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CHAPTER ONE

“There’s no fucking way, Ethan.” Henry planted a firm and decisive finger against the diner table, leaning over from his side of the booth to stare intently into my eyes. “I’m not wearing a goddam...what was it again?”

“Slutty maid’s uniform,” I told him.

He rolled his eyes, leaning back against the cushions while plugging his palms into his eye sockets. The waitress returned with the coffee in hand, tilting forward to refill our mugs. Henry laid his arms across the back of the booth and watched the steam rolling away from the stream of coffee poured into his cup. He smiled cordially at the waitress, an older woman with deep wrinkles and red hair. She didn’t even look at him, just dragged her sorry ass back to the kitchen.

I slid my mug aside to hunch over the table. “Listen, man, this guy’s loaded. He lets us clean his house—”

“Like a couple of sissies,” Henry interjected.

I sighed. “Look, this is an easy fucking job, if you can get over your stupid hangups.”

His eyebrows lifted. “Stupid hangup? You call this a stupid hangup? Ethan, buddy, you’ve completely lost it.”

“Eighty thousand,” I said, leaning back.

Henry scratched at the underside of his chin, despite being unable to grow facial hair. He was baby faced, much like myself, and slender. Admittedly, he was pretty, and that was precisely the reason I chose him for this job. A couple of twenty four year olds who passed for twinks, a unique qualification for the latest lead I came upon. “How do you know it’s legit? I mean, Ethan, who told you about this?”

I smirked. “A little birdie.”

Henry shook his head. “You’ll have to do better than that this time. I’m dubious.”

I sighed. I knew I couldn’t pull this one off alone, it was too risky. I needed a second to keep watch, and possibly to defend myself if things got hairy. “Alright. It’s the previous maid to work for the guy. He saw the fat bastard’s safe, watched him count out the cash.”

Henry still looked dubious. “He watched him count out eighty thousand dollars cash?”

“Or close to it. You and I can eyeball stacks, c’mon, it’s not that hard.”

Henry scratched at the back of his neck. I knew I was getting close to convincing him. “And who’d he tell? I mean, how’d it filter down to you?”

“Kid’s uncle,” I told him. “You know, Big Mikey?”

“Big Mikey’s got a nephew?”

“Mhm.”

“Big Mikey’s got a nephew that agreed to dress up like a slutty maid?”

“Kid’s not altogether there.”

Henry laughed, twirling his coffee mug on the table. “How’s Big Mikey feel about people knowing?”

“What, that his nephew took the job?”

Henry lifted his eyes to mine.

“How should I know? Probably told everyone his nephew was casing the house. Look, swallow your pride for a couple days, walk away rich. This is the kinda job you dream of.”

Henry arched a brow. “You dream of this?”

I lowered my head. “You know what I mean. The money, goddamnit.”

Henry sighed, the air from his nostrils blowing the steam away from his mug. “The money.”

I grinned. “The money, Henry. The sweet, stinkin’ money.”

The fat old bastard was Mr. Russell Hudson, a newspaper man that lived in the suburbs. His mansion sat atop a grassy hill, a foreboding four story red brick mansion on a sprawling six acre lot. He lived alone, and at sixty three had retired from the business, sold his stake to retreat to this comfortable, isolated existence. His neighbors were hidden behind ten foot hedges. Privacy, we learned, was a chief concern.

He hired us after reviewing sets of photos we supplied him, much to Henry’s chagrin. They weren’t lurid, simply front and back shots of us standing in our tighty whities. When we took them, I observed Henry’s hairless form with wonder, the taut flesh, the smooth thighs and chest. For as cocky as he could get, he sure had a soft body, with gently sloping hips and firm buttocks.

When we switched and he took my photos, he was brazen enough to make fun. “Cute bod, Ethan. Nice and smooth. Old Man Russ is gonna love it.”

“Shut up, asshole, you’re just as smooth as I am.” Only darker. Henry was brunette, with a nice copper tone while I was paler, dotted with brown freckles across my shoulders and back.

Russell Hudson was tall and rotund, with a protruding gut that would have covered his penis had it not been a foot long, dangling like a sleepy anaconda between his knees. We were treated to this view when we arrived for our first shift, Russell opening the front door in his open bathrobe. With a dark beard and beady, green eyes, a barrel chest covered in curly hairs, long arms with meaty fists at the end of them, Russell Hudson was a gorilla of a man. Though, upon first meeting him, neither of us appreciated his other attributes, both of us gawking at the massive cock displayed before us. My eyes finally broke away, cutting to Henry, who I had to nudge to avert his gaze.

“Morning, boys,” Hudson greeted.

“Uh…” Henry stammered.

“M-morning,” I replied.

Hudson’s wet lips curled into a lascivious grin, his own attention wandering our slender forms, hidden, for the moment, beneath our street clothes. “Come on in, better get changed.”

He stepped aside, signaling our entrance. Reluctantly, we passed him into the mouth of the immense beast that was his mansion. A chandelier twinkled overhead, dangling between two sets of stairs that rose to a second floor landing where a white balustrade overlooked the front door. I pictured Hudson standing up there, his johnson appearing like a red baluster. I shook my head and proceeded into the living room where a pair of maid outfits were laid out on the luxurious sectional. “Go on,” he urged.

We looked at one another. Henry had a look of fear in his eye and I could see the hairs across his arms standing on end. I clenched my jaw and motioned my head to the outfits. Just do it, I told him with my eyes.

Hudson lounged deep into the cushions while we undressed before him, stripping naked before redressing as our new roles. At the moment we both removed our underwear, Hudson made a little groaning noise in the back of his throat, causing us both to snap our attention back to him. We stood facing the opposite wall, our bare buttocks on full display for our new employer. His eyes surveyed Henry’s ass, then my own, and I watched the log resting between his thighs twitch. Oh god, I thought. But a strange shock coursed through me at the same time, causing my breath to hitch and my heart to quicken. I told myself it was fear, but it wasn’t quite. It was something paired with it, a sick kind of excitement, drenched in humiliation. I could see a similar reaction seizing Henry, who paused in an awkward pose, bent forward, hands on the dress, head turned back over his shoulder to watch the slow growth of the cock that bizarrely enraptured us. I slapped the back of my hand against his bare shoulder. “Come on,” I whispered.

He nodded and we both quickly redressed, beginning with the pink thongs Hudson bought for us, then the hip hugging black maid’s uniforms that clung to our bodies like latex. When we finished, I could see the red blossoming in Henry’s cheeks, embarrassment on display.

“Let’s have a look,” said Hudson from the couch.

We turned to face him, our smooth legs extending beneath the short dresses, our cock little mounds beneath the shimmering fabric. White hems and white frilly material across the shoulders and chest completed the French maid look, little feather dusters tucked into our silk belts tight around our waists.

“Cute,” Hudson complimented. Then, in a lower, lecherous voice, “Very cute.”

“Alright, so what do you want us to clean f—”

“Turn around,” Hudson cut off Henry.

Henry hard swallowed then obeyed, spinning around to display the backs of our outfits to Hudson. I acted in kind, turning around until my ass directed towards him.

“Bend over.”

Henry shot me a furious look, undermined by the humiliation still coloring his cheeks. “Just do it,” I whispered.

He shook his head, but slowly tilted his upper body toward the floor while locking his legs in place. I did the same until I could feel the skirt lifting over my ass, revealing the pink thong running between my cheeks.

Hudson laughed. “Excellent. A couple of beautiful sissies to clean my mansion for me. Come here.”

We stood erect again then approached the coach, stopping a safe distance from Hudson. Yet, when he leaned forward, his long arms extended to our legs, wrapping a hand around my right and Henry’s left. A little shriek escaped Henry when the fingers made contact with his tan thigh, a noise that seemed to please Hudson. He looked into Henry’s eyes with wanton hunger while roaming his hand across my partner’s bare legs. Then I felt the fingers traversing my own body, thick, hot digits creeping up my thigh, prodding my shriveled ball sack. As his fingertips grazed the crease of my buttock, an undeniable twinge at the tip of my penis alerted me to a strange and shameful response to his touch. No, no, no, do not—but my penis wouldn’t listen, gradually extending into a semi-erection. The little mound beneath my tight maid’s uniform grew noticeably.

Hudson’s eyes caught it instantly, gazing at the excited response my body had to his groping. Henry, too, peered over to discover my erection, his face awash with disgust. Yet, when I turned to watch Hudson squeeze the meat of Henry’s slender thighs, I saw my partner gradually reeling into the old man, as if seduced by his contact.

“Perfect,” Hudson muttered. “Just perfect. Alright, boys.” He swatted each of us on the backside, clapping our buttocks with an effortlessly hard stride. To this, I witnessed Henry’s cock finally admitting its interest, filling the skirt with a considerable bulge. He did have a respectable hog, I noticed, as we changed into the uniforms. But why are you thinking about that now?

“You’ll start in the kitchen. I need the tiles scrubbed. That means hands and knees, getting down and dirty with a couple scrub brushes, hitting the baseboards. I’ve already filled the buckets, you just need to get down on the floor and show me how good you work.”

“Yes, sir,” said Henry, to my surprise, and by the looks of it, his, too. Perhaps the spank had shaken him into character.

“Off you go, ladies.”

Henry shuffled off toward the kitchen and I followed behind, transfixed by the way his ass moved within the confines of the skirt. As we entered the kitchen, he turned and caught me. “What the hell are you looking at?”

I shook out of my daze. “Nothing, man.”

“Look, we need to get upstairs somehow. Does he ever leave the house?”

I shrugged. “We wait him out. At some point, he’ll have to, right?” I looked back through the dining room into the living room where he opened up the newspaper on the sectional. He sprawled himself out across the couch, comfortable in his birthday suit, bathrobe thrown open, the sides laid out on the cushions alongside his massive body. I thought of that fat, long dick hardening between Hudson’s hairy thighs. “Henry…”

“What?”

“Nothing.” I turned around. “Let’s scrub the floors and bide our time.”

Henry nodded and we dropped down, the skirts riding up our asses while we pressed the brushes against the tiles, all the while a confusing storm of thoughts plagued me, made worse by the tightness of the uniform around Henry’s body, and the way I felt in mine. The thoughts were so distracting that I failed to hear Hudson’s heavy footsteps carrying him into the kitchen. He stood behind Henry, ogling Henry’s ass, that cock lifting steadily from between his legs. Oh no, I thought. He wasn’t going to leave us alone at all.


CHAPTER TWO

“You’re doing it all wrong,” Hudson observed, hovering over Henry. With his head down, Henry’s eyes rolled slowly to the side, viewing Hudson in his periphery. I paused the back and forth motion of my scrub brush to peer up at the man, his ever present cock a constant distraction. Its girth rivaled my forearm and the head swayed between his kneecaps like a fleshy pendulum. While staring at it, I felt a peculiar heat throughout my body, like shame, but more visceral. It reached deep, revving up my heart, reaching down into my stomach. My breath became short as Hudson shuffled around Henry to meet his gaze.

“I-I’m sorry, sir?” Henry replied, clearly uncertain what to do in this situation. Capitulate? Protest? He froze in his position, head near the floor, ass lifted into the air behind him.

“Do you want a spanking?” Hudson asked.

Henry’s mouth fell agape, words caught in the back of his throat. Do you, Henry? I wondered. His silence and the strange look in his eye, like he’d been offered a treat, suggested an answer to my question I wasn’t quite ready to accept. A hint of anger didn’t make itself clear when it arose, leaving me to wonder exactly why. A part of me considered, perversely, if I was jealous. Like Henry was getting all the attention. Perhaps I’d fallen too deep into the role.

“You’ll get a spanking if you don’t learn to clean my floor properly,” said Hudson, lowering his hand to Henry’s rump. The palm made a soft contact, but the thickness of Henry’s ass offered up a substantial, resonant sound. Henry himself lurched forward, though his hands and knees remained bolted to the floor. Only his head and torso shifted forward, face aghast at what just happened. But once again he kept silent in response.

“S-sorry, sir,” Henry apologized. For what, I wasn’t exactly sure.

Hudson’s attention then snapped to me. I hard swallowed. “And you,” he said, pointing at me. “What’s this?” His finger indicated a nonexistent spot on the tile beneath me.

“What’s what?” I asked.

“Don’t sass me!” The swiftness of his arm’s motion was unexpected. It swung back, then forward before I hardly understood what was happening. Then his open palm struck my bare ass, sparking a thousand little tingles that quickly spread across my body. They stole my breath as I exhaled, and the unmistakable pleasure between my legs alerted me to a previously unknown interest of my sexuality. No fucking way, I thought, but my cock stiffened as if to answer, yes fucking way, and may I have another, sir?

I lifted my head to meet Henry’s gaze, the both of us bewildered by the shocking turn our latest job had taken. I figured the man for a pervert, but not a handsy one. Perhaps I should have guessed, but in the back of my thoughts, there might have been a desire to find out. Tempt fate. As precum oozed from the head of my dick into the panties stretched taut over my boner, I began to believe that was the case.

He spanked me again and a throaty moan leapt forth from my lips. Henry’s eyes bulged, then a twitch raced through his body, as though the sound I’d made gave his cock a twinge of pleasure.

“Your ass is so white it only takes two swats to make it red!” Hudson threw back his head with laughter. It was deep, belly laughter that filled the kitchen, rattled my spine, ratcheted my humiliation, and heightened the frightening sensation building inside my cock.

Hudson then returned to Henry, the both of us on all fours, unmoving, granting him easy access to our bodies. He planted his hands against his knees and crouched before Henry, a motion that swayed his giant cock forward, striking Henry in the face.

I gasped.

But Henry didn’t move. He just let the third leg pat his cheek, the head brush his lips, the shaft play in his hair. “We’re going to leave your pale friend to clean the kitchen while I take you into the bathroom. Those tiles need a good scrubbing, too. I’ll show you just how to do it.”

Hudson stepped back, allowing Henry, almost in a daze, to rise back onto his feet, shifting the skirt down along his tan legs. Then Hudson pointed down the hall, gave Henry an encouraging spank, and followed him to the bathroom. Just before they disappeared from sight, Henry looked back to me, a look in his eyes somewhere between terror and exhilaration.

I felt the surge of adrenaline take over, but rather than inspire my flight from this insane situation, it charted a buzzing path to my middle. I felt the powerful tingling descend from my chest into my crotch, where I saw my cock strengthening into a hard on. “Fffuck,” I moaned, feeling overcome by the need to stroke.

I stood, leaning against the counter. Then I hiked up the skirt and pulled my erection out from the pink panties. It laid red hot in my palm, clear precum almost pouring from the head. “What is wrong with you?” I asked of it.

Instead of answering, it throbbed, begging to get stroked. The mixture of panic, confusion, humiliation, and lust poisoned my thoughts and in a foolish moment of self-indulgence, I beat my cock in the kitchen of Mr. Russell Hudson’s mansion until I felt ready to explode.

A resonant spank stole my attention from the fugue masturbatory state. “Ahh!” cried Henry.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, sir!”

What is going on?! The mission returned to my wayward mind. The safe. “Sorry, bud, but if you keep him distracted with your hiney long enough, we can walk away two rich bastards.”

