well-lubricated skin, causing his face to become stickier.

“Let’s add some makeup to that face,” Charlotte pulled out of his mouth and rubbed herself all over his cheeks, nose, and mouth. She then slapped him in the face with her shaft before leaning down and spitting in his mouth.

Colors blurred together. The warm, slimy combination of saliva and pre-cum stuck to his face and somewhat impeded his vision. It was as though he was wearing a mask that ever so slightly slid down his face. He sat there on his knees panting for a moment, the throbbing shaft sitting heavy over one of his eyes.

“Hey, I want some!” Eve pleaded.

“Ugh, you do nothing but complain, slut,” Charlotte pulled her heavy rod off of Caspian’s face and shoved it into Eve’s mouth. “Maybe this will shut you up.”

His eyes widened as the cock went all the way down her throat with minimal effort, a slight bulge appearing in the middle of her neck each time Charlotte forced herself down. How is she doing that? Had he managed to take it in that far?

“Don’t think you’re finished yet,” Chloe said, pushing him against Charlotte’s crotch. “Lick and suck her balls.”

Wet drops of spit fell to his face from Eve’s lips as they rode the shaft directly above his head. The sack smacked his face with each thrust. It was soft and moist, not at all like the hard dick he had gotten used to sucking. He opened his mouth as he was pressed against her balls, using his tongue to lick the crevice between them.

“You’re not done either bitch.”

“Whammmph?!” Chloe’s words were cut off as the cock plunged into her mouth. She still held Caspian’s head under the shaft, her grip not loosening in spite of her predicament.

“That’s it,” she said, thrusting in and out of Chloe’s mouth, “You may be a good Mistress,” she pulled out of her mouth and brushed Chloe’s lips with her tip, a bit of white covering their red lipstick. “But you also need practice.” Her tip parted Chloe’s lips again and filled her mouth.

By this point Caspian was soaking wet, his hair plastered to his face with cum and saliva. Each time she pushed all the way in her balls slapped his nose, giving him no relief at all.

Vivian pinched him on the nipple, “Make sure you’re doing your job.”

Caspian yelped, Charlotte’s sack going straight into his mouth as she pushed all the way down Chloe’s throat and held her shaft where it was.

“Mmph.” Both balls filled his cheeks, puffing them up like a balloon.

“Come on you two,” she patted Caspian under her sack, “I’m almost ready.”

With his face pressed against the underside of the shaft, he could feel it start to pulsate in Chloe’s mouth, her bottom lip touching his nose.

“However,” she pulled out of Chloe’s mouth, thick strands of warm, wet juices streaming down Caspian’s face as she wiped her cock all over it like a rag, “The one who needs the most practice is definitely you.” She relinquished Chloe’s grip from his hair, replacing her hand with her own tighter grip, and shoved her shaft down his throat.

Caspian choked and gagged as the familiar taste fucked his throat once again. He wasn’t sure if it tasted any different after having been sucked off by both Eve and Chloe, but it was definitely throbbing a lot harder and even felt thicker than before. It massaged his mouth and cheeks and he could taste the warmth of the liquid it spilled onto his tongue little by little.

“I’m cumming!” Charlotte shouted as she emptied everything down his throat.

His stomach seemed to pulsate just as hard as the cock in his mouth as load after load pumped into him. It felt like a fierce vortex as it drained down his insides. He looked up at Charlotte, a look of pure pleasure flashing across her face. There was something more to it though… more basic.

“Drink it all up,” Chloe said, “The only kind of seconds you’ll be getting will be sloppy.” She rubbed his neck like she was feeding a pet their daily medicine.

Cum trickled down both sides of his chin, unable to contain all of it inside of his mouth. When will this end? Not that he cared if it did. He wanted the fountain of cum to continue filling his stomach. Sucking a real cock was so much better than a rubber strap-on.

Charlotte let out a grunt, “Fuck yes,” She pulled out of his mouth and shot the remaining load all over his face before slapping both cheeks with her shaft. “You took that like a proper slut,” she licked her lips.

The realization of what he’d sensed behind her earlier expression suddenly hit him as he sat there on his knees, panting heavily. The smirk on her face told him everything as her sparkling eyes roamed his body, painting him in every idea she could possibly imagine. It was greed… a basic instinct that singed the surface of pleasure as it faded into obscurity. Her face lit up with it and threatened to swallowed him hole.

Chloe stood up and gave Charlotte a hug, her knees pushing against the back of Caspian’s head, the now-softened cock sticking to his face.

“What did you think?” Chloe asked, giving her a kiss.

“She’s absolutely perfect!” Charlotte exclaimed.

Caspian could feel her cock begin to harden against his face once again. Eve and Vivian both leaned in, kissing his cum-covered face on the cheeks and licking their lips. He had almost forgotten they were there.

“Should we go for another round?” Charlotte asked, her cock already almost back in his mouth.

“Let us get more involved this time,” Vivian said as she stroked his hair.

“Yes it’s hardly fair,” Eve blurted out, “I want more than just a taste!”

Chloe bent down behind him again and grabbed the shaft of the cock, guiding it to his lips. “What do you say sweetie,” she cooed, “Would you like some more treats?”

An invitation wasn’t even necessary as the tip plopped between his lips again, easing towards the back of his throat with no resistance. He didn’t care what Charlotte was going to do to him. The look of desire on her face matched his own and he knew she had plans for him.

“We’re going to start you off faster this time,” Chloe bounced him up and down with more force than ever before, the cock acting like a jackhammer as it pounded his throat.

“Your ours and we’re going to mold you however we see fit,” Charlotte said as she grunted with each thrust.

“Mmmph, ungph!” Muffled moans filtered through the juices that splattered all over his face once again.

There was no going back to the way he was before. He no longer felt the need to hide who he was. The curtain was being pulled back to reveal the inner girl he’d held back for so long. She was there on her knees in the exact same position he was. She was him; discovered in the depths of pleasure and polished under the guidance of submission.

Eve and Vivian rubbed their lips on the sides of the cock as it slid in and out of Caspian’s mouth, their lipstick smearing all over the shaft.

“Oh god yes!” Charlotte put her hands on the back of Eve and Vivian’s heads. “Three girls sucking me off at once,” she gave another fierce thrust, “This might be too much.”

Chloe pushed down on Caspian’s head in unison with the cock reaching to the back of his throat. “Isn’t that great hon?” She said, holding him down as the cock pulsated inside of his mouth, “You’re officially a girl now!”

The cock exploded in his mouth, sending waves of streaming cum down his throat. This set him over the edge and he convulsed as he reached orgasm, his own much smaller, more insignificant cock squirting cum out of its cage. His orgasm didn’t last very long, but that didn’t mean there was no pleasure to be had as the semen kept pumping down his throat regardless.

“Maybe we should make you our own personal cum dump, hmmm?” Charlotte said as she finished draining the rest of her load down his throat.

“That could be interesting,” Chloe said as she helped pull him off the shaft, thick strands of cum connecting to his lips.

As far as he was concerned they could turn him into a doll and dress him up however they wanted for all he cared. He was exactly where he wanted to be. Dressed up, trussed up, and on his knees serving beautiful women with a smile and cum painting his face. There was nothing else he wanted in life. Nothing else he needed. Everything was there and life was complete.

——————— THE END —————————————

Thanks for reading! If you love stories that involve bondage, sissification, and feminization then feel free to sign up to my mailing list at http://eepurl.com/hKAYDb. I will never spam your inbox and you can always unsubscribe if you would like to! I publish new books frequently though and if you like what you’ve read it’s a good idea to stay updated with new releases!
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