I stuffed my cock back into the panties and drew down the skirt before quietly running from the kitchen, tiptoeing up the stairs, and darting into the office. There, stationed in the back corner of the room, was the little safe I’d been told of. “Bingo.” I knelt before it, unconsciously mimicking our scrubbing posture while I inspected the dial.

“Fuck! Thank you, sir!” Henry’s lusty calls practically burst through the floor.

“That’s right, you sissy bitch!” THWACK.

“Uhhnnn.”

Each spank filled the house with its meaty connection of hand on ass, every time reminding me what it felt like to experience the full power of Hudson’s swift hand against my own buttocks. The sting still sizzled in my skin, which I could feel exposed as I bent forward in front of the safe. I caught myself nibbling my bottom lip while slowly rotating the dial, ear to the cold metal, listening to the soft clicks tell me as I found each of the numbers in his combination.

THWACK THWACK THWACK came three successive, hard spanks, sounding almost like gunshots. For a moment I questioned until I heard Henry’s voice follow with, “Oh my fucking god!”

“You like that, sissy?”

“Fuck yes sir!”

“SCREAM IT!”

“FUCK YES I LOVE GETTING SPANKED, SIR!”

My eyes had to be the size of half dollar coins. My delicate fingers paused the rotation of the dial, my cheek sweating against the metal. I felt a sudden attack of lust grip my penis and my whole body clenched to the urge. “Fffuck me,” I groaned, rubbing my face into the safe. My hand slipped from the dial as the waves of excitement rolled through me. It was like being on a drug, except I was high on my own sexstacy, losing all focus on anything outside the bounds of my myopic desire.

“No,” I told myself. “Focus.” What would Henry say if he found out I failed to break into the safe because listening to his sweet submission got me too horny? All this confusion, these revelations about our easy transition into sissy sluts could be quickly allayed by the infusion of cold, hard cash. But not before the infusion of warm, hot come.

I shook my head, returning to my task, determined to break into this safe. 27. Good, good, I thought, progress. I rolled the dial to the right.

“Who’s your master?”

“You are, sir!”

THWACK.

I shook my head, sweat rolling off my brow. 36. The distinct click sounded just as I rolled past thirty five. Keep going.

“Spank me again, master!”

THWACK!

I felt the sting renewed across my ass, like my buttocks savored the memory each time I heard Hudson smack Henry’s ass. I pictured it bare and red, stuck into the air with Henry’s face low against the floor, eyes filled with fear and excitement. I imagined his cock staining his panties with precum while he begged for another swat. “Stop!” I begged of my own mind. But it refused to relent, the imagery practically beckoning me to join them, wait my turn while I watched Hudson clap Henry’s bubble buttcheeks against one another.

Click. Fourteen. The final number. My hand wrapped around the handle and twisted excitedly, freeing the mechanism to open the door. It swung back to reveal…

“Nothing?”

It couldn’t be, I told myself. I trusted Big Mikey, he never led me astray. Could his nephew have lied to him? It didn’t make any sense. Everyone was expecting their cut of the proceeds. Lying only served to...no.

THWACK THWACK. “AH! Thank you, SIR!”

We’d been set up. It was the only logical conclusion I could think of. Russell Hudson was in cahoots with Big Mikey to bring us into his home. He probably asked Big Mikey if he knew any twinks that would be dumb enough to take a job like this. The full scale of this washed over me like a goddamn tsunami. “Big Mikey doesn’t even have a nephew, does he?” I wondered aloud.

I curled my legs beneath me and sat on my heels, resting my hands atop my bare thighs, staring down at my smooth, hairless legs. My fingers curled around them, stroking my thighs up and down. Is this what you want, jackoff? I could feel the erection throbbing within my skirt. I rubbed it over the material, feeling the wet head against the thong. “Fuck me,” I groaned.

“Alright, I think that’s enough for you. Now time for your friend.” His voice was faint, but the words were clear.

I paused my rubbing and gasped. He was going to return to the kitchen and find me missing. Isn’t that what he’s expecting? Possibly, I thought, but I didn’t want to give him the pretense to punish me. Or do you? “Stop!” I shouted against my thoughts.

I stammered to my feet and rushed out of the office, descending the stairs two at a time, then sliding into the kitchen only to find they had already returned. Henry stood with his hands on his ass, his eyes shamefully wandering the floor, teeth chewing his lip. The bulge in his tight skirt grew, further lifting the dress over his smooth legs.

Hudson rested a hand over Henry’s shoulder. “Where were you?” he asked in a calm voice.

“Uhhh,” I stammered.

“Upstairs, perhaps?”

“No, I-I—”

Hudson stepped toward me. “In my office, maybe?”

I shook my head. The closer he came, the harder my cock got. It was inexplicable. No it’s not, you’re just a sissy slut. I couldn’t tell the voice to shut up this time, lest I expose myself as a nutjob. “Sir, I—”

His big arm reached around to grab a fistful of ass while his erect snake poked at my belly. I nearly melted feeling the tip insert into my belly button over the uniform. “Sir, I...what?”

“I’d like you to spank me.”

Hudson’s left eyebrow jerked upward. He patted my bum, a few light tests, feeling the texture, the consistency. I moaned before him.

“I know you would,” he whispered. “But I’m gonna have your friend do it while I watch. Then after that, we’re gonna have ourselves some real fun.”


We migrated to the dining room, where Hudson pressed my upper body down against the wood table. My face slammed against it while the skirt slipped up over my buttocks, readying them for Henry’s spanking. Hudson stroked them first, slipping his hand between the cheeks to caress my hole. A shiver bolted up my spine as I realized how much I enjoyed a man’s fingers traversing the crack of my ass. His fingers wrapped themselves around the meat of my left buttock and gave a firm squeeze.

“Such a pretty ass, kid,” he complimented.

“Thank you, sir,” I struggled to reply through the humiliation and lust.

“Gonna look real nice after your friend here paints it red.”

The fingers left my flesh as Hudson stepped away, signalling Henry to approach. I listened to the clik clak of his heels as he took the four steps to arrive behind me. Then, a hesitant hand reached out and made first contact with my ass, nervous fingers mapping the area they would soon strike. Henry’s hand was warm and a little wet from perspiration. The slender fingers gently squeezed my butt then sort of rubbed it like you would a dog’s rump. Despite the unsuredness of its motions, the hand expressed a genuine curiosity about the geography of my body as it ventured up along my back and down along my side. As it returned to my ass, it became more confident, gripping with a masculine control exhibited by our host.

“That’s it,” Hudson encouraged. “Now give him a good, hard spank.”

The hand left my body for only a moment, pulling back before Henry struck the width of his palm against my buttocks. I growled with pleasure, rubbing my face against the table, my body writhing in the sting’s wake. I turned back just enough to view Henry over my shoulder, the shock on his face giving over to prurient curiosity. He was starting to enjoy himself, made all the more evident by the full strength erection displayed prominently within his skirt.

“Hit him again,” Hudson demanded.

Without hesitation, Henry did. Harder. Hard enough it thrust my hips against the table’s edge. My penis jabbed at the wood, causing a sharp pain that subsided in the face of rising pleasure. “Ffffuck,” I moaned.

Without being prompted, Henry spanked me again, the high pitched clap following the same pathways charted by his earlier spanking. It chased after them throughout the mansion, following in the footsteps of countless earlier spankings. From a canted view, I saw Hudson’s lascivious grin.

THWACK.

Henry spanked me again. I could feel the redness blossoming.

THWACK. THWACK.

Suddenly, Henry seized my hips and thrust my ass backwards against him. The bulge of his fat cock pressed against my ass. He rubbed himself against me, overcome by the urge for more. It overtook his sense of rationality, superceded all thought with its raw, carnal interest. I felt it, too, like a furnace into which went my masculinity, my identity, my will to fight against these wayward thoughts.

He controlled me with one hand while the other smacked me some more, spanking as he ground his cock between my buttocks. “You like that?” he spoke.

“Yes, Henry,” I replied.

“Good bitch.”

He reached forth to seize a fistful of my hair, pulling my upper body off the table. My back met with his chest and my head laid against his shoulder. I turned to meet his gaze, a pair of inches from my own eyes, which dropped to trace the shape of his lips. Then we kissed like it was going out of style, our lips slipping all over each other, then our tongues spiraling in one another’s mouths, swapping spit, getting hungry with it. I turned around and wrapped my arms around Henry, holding his body against my own, the heat causing us both to sweat. To remedy this, we started stripping one another, peeling back the costumes that initiated this shift of character until they fell to the floor. Only the heels and thongs remained, two thin layers of pink fabric separating our throbbing dicks as they rubbed together. Our whole bodies rubbed together, nipples meeting and gliding over chests, soft bellies sharing sweat. Our hands roamed freely while we breathlessly made out, and I found Henry’s body as enticing as any I’d ever experienced.

“Excellent,” Hudson commented, immediately pausing this trance like attraction to one another. Our lips separated. We breathed heavy against one another’s face. Our hands froze on each other, Henry’s clasped around my buttocks, mine clutching at his back. Our cocks, too, remained in their rigid positions, two rods side by side.

Hudson approached, his own penis like the two of ours put together with another two into a freakish megacock, lifted to full power, tip smeared with precum. He rolled one hand over his round belly to wrap around the shaft, squeezing like a weapon leveled on the two of us.

“Now we’re going to take it outside.”

We shuffled toward the back door, avoiding eye contact with one another. It was as though we couldn’t bear the sight of each other if we weren’t engaged in sexual contact, too humiliated to address the existence of the other. Henry opened the door and we all stepped out onto the patio, a bright son of a bitch sun blasting down on us. I could feel the heat instantly, doubling my sweat as I raised a hand against its brilliance. But then I felt a hand wedged between my buttocks, thick and hot and powerful, which told me immediately who it belonged to. I turned to see the other hand thrust between Henry’s cheeks, fingers locked around our sacks.

“Take it into the grass, sissies.”

He removed his hands and used them to push us both forward. We stumbled off the patio into the luscious grass, which felt ticklish against the soles of my feet. I looked up to Henry who looked back at me with a certain degree of confusion, as though he wasn’t sure where to go from here. I sort of felt the same, as though we’d explored each other as much as seemed possible, our imaginations failing to reach beyond heavy petting into the world of penetration.

But when we looked to Hudson, standing at the edge of the patio with his heavy penis in both hands, it became clear. “Fuck each other,” he said, verbalizing it a moment after it dawned on us.

I looked back at Henry then, who was already slipping the pink thong from his waist. I quickly mirrored him until we were both naked, our johnsons pointing at one another. He stepped forward, then I stepped forward, adding a bizarre ceremony to the proceedings. It seemed particularly foolish to be slow about it, given the way our lust took over in the dining room, and yet in the harsh, unforgiving sunlight, with our bodies draped in the sun’s rays, we became tentative again.

But the motion didn’t cease and our limbs drew us closer, knees leading our thighs together, hands attaching to one another’s body again. We kissed, this time more sweetly, like this was our first fucking date. At quarter speed, I appreciated the soft delight of Henry’s mouth, the sensuous undulations of his tongue. His body quivered in my hands, then pressed in against me, our bare cocks now sliding against each other. His hands played in my hair while I squeezed his ass, lifting the cheeks and reaching between them to tease his puckered hole.

This seemed to prompt his turn, spinning his body until his ass faced me. I pressed against his upper back, signalling him to drop into the grass. I followed him down until I was hunched over his body, propped up by hands and knees in a doggy position. I kissed the back of his neck while I maneuvered my penis toward his anus. When the head made contact, I felt it pinch, then relax as he exhaled. I took advantage, pressing forward until I entered him, my head crossing the boundary.

Henry winced, but then he groaned, pressing his ass back against me. I matched his effort and continued to press forward until, slowly, the whole of my dick disappeared inside his anus. It felt warm. Warmer than warm, hot as hell, and when he squeezed the base of my shaft with his anus, I entered a new stage of ecstacy. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, the sweet, sensual pleasure of Henry’s butthole.

I pulled out until just my head remained inside him and stared down at the penetration. The tight, pink hole wrapped around my cock so tightly it looked like we had fuzed together. With both hands, I spanked the sides of his ass, watching the bubble butt ripple from the spank. Wet with a sheen of sweat, it glistened beautifully.

I slammed myself back inside him and we both shrieked with pleasure. “Fuck, Henry, your hole is so hot.”

“Fuck me, Ethan,” he begged.

I worked my hips behind him, patting the meat of his buttocks, the sound of our bodies connecting dissipating into the outside air. He turned to view Hudson at the patio’s edge, which prompted myself to watch the old man. He stood with beads of sweat rolling off his naked body, the robe discarded behind him. Both hands worked up and down his pole mechanically, aided with occasional spit to coat the massive fucker with lube. His eyes were all over us, roaming our bodies as we fucked. I began to play into it, rubbing myself for him, squeezing my own ass while I fucked Henry’s. Henry, in turn, amplified his performance with increasing moans and expressive faces while making eyes at Hudson. We became entertainers for Hudson’s amusement, fully immersed in our roles, inhabiting them.

I pulled away from Henry and stroked until he turned around, crawling up to my cock to suck it. His mouth first clasped around the head while he made eyes at me. Then it bobbed down to the base and slowly pulled back, sucking every inch of it along the way. Placing my hand between his shoulder blades, I reached back along his spine until I could grab hold of his ass. I gave it a hard spank while he blew me. I threw my head back and moaned into the sky, releasing the tension and frustration of our failed heist, forgetting completely the empty safe.

When Henry leaned back, seating himself on his heels, I admired the reflection of the sun in his beautiful thighs, the way his long, thick cock lifted at a perfect forty five degree angle. He leaned back on one hand while the other stroked himself, his belly clenching with pleasure. I leaned forward, understanding this to be my turn, and wrapped my mouth around him. His cock filled my mouth while I pleased him with my tongue, coating his shaft with my spit. Sweat rolled off my body into the grass beneath us while I lifted my rear toward the sky. As I had done, Henry reached over to spank it, clapping each buttock with his hands. He made little motions with his hips to thrust his cock deeper into my throat, forcing me to hold my breath.

When I leaned back, he raised himself up to his knees. I nibbled my lip in anticipation, excited to experience what he had moments ago. I turned and offered him my ass, which he took with both hands to guide backward onto his cock. Amply wet, he slipped with ease inside my rectum, stretching my anus to swallow his dick. “Oh god,” I moaned.

“Take this cock, Ethan.” He pumped himself inside me, filling the air with the sounds of our bodies, the squelching of my anus on his cock when it exited and reentered, the increasing volume of our excited screams of pleasure.

Then he thrust himself against me so hard I lurched forward into the ground, stuffing my cock into the grass. I rolled onto my back in time to receive him on top of me, laying his body against mine as we kissed some more.

“Very good,” said Hudson, beating his enormous cock in my periphery. “Now it’s my turn. Both of you, come suck this cock.”


CHAPTER THREE

We wasted no time obeying our employer, crawling through the grass to arrive at his pole. In unison, we placed our mouths against the sides of his shaft, our lips meeting around it as though we kissed with a wrist between our mouths. His hands played in our hair as we slid our lips up and down his long shaft, coating his warm cock with our spit. We reached the tip and began sucking him, kissing in-between trading off. Henry went first, struggling to fit his mouth around the mushroom tip. But fit he did and Hudson shoved his cock to the back of Henry’s throat, causing him to gag.

When he pulled away, spit dribbled from his chin. I tasted it as Hudson thrust our faces together, a sloppy make out session preceding my turn. When we finished kissing, my mouth was nice and wet for Hudson’s manhood. I attempted to loosen my jaws and carefully wrapped my mouth around him. As he had done with Henry, he thrust the branch toward the back of my throat. I choked. Saliva ran along his shaft, dripping off his balls. Dutifully, I held myself there, waiting until he was ready to pull away. I looked up at Hudson, his eyes aglow with lust. Naked on my hands and knees, my ass jutting into the air, I considered this the most humiliating moment of my life. I was getting dominated by an older, fat man with a cock the size of my arm and for what? Nothing. The safe had been empty. We’d come here under false pretenses only to have our asses and faces fucked, our bodies displayed, our masculinity undermined for the entertainment of this one louse.

And yet, I had never felt as satisfied in my life as when Hudson slapped the side of my face and said, “Suck that cock, you little bitch.” My own cock spasmed. Precum rained down between my legs.

Henry joined in, placing his face between the two massive, sweaty thighs of Hudson’s and thrust his head up into his groin to suck the balls. They, too, were immense objects, heavy and sweat drenched. Henry worked his mouth over the whole sack while I struggled to breathe with a foot long batting at my tonsils. We were sissies for Hudson’s gratification, all meaning lost beyond this one objective.

“Eat his ass while he sucks me,” he told Henry.

Obediently, Henry shifted back and stuck his face, previously slobbering on Hudson’s balls, in-between my buttocks. I could feel the impressive volume of spit collected in and on his mouth transfer to my anus and buttocks as he slathered both with his lips and tongue. I quivered to the sensation, never before aware of this erogenous zone. Hudson was unlocking all sorts of sexual deviancy in my mind, a consolation after unlocking his empty safe. I was grateful and showed it in my attention to his member. When he finally pulled himself out of my mouth, I gasped for air, watching stars blink in and out of existence all across my vision. It was a heady feeling, which paired with the sexual gratification of this moment to transcend into something heavenly. As close as they come, this was a religious experience, no question about it. My God was Russell Hudson’s cock, an angel sent forth to show me the way.

Henry motorboated my buttocks and I squealed with delight. “Is it nice and wet for me?” Hudson asked.

I looked up at him with naive confusion in my eyes, until I realized what he meant. He was going to fuck me. Terror and excitement swelled in my chest where they lifted my heart rate faster than a hummingbird’s wings. “Yes,” I answered breathlessly.

He patted the side of my face the way mobsters had done a hundred times when they called me “good kid.” Now I was “good slut.” Hudson motioned with his hand a signal informing me to turn around. I spun on my knees in the grass until my soaked ass faced Hudson and I came face to face with Henry. He kissed me and I could taste myself on his lips, the fear sweat and spit accumulated over the preceding half hour. Then he knelt and presented me with his cock, which I took into my mouth at the same time I felt the baseball bat sized erection pressing at my butthole.

Hudson spanked me. “Relax it,” he commanded.

I sighed on Henry’s penis while I unclenched my anus, permitting Hudson to thrust forward. The pain spread out across the entirety of my body. My eyes bulged to the incredible sensation of getting stretched well beyond what I thought was even possible. But as Hudson slid further inside me, using me like a fucktoy, I settled into the pleasure, chasing away the pain. His cock in my ass was everything. It was the world. It was the fucking universe and nothing mattered more than getting used by this man in this moment. I wanted to please him with my young, tight body, give him everything he ever wanted.

His meaty paws grasped my hips and pulled me further onto his spear. “Uhhnnnn,” I groaned, Henry’s still sizable cock filling my mouth. He pet my hair while he moaned softly himself, gently thrusting his shaft along my tongue. I could taste the salty discharge coating my throat and knew I had pleased him.

There seemed to be no end to Hudson’s dick as it continued to inch deeper into my chasm, finding new space inside me to occupy. It felt like I had been hollowed out and turned into a human fuck hole, made of nothing but meaty parts to grab and wet orifices to stuff cocks into. I had found the purest form of existence, my perfect version.

Finally, I felt his swinging testicles strike my own like a mace striking an enemy on the battlefield. They swung up and slammed into me, stealing my breath. When Hudson retracted himself, I felt the emptiness like a vacuum in space, desperate to be filled once more. When he slammed back into me, launching all twelve magnificent inches down to the hilt deep into my guts, I felt like a puppet whose actions were dictated by the motions of the dick within me. When he pushed himself inside, I launched forward on Henry’s cock. When he pulled back, I became half lifeless, sagging and slipping down Henry’s penis.

The rhythm of this pattern intensified until both men were nearly screaming with pleasure at having their cocks buried in my holes.

Suddenly, Henry ejaculated, shooting half his load down my throat and squirting the second half across my face as he pulled away. He stroked himself to squeeze every last drop from the tip of his dick, which I lapped up with my come covered face. It was thick, pearlescent, and delicious. I loved feeling it roll down my cheeks, loved rolling it over my tongue.

“Show it to me,” Hudson demanded. I turned my face to my shoulder and opened my mouth, displaying the mess Henry had pumped into it and all across it. Strands connected my lips and extended to globes falling from my chin. Hudson must have loved the look, because he started fucking me with a power I can only describe as bearlike. He gripped my hair and pulled me up against him, nestling his face into the crook of my shoulder. I moaned while he bit into my neck.

“Make out,” he said between kisses.

Henry walked on his knees until we were face to face, then our faces met and we spread his spurt across both our faces while our tongues lashed at each other. He ate up his own seed with gusto, still hard, I could feel, with his cock rubbing up against my own.

Between the contact of our bodies, the filthy act of snowballing, and the relentless upward jabbing of Hudson’s staff through my ass, I reached my own edge. My cock released the biggest load I’d ever shot in my life, a fountain of super thick, white come splashing across Henry’s sweaty, tan chest and belly, dripping down to his own cock. With our bodies pressed together, it coated us. Henry used it to jack himself off, then myself, his hand squeezing the two dicks together.

“You’re both naughty little sissies,” Hudson grunted, still stuffing himself inside me. Then he pulled away from me and I felt hollow all through the center of my body. To keep from falling, I braced myself against Henry, who held me in his arms, his hands holding onto my buttocks.

“What now, sir?” I asked.

“I’m gonna fuck both asses,” he told us. “Line up.”

We obeyed, no longer questioning any of his commands, but instead becoming excited each time he gave us one. It didn’t matter that we had already ejaculated. I could feel a second nut preparing itself and when I looked at Henry cock, figured it was the same for him, too. So we got on our hands and knees side by side such that our thighs were pushed together. We turned to one another and made out, our come covered lips sticking to one another.

Hudson stuffed himself into Henry’s ass and I saw the successive emotions on his face, those that I had experienced, the pain, then the ecstasy, then the cosmic transcendence that would define us henceforth. Yes, the sight of that old man taking my best friend forever changed me. There’s no going back. I’m a total sissy now. I knew in that moment the same was true for Henry. I could have told him the safe was empty and the concept of safes and money would have been so far from his thoughts as to be rendered meaningless. There was only Hudson’s domination, our own subjugation, and the cock that facilitated this whole awakening.

Hudson pounded Henry until Henry became nothing more than a fuck puppet just like myself. Then he switched, refilling my hole, which I found had tightened some in its absence. He stretched me anew, filling my body with his enormous johnson. He went back and forth while I stroked Henry’s face and kissed him, tasting the spit, the come, the sweet flavor of his humiliation as he tasted mine, the two intertwined now and inseparable in my mind. We were one in our new definition, a pair of fucking sluts for Hudson’s entertainment.

He worked himself in Henry’s ass until he was ready to launch. He pulled himself out and rained a shower of white globes across both of our backs, turning his immense cock back and forth like a power hose of come. I watched with fascination as it continued to pump from the shaft, each spurt preceded by a visible constriction further down the cock. It fired directly, a straight line to Henry’s ass, where it struck the flesh and ricocheted up across Henry’s sweaty, bare back, some droplets hitting me. Then he turned and the next spurt did the same on my ass until the both of us were covered in what seemed like buckets of semen.

Then Hudson rested his heavy manhood on my ass, reaching over to smear his come across Henry’s. Henry quivered to the touch, and I witnessed his cock spurting against, firing into the grass beneath him. It inspired my own second round and as it left my shaft, sparking a series of spasms throughout my body, I latched my mouth around Henry’s and we fell into the grass, groping one another as our cocks emptied into one another’s laps.

Exhausted, we lay there in our own filth and stared back at Hudson and the shame of what we’d done flooded over the both of us, signaled by the heat I felt in Henry’s body through my arms surrounding him. We looked at the cock that had turned us into these sissies, beginning to droop, but still freakishly massive.

Hudson waved it at the both of us. “Same time tomorrow.”

And we knew we would be back.
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“My, my Carl, you do like it rough.”
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“Suck my dick.”
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CHAPTER ONE

I stood naked at the foot of the bed, my work attire laid out on the mattress before me. A short maid’s dress, white stockings, black heels. Beside the uniform, a pink thong. Not the traditional garb a twenty two year old man would ordinarily be asked to wear for work. But I, Anthony Peters, don’t have a normal job for a twenty two year old man. That’s because a year ago I got fired for stealing supplies from the office where I worked. As it was the only job I’d had out of college, my work experience was pretty thin, my resume wanting. Nobody wanted to hire a thief.

Until I met Grant Hudson.

After burning through all the office jobs I could find, I veered toward customer service. Still, no one would hire me once they called up my last employer and got the lowdown on my departure. That was when I got desperate.

“Male maid” the header read. “Must be comfortable with uniform. $15 an hour. Full time.” It seemed innocent enough. I’d never done domestic work, barely cleaned up after myself at home, but if the homeowner was willing to hire me, I told myself I’d figure it out.

So I showed up to the interview, a huge mansion with a gate out front. At first, I thought, this guy is rich. Then I considered how much cleaning a house of that size required. My heart sank. Still, I didn’t care. I was running out of savings and I would do anything to keep from going back home to live with my parents. Independence meant the world to me, I didn’t want to sacrifice my freedom over one stupid mistake.

I parked alongside two sports cars and a swanky SUV, then rang the buzzer. After a moment listening to the bells echoing within the cavernous foyer, I saw a figure through the window descending the spiral staircase. The man was huge, like a TV wrestler. Given the fancy digs, I wondered if he might be. Though, when he answered the door, I didn’t recognize him.

Mr. Hudson wore a rather intimidating scowl, his ocean blue eyes boring holes right through me. I felt like he could already see the dark mark in my past, but I decided to proceed with the interview, throw myself at his mercy and basically beg for the job.

Little did I know, the begging would come later.

We stepped into his living room, shafts of light pouring down from windows in the high ceilings. He sat in a luxurious high backed chair while I seated myself meekly on a couch opposite. Two meaty hands wrapped around the arms of the chair.

“You stole from your last employer.”

He’d done his research already. “I did,” I said shamefully. “It was an extremely stupid mistake, I regret it every day. Maybe they didn’t tell you, but I did pay every penny back to them—”

“I don’t care.”

Relief flooded over me. “You don’t?”

He shook his head. It was big, every part of him was big, like a caveman, but cleaned up, made suave. He had dark hair he slicked back with mousse, a clean-shaven square jaw, and veins that bulged in his neck. I pictured him for a moment tearing away the dress shirt to expose a hairy chest before picking up a club and bashing a saber tooth tiger with it. Except, when he spoke, he sounded educated. “No. You’ll not have a moment of privacy in this position. I’ll be watching you every moment of your shift.”

I eyed him curiously. “You will?”

He nodded. “You recall the listing? You’ll be in a special uniform.”

I shrugged. “That’s alright,” I said. “I’m okay with that.”

But then he stood, walked slowly to the closet, and returned with what looked to be a slutty Halloween costume. “This,” he said, laying it across the cushions beside me.

I looked down at it with a slackjaw. “Are you serious?”

“That’s the job, Anthony. Take it or leave it.”

He gathered up the maid’s uniform and headed back for the closet. I watched while panic blared in the front of my thoughts. No! it screamed. You need money! “Wait!”

He paused, turning back around, the tiny dress dangling from a hanger held out to the side. “Yes?”

“I’ll do it.”

The first display of emotion appeared in his features, a suggestive grin. “Change for me.”

My eyebrows jumped up my forehead. “Now?”

The way he looked at me not only answered for him, but told me how easily I could lose out on this opportunity if I didn’t obey. So I hastily undressed, slipping the maid’s uniform over my body, still wearing my briefs underneath. Blushing, I put my arms out to the side in presentation of myself. “Good,” he said, eyeing me. The end of it barely extended beyond my ass, I felt humiliated, but it sounded like I got the job. “Tomorrow, be here by seven. You need to be shaven. Also, I will have underwear for you, those briefs are unacceptable.”

What? Why? What is this? But I knew asking any of those questions might get me fired before I even started. So, instead, I replied, “Sure thing, boss.”

“You will refer to me as Mr. Hudson,” he corrected.

I nodded sheepishly. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“And I will simply call you maid.”

And that was it. I got the dream job. Though, it wasn’t my dream, but Mr. Hudson’s. A bizarre fantasy I had to play out for him, lest I lose my apartment in the city and my entire life along with it. He told me to grow my hair out and keep my body clean shaven, stipulations I dutifully obeyed. After the first week, he introduced makeup into my uniform. By the end of the first month, with my brown hair grown long, with the maid get-up and the makeup, I hardly recognized myself in the mirror. I wasn’t Anthony anymore, I was “maid.”

I slipped the thong over my legs and secured my cock inside the soft fabric, settled the string between my cheeks. Then I pulled the black and white maid’s outfit over my head until the skirt (barely) covered my ass. It was tight around the middle and frilly from the waist down, with white lace at the end. I sat at the edge of the bed and pulled on the black heels, then made my way into the guest bedroom’s adjoining bathroom to apply the makeup.

He gave me options and liked for me to choose. I considered that strange at first, but admittedly got into it. I preferred the darker lipsticks, which he seemed to enjoy as well. Today, I opted for purple and matched it with violet eye shadow. A little blush and my face was ready. Finally, I coiled up my hair, having grown it past my shoulders, into a neat bun at the back. I observed the finished product in the mirror, a pretty little maid. I was on the thinner side, with golden skin, now smooth on my shaven thighs.

I looked like a girl, kind of a hot one, I had to admit. Part of me was disgusted, but another part was secretly turned on. I never would have considered crossdressing, but working as Mr. Hudson’s slutty maid changed everything.

After a deep breath, I walked back through the guest bedroom, down the hall, and into the kitchen where I found Mr. Hudson waiting for me every morning. As expected, his massive body perched itself upon one of the chairs pulled up the island, newspaper folded before him. A pair of reading glasses balanced on the bridge of his nose while his eyes skimmed the text of whatever article grabbed his attention. That was, until I grabbed his attention, those deep blue eyes cutting from the pages to my body, beginning with my feet, then slowly, so slowly, dragging up my legs, over my uniform, until finally meeting my own gaze. There was an animal behind those eyes, barely contained.

His fingers folded the paper and laid it flat on the countertop. “Very good.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hudson.” I curtsied. I learned that Mr. Hudson appreciated that feminine flare. The first time I did it, it was mocking, but after a while, I sort of got into it.

“Good morning, maid. Are you ready for the day’s work of chores to complete?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“Good girl.”

I blinked. It was the first time he referred to me as a girl. While I dressed up like one, even acted like one, we had never explicitly addressed all that weirdness. Until now. “Uhh…” I stammered.

Mr. Hudson stood from the seat, stealing my breath. He towered over me, and as he approached, I fell under his great shadow. He stopped within a foot to peer down at me, that stern gaze of his still affecting. “What’s wrong?” he asked. I thought I detected a taunting tone.

“Um, nothing, Mr. Hudson. Nothing,” I said, trying to recover.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you, maid?”

I nodded nervously. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

That subtle grin appeared on his lips. My stomach did somersaults. “Very good. Now, let me hear you say it.”

“Say it?”

His eyes narrowed.

“I’m a good girl.”

He raised a finger.

“I’m a good girl, Mr. Hudson.”

He lowered his hand. “There we go. How does that feel?”

“I’m sorry?”

“How does it feel to own up to the fact that you are a girl, maid?”

I could feel the color flooding my cheeks. I blushed harder than I ever had in my life, because I’d never felt more embarrassed in my entire life. Embarrassed, or hot? questioned a little voice in the back of my thoughts. What?! No! But a little twinge in my penis betrayed my attraction. “It feels good, Mr. Hudson.”

“A relief, no?”

I bit into my bottom lip and exhaled. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

Then he did something that he’d never done before. His meaty hand reached around my body to tap the meat of my right buttock. With a quick motion, he spanked me and the sound reverberated in the tiled kitchen. A little squeal escaped my lips. That grin on Mr. Hudson’s face expanded to a lecherous smile. “What was that, maid?”

I simply bit into my bottom lip, my eyes avoiding his. Yet, all the while, my cock was getting harder. What’s going on?

“Maybe if we do it again, we’ll find out.” This time, he steadied my body with one hand gripping my shoulder while the other rared back and struck my ass, a loud, hard spank. His palm struck beneath the end of the dress, striking my bare cheeks.

“Ohhhmmm,” I moaned. What the fuck?!

Mr. Hudson chuckled. “There it is again. What was that, maid? Now, admit it.”

My breath ran away from me. In a soft voice, I answered, “A moan, Mr. Hudson.”

He patted my shoulder, then leaned against the island, his eyes crossing over my body once again, now flush with shame. He crossed his arms, amplifying those huge biceps of his. “Do you know why you moaned, maid? It’s because you liked it. Because you like all of this. Because you’re a sissy slut. And do you know what else?” He leaned forward, reaching around to grab a handful of my ass underneath the skirt. I didn’t pull away, let his claws dig into the meat. He was so close his breath spilled across my face. “You’re my sissy slut.”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.” The words formed on my lips before I could even think them, as if on instinct. But before I had a chance to question the reaction, Mr. Hudson spun me around and shoved me forward.

“Though we can’t spend all day spanking you. There are chores to be done. Get to work, maid. I’ll be watching you. Staring at you in that little maid’s outfit while you work.” And I knew he would, he always did. But after the unexpected morning, I believed he would do more than watch today.


CHAPTER TWO

Mr. Hudson followed me as I made my way into the living room. On the floor beside the coffee table rested a bucket with a scrub bush soaking in soapy water. The white carpet featured a circle of darkness, likely coffee, I guessed. It wasn’t splashed, instead a neat stain. Mr. Hudson had likely poured a bit of his morning roast into the carpet intentionally. That was how much of this job operated, little scenes set up by Mr. Hudson for me to enter and clean.

Like any other day, I understood my role and set to work while Mr. Hudson took a seat in the fancy chair. He’d carried his newspaper with him and opened it while crossing his legs, stealing glances over the edge. I lowered myself onto my hands and knees, inspecting the dark stain. It looked fresh and I hoped it wouldn’t be difficult to remove. If I struggled to lift the coffee from the white carpet, I figured more discipline would be in order.

I plunged one of my hands into the prepared soapy water, still pleasantly warm. I lifted the scrub brush from the bucket and pressed it against the stain, leaning forward with my butt in the air. I angled myself such that my ass faced Mr. Hudson. I peered back over my bare shoulder to view him. Sure enough, the paper folded down to allow his eyes a clear shot of my buttocks. They lasciviously buried themselves in the sight, I could practically feel them like hands crawling up my legs. My breath hitched and I returned to my task, rubbing the scrubber into the carpet, soaking the stain with soap. Back and forth, back and forth, until I felt sweat dotting my brow.

Dammit. The stain proved a stubborn little bastard. I worked at it harder, heating up my body. A sheen of sweat covered me by the time I managed to even lighten the stain to a dull brown color. Releasing the scrubber into the bucket of water, I wiped my forearm across my forehead and exhaled.

Still bent over, I looked back to find the paper had settled down in his lap and he stared on unabashedly. I blushed, feeling those eyes on me again, tracing the pink thong between my now sweaty buttocks. The cock hidden beneath the fabric stiffened. What the fuck? Today was shaping up to be weirder than any before it. Something was in the air, an electric sexual charge emanating from Mr. Hudson that I could feel attaching to my body. It pulsated, vibrating in my skin.

Sure, I’d found parts of the gig entertaining. Admittedly, playing dress up had a certain appeal to me, but I never questioned my sexuality. Until that moment where I felt Mr. Hudson’s intentions the way a doe must when it stares down a hunter. Except I didn’t feel like running. I secretly enjoyed the fire in his eye. Little did I know how strong it was. “Did you finish with the stain?” he asked.

I turned back to the faded circle. “I tried my best, Mr. Hudson.”

He sighed, then set the paper on the floor beside his chair and stood, walking over to the center of the living room. Bent over before him, I felt like a dog staring up at its master. He looked down, squinting to perceive the stain. At first, I thought I’d done a good job, believing he couldn’t see it. That was dashed when he spoke, “It’s still there in the carpet, maid.”

Defeat swept over me. “I just can’t seem to get it any better than that, Mr. Hudson.”

He clicked his tongue and shook his head. His eyes drifted along my back, down from my exposed shoulder blades to the little skirt, which had ruffled up in my vigorous cleaning. I could feel the bottom of my butt cheeks exposed. Naturally, that’s where he stared, that raging inferno glinting in his eye. My teeth nibbled into my bottom lip while I arched my back for him. What are you doing? Making him happy, I thought, wasn’t that the job? Then why are you getting excited? My cock spasmed, alerting me to its hardness. Precum leaked into the panties. Oh my god. I bit into my bottom lip as hard as I could.

Mr. Hudson dropped down onto his knees beside me. “Perhaps you require a little motivation, hm?”

“What sort of motivation, sir?” I listened to my voice, high pitched and weak. I couldn’t help it, that was all I could muster. Something was happening to my body and I was helpless to stop it.

“Punishment,” he answered, swiftly striking my bare ass with his wide, flat palm.

“Ah!” I shrieked, feeling the sting spread out across my smooth bottom. To keep from squealing, I bit into my lip again, which resulted in an uncontrollable moan. “Mmmm.”

He spanked me again, filling his house with the sound of my humiliation. I hadn’t been spanked since I was a toddler, and here I was, a grown man (or so I thought), bent over half naked in this man’s mansion getting my buttocks smacked like a naughty child. “A good maid knows when to go to extra mile,” said Mr. Hudson, “when to put elbow grease into the stains to get them out of the carpet.” He spanked me again, harder. Heat raced to my cheeks, no doubt leaving deep red marks. Again, harder. Harder. My mouth opened, I screamed a guttural moan and felt my cock quiver within the pink thong. I couldn’t lie to myself, I loved getting disciplined by Mr. Hudson. It wasn’t just the sensation of his strong hand against my bare ass, but the domination of it. The control. The sense that he ruled over me. God, it was so hot, despite the fact I thought I was straight.

Three more times he thwacked my buttocks, full hand reaching across both cheeks to clap them loudly through the mansion. The sound raced up the stairs, into the kitchen, and returned after echoing off the back wall.

When he finished, he stood, leaving me in that hunched over position, humiliated on my hands and knees beneath him, my ass beat red and exposed. I looked up at him sheepishly. Mr. Hudson turned me into a submissive slut with the strike of his palm. “You’re doing a terrible job today,” he informed me. “I’m very disappointed.”

“I don’t want to disappoint you, Mr. Hudson,” I said in a little voice.

He sighed. “Well, perhaps you may recover yet. I have to workout now, you’ll join me in the gym and clean the equipment. Understood, maid?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“Get up.”

I pushed myself off the floor and carefully stood back onto the heels. Even standing, Mr. Hudson towered over me. I looked up into his blue eyes then proceed down the hall into his gym, listening to the click-clack of the heels against the floor. He followed behind, watching as I crossed my legs for him. When we entered the gym he removed his shirt, exposing his formidable physique, a hairy, broad chest and arms packed with stones. He laid beneath the bar and prepared himself for an initial set. A quick estimate of the weight count returned three hundred. Good lord, I thought. I could barely press a hundred. I watched him pump the iron a moment before he settled the bar back down and said, “Get to work, maid.”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.” After all, I didn’t know what I was staring at. Perhaps I was envious of his masculine appearance. I was so feminine by comparison. Especially since I’d shaved my body for him, let my hair grow long. Except I enjoyed those things. More and more, I realized, each passing day a little closer to admitting it to myself. Today would be the day I finally embraced my feminine side entirely. While I used the spray bottle of cleaner and a handrag he kept in the gym for me, I wondered when he would touch me again. Secretly, I desired it. I could still feel the sting of his spanks in the meat of my ass. The sensation tingled, like a million little nerve endings firing at once, crawling out across my body. It made me feel vulnerable, embarrassed, and horny. I craved more.

I started with the mirror, spritzing the bottle at the reflective wall, then running the rag across it. In the mirror, I watched myself, a pretty girl cleaning the gym for a real man’s use. My lipstick still looked neat, as did my eye shadow. A real girl.

The admiration for my transformation was cut short when I spotted Mr. Hudson looming behind me. I inhaled as I spun around to face him. The sweat glistened across his chest, which heaved with each breath. He looked like a warrior fresh off the battlefield. “What are you doing?” he inquired.

“Uh…” I stammered, taken aback by his imposing frame. I’d watched him work out before, but he’d never approached me with his shirt off. It was an arresting sight.

He snatched the bottle from my grip. “Did I say clean the wall?”

I thought back to his instructions. What did he say?

“I said to clean the equipment,” he said, as though reading my thoughts. He sighed and his hot breath showered over my face and chest. “This isn’t even the correct cleaner for the mirror.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hudson.”

“You should be, maid. You know what you are? You’re not a maid today. You’re just a sissy.”

I swallowed. “A sissy?”

He grabbed my face, bringing it nearer to his. I lost my breath. Fear fluttered in my chest, but lust burned in-between my legs. “You need to be taught your place, sissy. Do I need to punish you more?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

He grinned at my misstep.

“Uh—I mean—”

“Oh, I heard you,” he said, then reached between my legs. I shrieked when I felt his fingers latch around the hot pink thong covering my penis. Then he pulled it down along my smooth legs until it reached my feet. I stepped out of the thong, becoming naked beneath the skirt of the maid uniform. The breeze from the AC floated past my raging erection, dripping precum onto my heels.

Mr. Hudson balled the thong in his fist then shoved it past my red lips into my mouth. I opened my jaws to let him, holding the thong in my mouth. “You’re a sissy slut, maid. Let me hear you say it.”

“Ah uh isthee thluh,” I said, struggling to speak with the thong in my mouth.

“Do you know why I put your slutty thong in your mouth, maid?”

I shook my blushing face.

“To keep you from putting your foot in your mouth.” He laughed. “Now, I’m done with the bench, clean my sweat off of it.”

I nodded as he handed me back the spray bottle, then moved over to the bench while he crossed his arms behind me. With the thong in my mouth, I knew when I bent over I would show him my naked ass. It didn’t matter, some part of me wanted to show him.

I bent over as far as I could to ensure the skirt lifted up my ass. I could feel my cheeks opening and my asshole puckering when the open air hit it. I was showing Mr. Hudson my butthole while I cleaned his sweat off the workout bench. The realization smacked me as hard as his hand when he spanked and I could feel the tension ramping up in my cock. More precum leaked from the tip. Without the thong to capture it, it fell in a long, clear stream to the floor.

“What was that?” Mr. Hudson asked.

I pinched my eyes shut, realizing he saw.

“Is that precum, maid?”

I turned back to stare at him, a ferocity in his eyes. He stepped up to me, plucked the thong from my mouth, then said, “Clean it.” After a moment, he added, “With your mouth.”

I dropped down to the floor where the few dots of my precum landed and opened my mouth, extending my tongue toward them. I licked up the precum while he stood over me, watching. “Good girl,” he said.

I groaned. “Thank you, Mr. Hudson.”

Then he said something that made my heart skip. “Time for bedroom chores.”

With Mr. Hudson behind me, I slowly ascended the spiral staircase. Careful not to roll my ankles, I laid each heel very purposefully upon each step. In all the weeks I worked as his maid, not once had I risen to the second floor. It seemed a private place, where only Mr. Hudson was allowed. He struck me as a rather discreet man, not keen to share much of his life with anyone. I didn’t even know how he was so filthy rich, despite never really leaving the house.

Careful, lay each foot down carefully. The shoes made it damn tricky, but I was determined to succeed. Hours upon hours of practice turned me into an expert. Turned me into a sissy. By the halfway mark up the staircase, I began putting a little sass into each stride, swaying my hips, crossing my legs, making a show for Mr. Hudson whose eyes I could feel like two burning pokers against my backside. He watched me like a hungry predator and my cock rebelled against the skirt. A flirty peek back over my shoulder revealed his own erection, a thick log bouncing between his legs as he followed me up the stairs.

I blushed and immediately returned my attention to the stairs, another wave of self-consciousness crashing over me. What are you doing? The answer, of course, was obvious: you’re seducing your boss by acting like a slutty maid. Yet that explanation didn’t quite connect, my mind still reeling from the discovery of my new identity. I was the maid. His maid, at that, and I was going to perform my duties for him, ego and sexuality be damned. Those were concerns for a later time, likely compounding into regret tomorrow, but today was for the delicious conclusion of our little game. I would burn all my pride and the shreds of my masculinity at the altar of Mr. Hudson.

I braced myself against the railing to balance, but in my caution, Mr. Hudson caught up with me. I felt his body suddenly press against me, his breath playing in the hairs on my neck. “Ohhh,” I shuddered.

His hand gripped my hip and pulled me against him, that tree of a cock rubbing against my ass. “Move faster, maid.”

He gave my ass a thwack. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

He released me and I stumbled my way to the top of the stairs. I managed to keep upright until that last step, catching the spike of my heel against the lip of the floor and falling forward. Sprawling out across the floor, the skirt flew up over my butt and I lay an embarrassed fool at Mr. Hudson’s feet.

Towering above me, he looked on disapprovingly. “You can’t handle the heels, maid?”

“Sorry, Mr. Hudson.”

“It’s alright,” he said. “Perhaps you should take them off.”

It felt like failure. “No, no, I can’t handle them I—”

He raised a hand and I fell silent. “You’ll take them off. And since you’re incapable of functioning in your uniform, you’ll remove all of it.”

My jaw fell open. I didn’t know whether it was fear or excitement tingling in my skin, but I began to sweat again, coating my body in a sheen. I carefully rose back onto the heels and followed Mr. Hudson down the hall and into his bedroom. He sat at the edge of his bed while I stood before him, a humiliated sissy maid.

“Strip,” he barked. “You don’t deserve the uniform.”

“Yes, sir.”

With shivering hands and a fluttering heartbeat, I stared into his captivating blue eyes while I undressed. I lifted the maid’s outfit from the skirt up, pulling until it slipped from my body and dropped to the floor beside me. Fully naked, I bent forward to unlatch the shoes and step out of them. Back on my bare feet, I felt puny in his presence, despite Mr. Hudson being seated on the bed. He was still a hulking giant, dwarfing me by comparison.

I blushed watching his eyes survey my nude body, the glistening, golden skin, the soft hips and belly, the smooth thighs, the feminine frame with the hard cock in the middle. There was no hiding how much I enjoyed being treated this way. He stood and my breath caught watching him rise before me. I stepped back, but his hand reached around to snag my hair. He pulled out the bun and let my brown hair unfurl around my shoulders. “Even naked, you’re still a slutty girl, aren’t you, maid?”

I nodded obediently, feeling a deep craving swell within my belly. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“And whose slutty maid are you?”

“Yours,” I said, then nibbled into my bottom lip. His eyes fell to my mouth, the glossy lipstick coating my lips. He placed his thumb between them and I obliged its presence, opening my mouth for him. Pressing against the plump lip, he smeared the lipstick across, drawing a line over my cheek. Make me messy, Mr. Hudson, I thought. After being made into a slut, I wanted him to unmake me completely.

He shoved his thumb into my mouth then and I sucked. I don’t know why, but it felt like the right thing to do. I was in character, intuiting the right actions. Perhaps I read the instruction in his gaze, fire behind those ocean blues. My tongue lashed across the tip of his thumb while his other fingers wrapped around my soft jaw, forcing my head back and forth, causing me to moan. I loved his control, the way he commanded me with his words, with his touch, with his eyes. His free hand ventured south, gliding along my ribs, then my stomach, then around to the small of my back, sliding through the sweat collected there before slipping between my buttocks and grabbing hold of the left with shocking strength. “Mmmm,” I moaned against his thumb. Pressed up against him, I could feel the fat cock in his sweatpants becoming eager.

Then, abruptly, he parted from me, stepping back to the bed where he seated himself once more, watching me reel from his absence, naked and dizzy. It took a moment for my breathing to catch up. When it did, my eyes fell to his lap, where he had lowered his sweatpants to expose that monster between his legs. Thick, red, menacing, like a dagger of flesh. He wrapped one fist around the base, leaving still six inches more beyond his knuckles. It was the biggest cock I’d ever laid eyes on, bar none. That included porn, which I’d been an avid consumer of (and in that moment considered I hadn’t been jerking off to the women, instead watching them with envy).

“I sweat during my workout,” he informed me. “Since you fail to clean my house, I’ll settle for you cleaning my cock. Suck the sweat off me, maid.”

I swallowed. I had never sucked a cock before, the thought had never occurred to me. Yet, presented with the proposition, my mouth watered in preparation. Without thought, I moved to him, first dropping to my knees, then onto my palms, crawling over the carpet of his swanky bedroom to meet Mr. Hudson at the edge of the bed. He stroked slowly as I made my way, swinging my hips side to side, arching my back for his viewing pleasure.

Then I arrived between his legs and the cock loomed in my vision, a missile longer than my face. Panic swelled. You don’t know what you’re doing. I took a breath and peered up his muscular physique to those devilish eyes. They beckoned me forth.

I exhaled then lifted my lips to the shaft, placing them gingerly against the warm flesh of his cock, and gave it a little kiss. It elicited a rumbling moan from Mr. Hudson, which in turn caused me to moan. Pleasuring him pleasured me. I took hold of the base and slowly rubbed my face along the length of his penis, feeling the heat in my cheek. My lips met the tip and I wrapped them around the head like a lollipop. Sucking, I licked across the tip of his cock, sliding my soft hand up and down the massive organ.

“That’s it, maid,” he commended. “Good girl.”

I opened my mouth, leaving his cock on my bottom lip to answer, “Thank you, sir.”

Then, with our eyes attached, I dropped my mouth entirely around his cock, taking half of it in. Tonguing the eye, I made his growl with ecstasy. Yes, I thought, moan for me, Mr. Hudson. I wanted to make him as hot as he’d ever been in his life, prepared to become the naughty slut he needed.

While one hand stroked, the other cupped his heavy balls, and I serviced Mr. Hudson shamelessly, a girl between his knees giving him the blowjob of his life. He threw his head back and howled, loving the wet pleasure of my mouth. Then he looked down and caressed my face with both hands. I purred, bobbing my face farther down on his shaft.

His hands clasped around the sides of my head, covering my ears, holding my head in position. He’s going to face fuck me. I didn’t budge, kept rigid for him. “Take this cock, bitch,” he said before pumping that fat cock into the back of my throat. I felt the urge to gag nearly overtake me, but suppressed the impulse, intent to take him, all of him, every inch of that superior manhood down my throat. Spit collected on the shaft, dribbled down my chin, but I didn’t pull away. He kept fucking my throat and my own cock quivered, oozing precum from the tip. I felt it on my smooth thighs, rolling down to my folded knees.

He reached the base of his cock, my face pressed against his rock hard abdomen, and held me there. “You suck cock like a real bitch, maid.”

I tried to respond, but I couldn’t even breathe. Instead, my tongue wriggled underneath his shaft filling my mouth and throat. Tears sprung to my eyes, my face turned red, then purple. Before I passed out, he withdrew himself, a long string of spit connecting his cock to my lips. More of it poured out of my mouth as I coughed, coating my chest.

He grabbed hold of my face and thrust it against his wet cock, smearing my makeup all over my messy face. “You worship this cock, don’t you?”

Breathless, I responded desperately, “Yes, sir.”

He tapped the side of my face and stood, pulling his sweatpants over his raging hard on. “Good, now dust.”

I blinked, staring on in bewilderment. “Sir?” I asked, as if questioning, don’t you want to finish?

“Don’t make me ask twice,” he said, and I was up on my feet, the world still tilting back and forth while I swallowed deep breaths of air. I fumbled around the bedroom until I recalled the duster was tucked into the outfit. Bending over to retrieve it, I nearly fell, bracing myself against the bed to keep from collapsing. Apparently, as I had, a splatter of drool made its way onto the duvet.

His hand seized my arm immediately. “Did you just get spit on my bed, maid?”

I looked up to meet his angry gaze before turning down to find that indeed I had. A little wet circle soaked into the pattern of his soft comforter. “Oh, no, I’m sorry, Mr. Hudson.”

“Come here,” he demanded, seating himself again on the bed.

Before I could oblige, he tugged me over his lap, my cock rubbing against his muscular thighs. “Ohmmmm,” I moaned just before he swatted my ass.

“Naughty little bitch!” he shouted.

“Yes!” I screamed while he spanked me red. My ass jiggled relentlessly, the wet claps filled the mansion.

On the last spank, his hand rested against my stinging, hot ass, gripping the meat roughly. I chewed my lip and rubbed my cock against him. “You’re filthy,” he said in a calm tone.
“Yes, sir,” I groaned.

“Get in the fucking shower.”

He threw me from his lap and pointed toward the bathroom.


CHAPTER THREE

I sauntered through the bedroom to the adjoining bathroom, my bare feet crossing over the cool tiles. The master bath was huge, the size of my own bedroom, with a brightly lit vanity, jacuzzi hot tub, and a shower the size of my bathroom. The glass door opened to the brown tile interior. A showerhead descended from the center, a stainless steel square two feet on any side, with a hundred little holes where the water would rain.

I stepped onto the brown tiles, intimidated by the luxury of it all. Against one wall were two dials. One, presumably, turned the water on and adjusted the temperature, while the other performed some mystery function. Not knowing which was which, I spun the right until the overhead shower began raining a stream of warm water. It washed over my body, clearing away the spit and sweat from my skin. It heated my body, the steam filled my lungs. It reinvigorated me.

I turned to the second dial, curiosity compelling me. With my right hand, I spun the knob and suddenly streams from the walls shot out, water striking me from all sides. I startled, a little squeal escaping my lips.

“The second knob changes the setting.” I peered through the open door to where Mr. Hudson’s voice emanated. He was a dark silhouette in the growing steam, collecting in the bathroom. He had shut the door behind him and stood like a statue before it. Like fucking Bigfoot. Squinting, I could see he had removed his sweatpants entirely. Naked, his third leg extended at a right angle from his waist like an accusatory arm raised to finger me in a courtroom. He wrapped a fist around it and began to stroke. His eyes cut through the steam and I could see them running along my nude body. “Wash up,” he commanded.

The steam crawled down my throat to implant a warmth in my chest where my heart thudded. I rotated under the shower until my ass faced Mr. Hudson and then I began running my hands over my body, cleansing myself with the hot stream. My fingers grazed over my sensitive nipples, came down along my sides, reached back to caress my ass. I lifted each cheek, letting them bounce in turn as I dropped them. Then I went in-between, rubbing against my hole, getting hot, irreversibly turned on in front of this older man. It was over now, I realized, fingertips teasing my puckered asshole. I was going to be his.

Heavy, wet footfalls alerted me to his proximity, nearing the shower. I didn’t stop, continuing to rub between my buttocks. I could feel the water running over my sensitive anus, squeezing, then releasing, allowing myself to stuff a finger inside me. “Oh!” I shrieked to the surprise sensation. But then I moaned, pushing the middle finger of my left hand all the way into my butt.

As I retracted and stuffed again, I felt his strong hands wrap around my wet shoulders. The cascading water bounced off his chest and across my back, ricocheted all the way down. His mouth and nose pressed against the top of my head, burying into my soaked hair. “Good girl, finger that hole for me.”

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, continuing to work my finger in my tight hole for Mr. Hudson. His hands caressed my body, holding me against him, running down my front while my belly quivered.

“You’re so soft and beautiful,” he whispered against my hair.

My breathing shallowed. The finger slipped again down to my palm. “Thank you, Mr. Hudson.”

“Such a pretty little thing.”

I chewed my bottom lip, groaning with pleasure, with craving. He was teasing me and I was ready for him. “What do you like to do with pretty things?” I asked coyly.

He pressed his face against mine, then lowered his lips to my neck, chewing the flesh. I shut my eyes and laid my head against his shoulder, moaning unencumbered. Stubble scratched, but the sensation of his lips and teeth around my vulnerable neck sent me through the roof. Like a gazelle in a lion’s maw. Consume me, Mr. Hudson.

“Get on your knees, bitch,” he growled, then stepped back.

I didn’t waste any time, dropping to my knees in the shower, the water splashing over my face and body. I maneuvered forward until his cock was in my face and I sucked him desperately, like I needed his cock to survive. Wrapping both dainty fists around his enormous shaft, I bobbed my mouth along his enormous dick, my whole body working to please him. His fingers entered my hair and grabbed hold, groaning while I blew him like a good sissy slut. I understood my purpose in that moment, the directive to please a real man. Mr. Hudson became my reason for living, the need for money a forgotten memory. I didn’t care about getting fired, I wanted nothing more than to give Mr. Hudson my body for his use. He could do whatever he wanted with me and I was prepared to allow it. More than that, I would enjoy it, too.

Spit mixed with the flow of water running over my face, but I didn’t allow it to distract me, diligently working my mouth up and down like a machine over Mr. Hudson’s masculinity. “You look so cute with a cock in your mouth,” he told me.

I took my mouth off him for one second to reply with gratitude, “Thank you, Mr. Hudson.” Then I was back to work, sucking my employer’s hard on until he was prepared to fuck me. Because that’s what I craved most. I needed him inside me, filling me up, completing this humiliating transformation. Without that final act, I wouldn’t be a true sissy slut.

“Spank yourself,” he directed.

I obeyed, reaching back to slap my ass while sucking him. I grabbed the cheeks, pulled them apart, hit them to echo out from the tiled shower, all the while moaning, the vibrations pleasing him.

“What do you want now?” he asked.

A tiny part of me, an almost imperceptible voice in the back of my thoughts, cried out, pleading with my lust not to respond. It was the last trace of Anthony Peters making a desperate bid to prevent the final stage of my transformation. I thrust him into the depths as I took my mouth off Mr. Hudson’s gigantic penis and replied, “I want to please you with my ass, Mr. Hudson. I want you to fuck my pretty, tight butthole.”

He grinned, the water running off his features to fall upon mine. He puckered his lips and spit, which fell with the shower to splash across my face. I opened my mouth to swallow it. “Good girl. Stand up and give me that ass.”

Using his body for balance, I placed my hands against his rock hard physique and stood. He kissed me then, inhaling my breath until I had none left. Then he spun me around and thrust me against the tiles of the wall. I threw up my hands and planted them against the wall overhead while Mr. Hudson took hold of my hips and pulled my ass back toward him.

“Beg,” he said.

My eyelids fluttered along with my heart. “Oh, god, Mr. Hudson, please, please fuck me.” His hands played with my ass while I continued, “I need to become a sissy slut and I need your cock in my ass so bad. Please, please make me your dirty maid fucktoy, I want you to bang my ass until you shoot your fat load, Mr. Hudson. Please?”

With one hand, he cradled my face, turning it back to meet his eye. “Say that again.”

“I want you to bang my ass until you shoot your fat load, sir.”

He smirked nefariously. “The other part.”

“I need to become a sissy slut?”

He nodded. “That’s right. You know what you are and what you need, don’t you, bitch?”

Air expelled from my lips, seemingly never to return. “Fuck yes, Mr. Hudson. I’m a sissy sluuUH—” His cock stretched my hole, entering me with the aid of my spit and the water raining over us. I relaxed to permit its further stuffing, but it was almost too big. I couldn’t believe a cock was entering me, let alone one as large as Mr. Hudson’s. Gradually, he worked himself inside my hole and I squealed with delight, ecstatic at the sensation of being filled like a girl. My cock pressed against the wall, heightening my pleasure while I pressed myself against him.

It took a minute, but he eventually slipped himself entirely inside me and I could feel it deep within, my chasm filled by his manhood. Then, ever so slowly as if to toy with me, he pulled out, and his absence was almost too much to take. But then, as if reading my thoughts, he slammed back inside, clapping his torso against my buttocks. “FUCK!” I screamed.

He seized my throat, pressing his face against mine. “You like that cock, don’t you, maid?”

“YES, SIR!” I cried.

He pumped it inside me again. Nerve endings fired throughout my entire body, a firestorm of synapses relaying extreme pleasure all the way to my fingertips. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of me was greater than anything I’d ever experienced. “You’re a girl that loves cock, hm?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson,” I groaned.

“And you’d do anything for cock, wouldn’t you?”

“OH!” I shrieked as his cock slipped out of me, then pierced me again. “Yesss, anything, sir.”

“You need your sissy hole fucked or you’ll lose your mind, won’t you?”

I felt like I had already lost my mind and I never wanted to find it again. “Yes, sir.”

“Tell me you want this fat load again.”

“Oh, god, Mr. Hudson, I need your fat load, please come for me, I’m begging you.”

He wrapped an arm around my body and gripped my throat while his other hand pulled my hips back and forth onto his cock, shaking my body ruthlessly as he pounded my hole, working up to the edge. He was forcing me into my own climax, my cock slamming against the tiles with every thrust. “Take it, bitch!” he growled.

Then I felt it. Mr. Hudson’s cock sprayed a fat, hot load deep within my ass, coating the walls of my sissy chasm. It felt like a never ending flow of semen as he kept working himself deeper, the stickiness coating his shaft. In the excitement, my own orgasm lept from my penis to coat the wall with my juice. As he pumped me against the tiles, it smeared across me, turning me into a dirty, come-covered mess. I absolutely loved it. Even as I expected the shame to flood over me in the wake of our mutual climax, all I could think was how proud I was of myself for being Mr. Hudson’s obedient sissy.

“Good girl,” he said, kissing me.

“Thank you, Mr. Hudson.”
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Reid and Smith walk over to the door that was marked dressing room and find lingerie and makeup. They again looked at each other.

“Reid, what have you gotten us into?”

“How was I supposed to know the leader of the Thunder Dogs was gay, and he would choose us to be his pets? How bad could it be? We’re gay. It’s not like we don’t know what to do or what he’s going to do to us?”

Smith just shrugged and found some lingerie that was his size. He saw the case of makeup. “Are we supposed to put on makeup, too?”

“He did say to use everything in here.”

Reid finally found something that fit him, and they both sat down in front of the mirrors and began applying makeup. Reid wasn’t too bad since he had sisters, and he used to watch them put on their makeup. Reid was having a hard time.

“Here, wipe that off and let me do it.”

Smith wiped off the makeup he had putting trying to put on and turned toward Reid. Reid had already applied his makeup. “Wow, you look great. How did you know how to do that?”

“I grew up with two sisters. I used to watch them. I picked up some pointers.”

It wasn’t long before Reid had Smith looking like a million bucks. “There, what do you think?”

Smith looked at himself in the mirror. “Wow, if I didn’t know better, I would have thought I was a totally different person.”

They each grabbed a wig to finish off their ensemble and went out to find Damon.

Damon had been sitting in the shadows anxiously anticipating Reid and Smith’s return. His manhood was beginning to hurt, being squished in his tight black jeans. When the door to the dressing room opened, he looked up in disbelief. If he hadn’t known better, he would not have recognized the two men who walked out of the room. He moved forward hesitantly.

“My, God, you two are breathtaking.”

Reid and Smith both blushed. “Thanks.”

“Come on, follow me.”
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CHAPTER ONE

The music thumped in the room as people danced and drank. The smell of alcohol was strong, but it was a bar, after all. Ray bopped behind the bar, filling drink orders and chatting with people. His dream hadn’t been to work at a bar, but he’d started working there in college and found that he could make decent money.

He was in his mid-twenties but looked every bit of 17. The bar he worked at had a “strict” dress code, and that was to wear as little as possible without getting in trouble. Ray wore a plaid button-up shirt with only one button closed. His tanned abs glistened in the bar lights as women and some men tried their best to reach across the bar and touch him.

He had learned early on if he let them think they had a chance, they would give bigger tips. So he’d lean in close to the bar as they stretched their horny hands towards him and slid just out of the grasp. There was always that one woman, usually the middle-aged soccer mom, who had the quick hand. She’d grab his waistband and pull him close before shoving money down his pants.

Another trick, well, more like a safety measure, that he learned early on was to keep his long hair pulled back. It only took a few days getting pulled onto a woman’s lap from them grabbing his hair for him to realize it had to stay up.

This shift had been a bit on the slow side compared to the rest of the week, which was odd for a Friday night, but that was okay. Ray had plans for after work, and he was glad he wasn’t having to work the night shift. Escaping one last grabby hand, he slipped to the back to the break room.

It was the end of the month, so rent was due. Normally, he would have just paid electronically, and everything would already have been taken care of. However, March had been a good month for tips, probably because of March Madness, so he had decided to pay in cash. He had been pretty rough on his bank account that month as well. He’d booked a hotel and some other fun vacation plans that he was going to do later in the summer. It was a good thing his tips picked up the slack.

He slammed open his locker and shoved his apron inside, along with his work shirt. He pulled the black t-shirt out and covered his upper half before reaching in to grab the envelope he kept for his tips. He normally took his tips home every night, but he had brought all of it with him to work that morning so he could stop by his landlord’s place to pay the rent before heading home.

Finally, his hand touched the envelope, but it was flat. That wasn’t right. It was full of money when he locked it up earlier, and it most definitely wasn’t flat. Ray pulled it out and looked. It was empty.

“No! No, no, no. This can’t… Who the…”

Ray couldn’t complete a full sentence. His head spun, and his stomach turned flips. He had never missed a rent payment since he had been in his house. He couldn’t start now. He wasn’t quite sure what Robert’s policy was on late payments, and he didn’t want to get kicked out. It was a nice place. He still had the tips he made tonight, but it wouldn’t be enough to cover the rent. He’d just have to talk to Robert. Surely he’d be understanding.

Ray grabbed the rest of these things and raced to his car. He’d deal with the thief later. About 30 minutes later, Ray pulled into Robert’s driveway. When Robert came to the door, he was only wearing swim trunks and holding a glass of wine. For a man of 50, he didn’t look too bad.

“Robert, I have a problem,” Ray stated.

“Is something wrong with the house?” Robert asked.

“No, the house is fine. It’s about the rent.”

“Ah, that is due today. You normally have it paid by now.”

“Yeah, I know, but here’s the deal. I was going to pay it with my tips this month, but somebody stole them out of my locker at work today.”

“That’s unfortunate, but the rent is still due today.”

“I know, but I was hoping that it would be okay if I paid you in a couple of days. I may be able to work some things around with my savings, but it’ll still take a couple of days for it to get to you. I also have tonight’s tips that I can give you.”

“How much were your tips tonight?”

“Just over $300.”

“That’s not even half.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I don’t know who took the money, but it had to be somebody I work with. Hell, I don’t even know how they go into my locker.”

“You really shouldn’t keep money like that in a work locker.”

“Yes, I realize that, and I normally don’t, but….”

“Look, you’re a good tenant, but I still need payment of some kind today.”

“You can’t give me a couple of days?”

“Didn’t you hear me? I said payment of some kind.”

“What does that mean?”

“Come on inside, and I’ll lay it out for you.”

Robert stepped to the side and motioned for Ray to come in. Robert had been waiting for something like this. He had three rental properties that he had been renting for 20 plus years now. He’d seen tenants come and go and even had to evict a few. Over the years, he had made special arrangements for tenants who could pay their rent, but he had only offered one other person what he was going to offer Ray tonight.

Ray had never actually been inside of Robert’s house. It was a decent-sized house and had a lot of expensive gadgets, but it didn’t look too ostentatious. He could clearly see that there was a pool in the backyard, along with a hot tub. Considering Robert’s attire, there was a good chance he had been in the hot tub when Ray showed up.

“Let’s go out back and enjoy the hot tub while we talk,” Robert said.

“I don’t have any swim trunks with me.”

“That’s okay.”

Robert winked at Ray as he led him outside. From what Robert had in mind, swim trunks would not be needed. Robert sat on the edge of the hot tub, letting his feet relax in the warm water. He took a sip of his wine and looked up and Ray.

“So, Ray, do you have a girlfriend or anything like that?”

“No, but what does this have to do with rent.”

“I was just making sure that nobody could get jealous about what I’m getting ready to offer you.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s really a good thing that you are pretty.”

Robert stood up and pulled his swim trunks down. He tossed them over to the side and stood there with his dick hanging out. Ray’s eyes widened. Now it clicked.

“Oh, I… That’s…. I can’t…”

“You can, and you will if you want to keep your house. In fact, I think this arrangement would be easier than you have to pay me. You can keep all of your hard-earned cash while you suck my hard-earned dick.”

“I… I…”

“Come on, you’re a pretty boy. You can’t tell me that nobody has ever made you their bitch before. Hell, I’ll start out easy on you tonight, and I won’t ask you to dress up. I’m just going to need that long hair of yours taken out of that bun.”

Robert walked over to Ray, reaching up; he tugged the hair tie out of Ray’s hair. His hair bounced down around his shoulders and covered half of his face. Ray was stunned. He didn’t move. He just stood there and let Robert do whatever he wanted. Robert pulled the black shirt over Ray’s head before moving down to his pants. With one swift movement, Robert pulled Ray’s pants and underwear down to expose his flaccid cock. It was bigger than Robert had expected, but that was okay. He knew how to use a big dick. Robert ran his hand over Ray’s cock and up to his chiseled chest.

He took Ray’s hand and led him into the hot tub. Ray had only been wearing flip-flops and had kicked them off when Robert mentioned getting in the hot tub. Ray mindlessly followed Robert. Robert sat on the edge of the hot tub once more and motioned for Ray to sit next to him. He reached a hand into Ray’s hair and began to push Ray’s head towards his lap.

“Wait,” Ray said, finally getting pulled out of his daze, “I can’t do this. I’m not gay.”

“And neither am I, but I like to fuck pretty boys who dress up as a woman. In fact, I have a wife.”

“You have a wife, and you’re doing this?”

“Relax, she’s in England on business. She won’t find out. I normally do this at the tenant's place anyway.”

“You’ve done this before?”

“Once, about ten years ago, there was another guy just like you. Single, hot, and had the perfect little sissy body. His dick was tiny, though, so that was unfortunate. He wasn’t nearly as honest as you were about the rent, so he still had to pay rent while fucking me. However, for you, let me have that ass whenever I want it, and you can live in that house for free for as long as you want.”

“But… I… what about your wife?”

“It’s okay, she knows. She fucks who she wants too.”

“Has she ever…”

“No, no. This is my business. She has her own. Now, are you going to suck it, or will I have to evict you?”

Ray looked at Robert’s growing dick. He felt Robert’s hand, still in his hair, push his head forward. Ray tried to relax in his grip and allow his head to be pushed down. He closed his eyes as his mouth grew closer to the old man’s cock. He could smell his musk before the tip touched his lips.

With hesitation, he parted his lips and allowed the dick to slide inside his mouth. Robert’s dick was huge, so it didn’t take much before Ray’s mouth was full. Robert sighed. Ray kept his eyes closed as Robert moved his head up and down his dick. This wasn’t fun for him. It was weird, and his jaws were already hurting trying to accommodate Robert’s size.

Robert quickened his movements and pushed Roy farther down on his cock until he could fill the tip of his dick tickle the back of his throat. He gagged, and tears welled up in his eyes.

“Fuck, yes. I love a virgin throat,” Robert groaned.

That’s when something strange began to happen. With every grunt and groan that Robert made, Ray was getting turned on. His dick twitched with excitement as Robert continued to push his dick deeper down his throat.

Robert pulled Ray’s head up. He stood up, bringing Ray to stand next to him. With a strong hand, Robert pushed Ray over. He planted his hands on the concert in front of him. Robert rubbed his finger across the tight rosebud of Ray’s ass.

“I don’t know about this,” Ray stammered.

“Just relax. I’ll take it easy on you this first time.”

He hadn’t been all that easy on his throat. Why would he trust him to be easy on his ass? Ray sighed and tried to relax. His dick was hard and twitched with excitement as he felt the tip of Robert’s cock press against his asshole.

This didn’t make any sense. Why was he enjoying this? He had never done anything like this. Even in college, he had never experimented. He tensed when the first inkling of pain hit.

“You have to relax, or this is going to hurt,” Robert ordered.

Ray tried to relax. He took another deep breath, but as soon as Robert pushed a little more, he tensed again.

“Look, take a deep breath in and hold it for a second, and then slowly let it out.”

Ray did as Robert told him to do. As he took a deep breath in, Robert pushed inside of him, and as he released the breath, he felt Robert slide all the way in. His ass hurt. It didn’t hurt nearly as bad as he thought it would, but it was still uncomfortable.

“I suppose I could have gotten you some lube, but I figured if you could handle it like this, we would get along just fine.”

Ray dropped his head down with a sigh as Robert slowly moved in and out of him. Lube would have been nice, but as Robert moved, he hit something inside of Ray that caused excitement to rip through him. The cock in his ass felt good. He reached his hand between his legs to stroke his dick.

He groaned as Robert fucked him harder. Just like he had done when fucking Ray’s throat, he didn’t take it all that easy on his virgin ass.

“Fuck, you’re right,” Robert grunted.

That was all it took. Ray groaned and came. He dropped his hand back to the ground, his dick becoming flaccid once more. This seemed to excite Robert. He fucked Ray’s ass harder. Still not as hard as he wanted to, but Ray’s tight ass sliding up and down his dick felt great.

The warmth enveloped Robert as he groaned and shoved his dick deep inside of Ray. He came, filling Ray’s ass with his warm cum. He pulled out with a sigh. Robert sat down inside the hot tub with a smile on his face.

Ray’s legs shook as he turned around to sit down. His ass was sore, so sitting was fun. Finally, he decided just to walk back over to his clothes and get dressed.

“Go home, take a shower, and I’ll see you tomorrow. We’ll hash out the details of this arrangement. What time do you get off work?” Robert asked.

“I work until midnight tomorrow.”

“I’ll be waiting on you when you get home.”

Ray left, dazed and more than a little confused. He did as Robert had told him. That night, he didn’t sleep all that well. All he could see in his dreams was Robert’s cock, and the grin he had on his face.


CHAPTER TWO

The next day, as Ray got ready for work, he wondered how long he could keep up the arrangement with Robert. That’s when he thought of it. If he could get the money and pay Robert, then maybe he wouldn’t have to repeat last night. Even though last night had been surprisingly fun. As soon as he got to work, he marched up to his manager.

“Somebody got into my locker yesterday and stole my rent money,” Ray shouted.

“Easy, Ray, I’ve got your money. It was on my desk when I came in this morning. It seems whoever took it had a change of heart. I believe I know who it was if you want to file a report about it,” his manager said.

“No, they gave it back. It was my rent money, and I was supposed to pay it yesterday, but hopefully, my landlord will take it today.”

“Look, I put one too many people on the schedule today because I wasn’t expecting Keith to show up. Since you have a rent problem, would you like to take the day off? I don’t think you’ve had one-off in two weeks because you’ve been covering for others.”

Ray thought about it for a moment. It had been a while since he’d had a day off, and maybe he could get things worked out with his landlord. He didn’t much like the idea of thinking about Robert for the entire shift.

“Yeah, that would be nice.”

His manager handed him the money, and Ray raced back out of the bar. As soon as he got in his car, he called Robert.

“Hey, I have the money for the rent. The guy who took it returned it. I got the day off. I can bring the money to you now if you want.”

“No, just head home, and I’ll come by.”

“Okay.”

Good. It sounded like he was going to take the money, and there would be no need for them to have sex again. The odd part was, there was a part of Ray who felt sad about not getting fucked by Robert again. Ray drove home, and as he pulled into the driveway, he saw Robert’s car pull in behind him. He waited by his car, the money in hand.

“How about we go inside and talk,” Robert said.

“Okay.”

Ray led the way inside. He seriously hoped that Robert just wanted to have a friendly chat. Robert took a seat on the couch as Ray grabbed a drink for them both. He sat down across from him and placed the money on the coffee table in front of him.

“There’s the money, so we don’t have to keep up the other deal,” Ray said.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t let you do that,” Robert said.

“Why? It’s just one day.”

“No, that’s not the problem. If it was anybody else, I’d take the money, and everything would be fine. But you have something special. You use your body to earn that money, so in a sense, you are paying me with your body even when you pay to be cash. I just want to cut out the middle man and have your body. You can keep these tips and enjoy that vacation you’ll be taking in August.”

“How did you know about the vacation?”

“I was at the bar you work at about a week ago, and I overheard you telling one of your coworkers.”

“Do you come to my bar often?”

“Yeah, actually, when you applied for renting this place, I checked in to see if you worked there and if you made enough to rent this place. I do that sometimes because I’ve had people who lie or who think they can make enough through tips to pay the rent. I don’t like evicting people. I liked the bar, so I go at least once a week. I never said anything because I didn’t want to weird you out. But to say I was excited to see you flaunt your body for tips would be an understatement.”

Ray felt his face blush with embarrassment. Robert shifted, showing that his cock was already hard just thinking about Ray at work. Ray was getting excited too, which confused him even more. He had to get him to take the money.

“I would much rather just pay you the rent.”

“I don’t think you would, so why don’t you put that away while I go out to the car and get something for you.”

“What?”

“Trust me.”

Robert ran outside and came back in carrying a bag. He tossed the bag at Ray.

“Go put on those clothes.”

Ray looked inside and found women’s clothing.

“What? Why are there women’s clothing in here?”

“Put them on. You will dress like a woman every time I want to fuck you. Your ass is mine whenever I want it. I’ll give you two days off a week, I’m thinking Monday and Wednesday. I’m sure you’d rather have the weekend off, but the weekend is when I’m the horniest because my wife is normally fucking somebody else. You do this for me, and I’ll never ask you for another cent. All of the money you work hard for will be all yours. Now, go get dressed.”

Ray reluctantly changed into the clothes Robert had brought over. He pulled on a tight pink skirt and flowery, low-cut blouse. His long hair danced around his shoulders as he walked back into the living room. Robert sat on the couch, completely naked, stroking his hard cock.

“You look pretty, you little slut. Come here.”

Ray crept over to Robert. Despite the fact that he didn’t want to do this, his dick was getting hard, pushing up the fabric of his skirt. Robert leaned up and rubbed his hand over the bulge in his skirt. Ray wasn’t expecting what happened next.

Robert pulled the skirt up over his hard-on and slipped Ray’s dick inside of his mouth. Robert swallowed his big dick with ease. He slurped around the dick in his mouth. Ray moaned as Robert sucked his dick. He did things that no woman had ever done to him. He was balls deep in Robert’s mouth. Robert grabbed his hips and shoved the dick deeper down his throat. Ray felt his dick and the familiar warmth run from the top of his head to the tips of his toes. With another grunt, he came in Robert’s throat.

Robert’s hand pumped up and down on his hard dick, and he happily swallowed Ray’s load. He quickly spun Ray and pulled him down in his lap. Catching Ray off guard, Robert slid his dick in Ray’s ass without giving him a chance to tense up.

Ray screamed with the pain and the pleasure that this caused. Ray’s arms were clasped in Roberts's large hands as he hammered his dick in Ray’s ass. The room was filled with the sounds of grunts and screams as Robert fucked Ray senseless.

Ray’s cock grew hard with excitement as his head flopped back, overtaken by the sensations running through his body. He was still confused as to why this felt so good. It was becoming clearer that he wouldn’t be able to stop this from happening, nor did he want it to stop.

Robert stopped before pushing Ray to the floor and shoving his dick in his mouth. Ray gagged.

“See, isn’t this better than paying rent?” Robert stated.

Robert held Ray’s head fucked his throat. Spit and pre-cum rolled out of Ray’s mouth as he tried to take quick breaths each time Robert pulled out. Tears poured down his face with each gag.

Ray reached down and stroked his semi-hard cock. Robert grunted and shoved his dick down Ray’s throat before cumming. Ray coughed and gagged as he struggled to swallow the load.

“Fuck, man. You took that like a champ.”

Ray slumped on the floor as he caught his breath. His dick twitched and throbbed with excitement. He hadn’t gotten off like he did the night before. Robert looked down at Ray, a big grin on his face. He knew what to do with Ray’s erection.

“Come on, sissy boy, let’s see what you’re made of.”

“What?”

“You want to take care of that erection or not?”

Ray just nodded, unsure of what Robert was hitting at. Ray could have a ditsy streak at times, but when Robert leaned over the couch with his ass cheeks spread apart, Ray took the hint.

“You either shove that huge dick in my ass, or you are going to have to deal with it yourself.”

Ray got up, his legs a little shaky, and stood behind Robert. He figured this was the next logical step in whatever was happening to him. For whatever reason, he enjoyed having his ass and face fucked, so maybe fucking another guy’s ass wouldn’t be that bad.

He slowly pressed the tip of his dick against Robert’s asshole. He didn’t know how hard he would need to push or how easy to go. He knew it had hurt a bit when Robert just shoved his inside of him.

“Fuck this shit. Sit down. Let me show you how it’s done,” Robert ordered, standing up and pointing towards the couch.

Ray sat down on the couch, his dick standing at attention. Robert straddled him and grasped Ray's cock. He lowered himself down until he felt the tip touch his asshole. Then using his weight, he pushed the cock inside of his ass until he was sitting in Ray’s lap.

Ray moaned as Robert’s tight ass swallowed his dick. Robert slowly rocked back and forth. With each movement, he moaned. Then Robert sped up his movements. Soon, he was bouncing up and down on Ray’s large dick.

The men moaned and groaned with excitement. Ray gripped Robert’s hips to steady himself against Robert’s crazy movements. Then he felt that familiar sensation. His body tensed as he reached the edge of an orgasm. His hips bucked wildly as he came, filling Robert’s ass with his cum.

Robert slowed his movements, grinding his hips into Ray’s lap and milking every last drop of cum out of his dick. With a sigh, Robert stood and got dressed. Ray sat on the couch, stunned and satisfied.

“Do you work tomorrow?” Robert asked.

“Yeah, I have closed, so I won’t get out of work until sometime after two.”

“Okay.”

And with that, Robert left as if nothing had happened. Ray sat for a few more minutes on the couch, still wearing the women’s clothing Robert had brought him. Eventually, he got up and showered.

The rest of the day seemed to drift by unnoticed. Ray was in a fog of sorts. His mind struggled to wrap around the events that had transpired in the last 24 hours. Also, the fact that he had enough cash to pay the rent, yet his landlord wasn’t willing to take it.

At just after midnight, Ray headed off to bed. He had tried to watch television, but his mind always went back to the same thoughts; the sight of Robert bouncing on his dick or Robert’s dick being shoved down his throat. As it turned out, going to bed wasn’t the solution he had hoped for.

As soon as he closed his eyes, those same images came to mind. Except for this time, they caused a little problem for him. With his cock hard with excitement from the day's memories, Ray sighed and rolled over to take matters into his own hands. He had to get some sleep, but that wasn’t going to happen with an erection.

As he stroked his cock, he closed his eyes and tried to picture what it had looked like when Robert was fucking him. He saw himself dressed like a woman, overtaken by the sensations of a man’s cock rocking in and out of his ass. It wasn’t long before his balls tightened, and he covered his own hand in cum.

With a sigh, he was finally able to roll over and get some sleep. As he had figured, his dreams were filled with the same images. Some of them weren’t recreations of what had happened but dreams of what could happen.

The next morning, he woke up at a little past ten. When he walked into his kitchen to fix some coffee and find something to eat, he found a package on his counter. The note on the top said: Here’s a little something to wear under your uniform today. Please don’t disappoint me. – Bob

Ray ripped open the box and pulled out a tiny pink thong. To his surprise, he felt a tingle of excitement run through his body. The pants he wore at work would definitely show off the top of the thong, so everybody would know what he was wearing. He couldn’t possibly do that. Somebody would say something. Then again, there were guys he knew wore things like that. They made more tips for some reason than the guys who wore boxers.

He laid the panties back down and returned to fixing his coffee. They had to have been from Robert; that’s the only thing that made sense. But was he going to allow himself to possibly be humiliated at work? Since he asked him not to disappoint him, that meant he was probably going to be at the bar that night. Then the thought of, “What would he do if I didn’t wear them,” crossed his mind.

They had a deal, sex in exchange for rent money, it wasn’t a deal that Ray necessarily liked, but it was growing on him. What would Robert do if Ray didn’t play his games, though? Would he go back to accepting money, or would he just kick him out? There was also the possibility that he would simply work harder to embarrass Ray and get him to do what he wanted.

Great, now Ray’s morning was going to be focused on his worried thoughts once more. It wasn’t long before Ray looked at the clock and saw it was a quarter to four. Work started in about an hour. He went to get dressed and saw the panties still sitting on his counter. After a moment of thought, he grabbed them up and took them with him as he headed off to his room to get dressed.

He stood in front of his mirror, completely naked, holding panties.

“Here goes nothing,” Ray said with a sigh.

He slid them up over toned legs. After they were pulled up into place, he adjusted himself. There really wasn’t much use in it. The fabric in the front wasn’t big enough to hold his dick and balls. He had no choice but to have his balls hanging out of one side while his dick was pinned to his lower abdomen. The lace was scratchy, and the string up his ass wasn’t comfortable in the least, but here he was.

He put his pants on, and sure enough, the top of the thong could easily be seen over the waistband of the low-rise jeans he had to wear for work. He tried tucking it down into his pants, but every time he took a step, the thong would rise back up.

“I either wear it and be embarrassed, or I don’t and face whatever repercussions I get from Robert,” Ray said to himself.

He’d rather face embarrassment than find out what Robert would do in retaliation. He pulled a shirt on before grabbing his keys and heading off to work.

When he arrived, one of his coworkers, David, was getting ready for his shift. David was one of the men who he had seen wear thongs to work. He picked around as David took his shirt off to see if he was wearing a pair today. Sure enough, he was. Ray sighed, hoping that nobody would pay any attention to his thong since he wasn’t the only one wearing one.

Ray pulled his shirt off and stuffed it in his locker before grabbing his apron and tying it around his waist. He hadn’t noticed that David was standing off to the side watching him. When Ray turned around, David smirked.

“I see you have chosen to join me in exposing more booty,” David quipped.

“Well… I…” Ray stammered.

“Hey, it’s nothing to be embarrassed about, and the patrons love it. Don’t be surprised if you experience more grab ass. However, it does take a brave man to choose pink.”

David sauntered past Ray towards the door of the break room, but not before slapping his ass as he went by. Then the other door opened, which meant more guys were coming in for their shift. Ray froze, expecting somebody to say something to him for his choice in underwear. But nothing was said. The two men that walked in together were chatting away as they got ready for their shift.

Ray raced out to the bar and got clocked in, and did his best not to think about his situation. The first hour seemed to fly by. Nobody came onto him, and his coworkers didn’t mention anything. Once six rolled around, the bar began to fill with more people looking to forget about their day. That’s when things started happening. Ray was busing a table when a woman came up to him and grabbed the thong strap as she ground against his leg.

“Dance with me, big boy,” she stammered.

“Sorry, ma’am, but I’m working,” Ray replied.

“Oh, stuff it. I see what you are packing. Use it on me, and I’ll give you a big tip.”

“No, ma’am. I’m working, and I think you’ve had enough to drink.”

“Don’t tell me when I’ve had enough to drink.”

Ray walked away from her. However, she pulled on the thong strap and pulled it to a weird angle that wasn’t completely uncomfortable but also rubbed him in a way that Ray liked. He tried to nonchalantly fix himself, but it was impossible to do. That’s when he heard the familiar voice.

“I can fix that for you,” Robert said.

Ray jumped, nearly screaming, as he turned to look at Robert.

“I’m glad you’re wearing my present. I wasn’t sure if you’d entertain me,” Robert said with a grin.

“Well, I wasn’t sure what you would do if I didn’t.”

“It would have been your first offense, so I’d have gone easy on you.”

“Good to know.”

“What do you get your break?”

“I don’t know. Whenever Chad decides to give me one.”

“I’ll be here all night. Let me know when your break is as soon as you find out.”

“Okay.”

Ray raced back to the bar before he was yelled at. What had started out to be a quick and easy shift had suddenly changed. Ray caught himself looking at his watch every few minutes. As business picked up, it helped distract Ray a bit more, but that changed when Chad came out.

“Ray, take an hour once you see David come back.”

“Okay.”

He looked around and saw Robert staring him down. Ray walked over to him, holding a drink to make it look like he was working.

“Once David gets back, I get an hour.”

“Good. Come outback. I’ll be waiting.”

“I only get an hour.”

“That’s fine. Just come out back.”

Ray couldn’t decide if he felt excited or scared. He also felt a little hungry, but there was a good chance he was going to have to deal with it. Robert disappeared through the sea of people as Ray made his way back to the bar. A few minutes later, David showed back up. Ray clocked out and headed to the break room. He slid his apron into his locker before heading out the back door.

Sure enough, there Robert was, waiting for him. The back of the bar was dark. There were no street lights to illuminate the staff parking lot. The lot also couldn’t be seen from the road, and there were no windows on the backside of the building. It was the perfect place for people to do things and not get caught. In fact, several of the workers would go out back to smoke on their break. On a few occasions, Ray had seen street workers bring “clients” to the parking lot. Nobody said anything because they were usually patrons of the bar as well.

Robert stood against the wall, and while Ray couldn’t completely see him, he could just make out that he had his cock out, stroking it.

“Come here,” Robert ordered.

“Can’t we go to someplace more private, or at least get in my car?”

“No, I like the idea that somebody could come out and see us. Besides, it’s dark enough; nobody would likely notice.”

“We could just do this at your place or mine after I get off work.”

“I can’t wait until sometime after two to have your ass. Now get over here. You’re wasting precious time.”

Ray sighed and walked over to Robert. Robert pushed him to his knees and shoved his dick in his mouth. Ray’s throat relaxed more easily this time as Robert fucked his face. Robert had a handful of Ray’s long hair, using it to help shove his face down on his cock.

Ray’s cock grew hard, pushing out of the small piece of fabric. His pants were too tight to allow it any more room to grow, so it started to hurt the harder it tried to grow. Robert yanked Ray to his feet and spun him around.

“Drop your pants,” Robert ordered.

Ray did as he said, quickly relieving his aching cock. Robert pushed Ray against the wall before shoving his dick in his ass. Ray moaned a sigh as Robert began to pound his ass. With nothing to hold onto, the only thing that was keeping Ray standing was Robert’s death grip in his hair with one hand. Ray kept his hands against the wall, trying to stabilize himself.

Robert reached a hand around Ray and grabbed his hard cock. As he fucked Ray, he stroked his cock. The men grunted and moaned as they each grew closer to the edge. Ray’s breath quickened as his balls tightened before he came, covering the came in front of him with his cum. Robert sped up his thrusts before burying his cock deep inside of Ray and filling his ass with cum.

Robert walked away, pulling up his pants and disappearing around the building.

“Why does he just disappear like that?” Ray whispered.

Ray pulled his pants back up and got his cock as comfortable as possible in the tiny thong before heading back in. Thankfully, nothing had gotten on his pants. He had just enough time to eat a bit of food before he had to return to work.


CHAPTER THREE

The rest of that shift was an interesting one. Between getting hit on by men and women for his pink thongs, and the feeling of cum dripping out of his ass, Ray was ecstatic when he finally got to leave. As he pulled into his driveway, he sighed with relief when he realized Robert wasn’t waiting on him. It wasn’t that he hadn’t come to enjoy the sex; he just wanted to go to bed. It has been a long ass shift. But that relief came to a screeching halt when he walked inside.

Robert wasn’t waiting on, but there was another present and a note. This time, it was a big box. There was no telling what was inside of it. Ray pulled the note of first. It read:

Talked to your boss today. He gave you tomorrow off, so I expect you at my place by noon tomorrow. I know you’ll need your sleep. You will be wearing what is in this box when you get there, or there will be serious consequences. And I mean EVERYTHING! – Bob

What the hell did everything mean? What right did he have to talk to Chad? While Ray felt angry and embarrassed, there was that new part of him. That part of him that was growing stronger with every passing day. The part of him turned on excited by the idea of what was in the box and what Robert had planned for tomorrow. Actually, it would just be later that day. It was three in the morning, after all.

Ray ripped open the box and found women’s clothing inside. That wasn’t a big surprise, but there was more in the box than just that. He pulled out a tight leather skirt, a red thong, a red deep-cut blouse, and knee-high leather boots. After all of the clothes were pulled out, that’s when he saw something else.

The stainless steel-leather combo shined in the bottom of the box. Ray wasn’t naïve to what it was. It was a chastity belt but with a butt plug attached.

Ray’s mind exploded with thoughts, but his tired body soon took over. He left the items lying on his counter as he trudged to bed. That night, he couldn’t remember dreaming. He simply slept, which was a nice change of pace.

The next morning, after having a cup of coffee, he picked up the belt and looked it over. It would be easy putting it on himself, but there he stood, completely naked in the middle of his kitchen, stepping into the belt. The butt plug wasn’t that big, so he was able to slide it inside of him without too much of a struggle. Then he had to figure out how to get his dick inside of the cage. After a minute, he figured out how to slide it in then it closed and locked around him. He suddenly became aware of the fact that he didn’t have the key to the belt. There hadn’t been one in the box. Of course, Robert wouldn’t give him the key.

There was nothing else to do but to get dressed and head over to Robert’s. After putting on the outfit Robert had given him, he admired himself in the mirror. He didn’t look half bad. It was still a bit odd to see himself in women’s clothing, but he looked good.

Thirty minutes later, he pulled up outside of Robert’s house. The drive had been interesting with the belt on and the butt plug-in, but he had made it there before noon. Robert peeked over the tall back fence and shouted.

“The doors unlocked; come on out to the pool. You better be wearing everything.”

Ray did as Robert had told him and marched out to the pool. Robert lay completely naked on a lounge chair.

“Raise the skirt up,” Robert ordered.

Ray raised the skirt up, showing that he was wearing the belt.

“Good. You’re learning.”

“Why did you talk to my boss?” Ray asked without thinking.

“Chad is an old friend of mine,” Robert said with a wink.

“Oh my god, he was the old tenant you used to fuck wasn’t he?”

“How do you think I was already primed and ready for you last night? He gave me a blow job for old time’s sake.”

“Seriously?”

“Does that bother you?”

Ray thought about it for a moment. He couldn’t say that it actually bothered him. It was just surprising. Although, Chad had been the one to suggest the house he was renting. He did say he knew the landlord and that he was a good guy. Now it all made sense.

“Not… really. It’s just… interesting.”

“Don’t worry, he didn’t suggest all of this. I chose to extend this offer to you because I wanted to. It was just a coincidence that he also knew me.”

Ray just nodded his head. He didn’t care anymore about the fact his boss knew his landlord or that he and his boss had fucked the same man. All he wanted was Robert’s cock. Robert had been mindlessly stroking his cock as he looked Ray over. He caught Ray’s gaze and motioned for him to come over.

“If you’re really good. I’ll take the belt off and let you cum. Otherwise, today is going to be a very long day. On your hands and knees.”

Ray got down on his hands and knees. Robert pointed to his cock, and Ray didn’t hesitate to take his cock in his mouth. He eagerly sucked Robert’s cock, feeling it grow harder inside of his mouth. Robert’s hand played in his hair before he shoved Ray’s head down on him and held him there until Ray gagged.

“Ah, you’re getting better at that. You’re not gagging as easily,” Robert moaned.

Robert ran his hand down Ray’s back and smacked his ass. Ray jumped and moaned as Robert’s smack pushed the butt plug deeper inside of him. Ray’s cock began to ache. It wanted to grow hard, but the belt kept it pinned down.

He moaned around the cock in his mouth, and he bobbed up and down. Robert would hold his head down every now and then to make him gag. Robert’s breathing became erratic as he began to thrust his hips to meet Ray’s movements. Robert held Ray’s head down once more as he came into Ray’s mouth.

He pushed Ray back so he could stand up from the lounge chair. He took Ray by the hair and led him across the yard back into the house. Ray hurried on his hands and knees to keep up.

Robert stopped at the door in the house. He took a key off the wall and unlocked the door before guiding Ray inside. When the lights came on, Ray’s eyes widened. Sex swings, toys, and other devices filled the room. Ray ached with excitement.

Robert led Ray over to a wedge-shaped table and pulled him to his feet before pushing him over so that he lay over the table. Robert scooted the skirt up to expose Ray’s ass. The belt was made so that the butt plug could be removed without taking off the chastity belt, but that’s not what Robert had in mind.

Robert stepped in front of Ray and shook his flaccid cock.

“Get it hard again,” Robert ordered.

Ray took the cock in his mouth, and within seconds, Robert was hard once more. Robert stepped behind Ray and began to push his dick inside of Ray’s ass along with the butt plug. Ray gasped but didn’t tense, and a moment later, his ass was stretched wider than ever before.

Robert’s movements were slow but hard. Ray moaned with each movement. Shockwaves of excitement rocketed through his body. His cock ached inside its cage, wanting desperately to be let free.

“You have impressed me,” Robert grunted.

Ray wasn’t all that interested in Robert’s words. He began to move his hips in rhythm with Robert’s. Robert took this as an invitation to speed up. His thigh slapped against Ray’s as he fucked him hard and fast. He slapped Ray’s ass, bringing a bright red handprint upon his alabaster skin.

“Fuck!” Ray screamed.

“Yeah, take my fat cock,” Robert grunted.

All of those crazy thoughts that Ray had the first time Robert fucked him didn’t enter his mind at all. There was no hesitation left in him. This was better than paying rent. Ray moaned loudly. Robert dug his fingers into Ray’s hips and fucked him harder. Robert suddenly pulled out and stepped around to the front of Ray. He stroked his dick a couple of times before cumming all over Ray’s face.

Their breathing was heavy. Ray laid slumped over the table, thankful he was responsible for keeping himself upright at that moment. Robert leaned back against some sort of machine as he gathered his breath.

Ray was very well aware of how much his balls and cock hurt. They throbbed as the blood tried desperately to engorge his dick. His balls ached with the need to cum, but neither could happen. While he had enjoyed what had just happened, he needed more. He needed a release. He wiggled where he stood, hoping something would relieve that tension.

After a few minutes, Robert stood and walked out of the room. Ray, trusting his legs would hold him up, stepped over to a chair and took a seat. His skirt was up around his waist, and the shirt and nearly been pulled off of him.

“Here,” Robert said, handing him a towel and a glass of water, “You can take off the boots if you’d like.”

Ray wiped his face off and removed the boots. That released some discomfort he had been feeling, but that’s not what he wanted.

Robert looked over at Ray’s cock, bulging out of the chastity belt. A large grin spread across his face. He reached out his hand and rubbed the belt. Every time his hand rubbed across Ray’s cock, Ray shook with desire. A burst of low laughter rolled out of Robert.

“Alright, I suppose you’ve earned this. Just know that you’re mine all day long, even after I remove this and let you cum. Okay?”

“Okay,” Ray agreed with a nod.

Robert dropped to his knees. He had grabbed the key for the belt from somewhere, but Ray hadn’t seen where. The belt clicked open, and almost instantly, Ray’s cock swelled. Robert licked his lips before bending over and licking the tip of Ray’s cock.

Precum dripped out as it shook with excitement from Robert’s touch. Robert ran his tongue up and down Ray’s prick before standing up.

“Come on,” Robert ordered.

Ray followed Robert over to the swing. Robert got himself positioned in the swing, his ass at the ready. Ray wrapped his arms around Robert’s legs and, in one quick movement, shoved his hard cock inside of Robert’s ass.

Robert cried with pleasure as Ray fucked him. Ray’s movements were quick and full of purpose. He had been needing this all afternoon, and finally, he was getting the release he wanted. It didn’t take long before he felt his balls tense. Robert bucked against Ray’s movements, driving the cock deeper inside of him. Ray grunted and came, filling Robert’s ass with his cum.

“We are going to have a lot of fun today,” Robert sighed as Ray stepped back.

“Not that this isn’t fun, but is this what all of my days off are going to be like?” Ray asked.

“I’m glad you asked. Why don’t we have something to eat and hash out the details of our new lease agreement. Shall we?”

And that’s what they did. They worked out an agreement that suited both men. It gave Ray free time where he didn’t have to worry about pleasing Robert, and it gave Robert enough control to make him happy. It worked out that there had to be at least one full day each month that Ray spent with Robert. Then on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, when Ray worked the early shift, Robert would be waiting on him when he got home.

He always had to wear the chastity belt any day that he would be seeing Robert unless Robert surprised him at work. They also had to work in a clause that allowed Robert’s wife to watch them when she was in town. Turned out, Robert’s wife was a bit more of a freak than Ray had realized. It was safe to say, this was one of the best lease agreements either man had agreed to.
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Roman ran his tongue along the groove between Todd’s lips and pressed until Todd opened his mouth. Roman pushed his tongue into Todd’s mouth and swirled it around. Roman moved his mouth and began kissing down Todd’s neck. He nibbled at Todd’s collarbone and continued down to Todd’s nipples. Roman sucked each one of Todd’s nipples into his mouth, biting gently on each one. Roman kept kissing and rubbing Todd until he knew Todd was feeling more than he was thinking.

Roman had kept his erection pressed against Todd’s virgin hole. Roman drew back a bit and rubbed the drop of pre-cum around his tip. He licked his finger and rubbed it on Todd’s tightened hole. Roman pressed forward, and his tip popped inside Todd’s ass.

Todd gasped and raised his hips off of the sleeping bag. Roman captured Todd’s lips again and kissed him hard as he pushed himself farther into Todd. Once Roman was all the way up inside Todd, he paused. He gave Todd a few minutes to get used to his erection, spearing his ass.

To Todd’s surprise, he actually liked Roman kissing him. He didn’t even mind his manhood being deep inside him. Todd began wiggling his hips. Roman groaned against his lips. Roman raised his head and looked Todd in the eyes.

Roman slowly pulled back until just the tip was left inside Todd. He pressed forward again. Todd shivered. Roman pulled back again to the tip and pushed forward again. Todd parted his lips and started breathing heavier. Roman hadn’t broken eye contact with Todd, which made his lovemaking more intense.

Roman began moving in and out of Todd’s ass faster.

“Yes, harder, do me harder, please.”
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CHAPTER ONE

Peter had owned Rose Bud Computers for five years now. He had named the business Rose Bud because his mom’s name was Rose and his dad’s name was Bud. Peter had been interested in computers from a young age. At the young age of six, he had asked Santa for the newest computer for Christmas. Peter was an only child, and he usually got everything he asked for.

Peter soon taught himself how to write code and was creating his own computer programs and games. Unfortunately for Peter, most of his programs and games were similar to ones already on the market, and he wasn’t able to sell them to make money. It didn’t bother Peter too much because his friends were supportive and would play his games every chance they got. In fact, Peter was able to program cheats for the most popular games he and his friends liked to play. They were soon unbeatable.

Peter was content writing code, but when tragedy struck at the age of 17, Peter had to find a way to support himself and make a living. His parents were tragically killed in a car accident, and unfortunately for Peter, his parents didn’t have any life insurance, and if it hadn’t been for his best friend, Greg’s parents, he would have been homeless.

They agreed to be his guardian and gave him a place to stay for as long as he needed it. When Peter turned 19, he was tired of being poor and was determined to figure out a way to make some easy money. It was Greg who put the idea of opening a computer repair business. They both knew how to write code, knew how to upgrade a computer’s system, and find any malware or spyware on computers. Rather than pay other people to do it, they figured they could do it and charge a minimal amount for it until they got better known.

It wasn’t long before word got around that they were as good as the bigger companies, and they didn’t charge as much. Their clientele grew, and they decided it was time to move out of the basement and into an actual store. The main problem was neither boy had any credit, so no real estate company would even consider talking to them about renting or buying a building. Even though they had a decent amount of money in their joint account, it wasn’t enough.

Peter was playing around with some coding one day and accidentally hacked into someone’s bank account. This person had millions in their account, so Peter figured they wouldn’t miss a hundred thousand. He quickly transferred this money into his personal account. He knew what he was doing was wrong and didn’t want to get Greg in trouble if he was ever found out. Peter continued doing this until he had a nice nest egg built up for their company.

Peter had a building in mind that they could own without having to pay another company rent. He called the real estate company and offered them a cash price for the building. They accepted his offer as he knew they would because the property had been sitting empty for several years, and they were anxious to unload it.

Peter presented the deed to the building to Greg, who couldn’t believe his eyes.

“How?”

“We’ve had a good month, and I gave them an offer they couldn’t refuse.”

“Cool.”

They had their equipment packed and had moved their business out of the damp basement in a few hours. They soon had their company up and going in a matter of days. Now that they had an actual building that people could see and come to, their business grew exponentially. They were soon so busy that they decided to branch out into two separate businesses and hire other employees.

Peter had always made sure that his friend’s name was never associated with the fraudulent money he had used to purchase the building. Yes, his friend was considered as part-owner, but on all the paperwork, he was nothing more than an employee. This way, if anyone ever figured out what Peter had done, Greg wouldn’t get into trouble. Peter made up a fake purchase agreement where it looked like Greg had bought him out of his half of the business to keep Greg’s name in the clear.

Greg’s business was on the other side of town so they could reach more people. Although they were two separate businesses, they stayed in touch daily. Peter had named his business in honor of his dead parents.

Peter and Greg’s companies continued to grow, and they soon had more clientele than they could handle. They knew it was time to open more stores and put their best employees in as managers. Peter and Greg had made a name for themselves. Their businesses grossed them almost a million dollars each year, and they could travel anywhere they wanted any time they wanted. Greg had found a woman to love, and he had recently gotten married. Peter had any woman he wanted, but he never found one that he thought he could live the rest of his life with.

Peter continued working at Rose Bud and was very successful in his endeavors. He was working on a computer when he heard the door open. He looked up to see two men in black suits walking toward him. Deep down, Peter knew who they were and why they were there. He had already written a letter to Greg to tell him what he had done if this day ever happened. Peter quickly logged into his email account and sent this letter to Greg.

Peter slowly stood up and walked to the counter where the two men were standing.

“Hello, can I help you?” It surprised Peter that his voice was so calm.

“Are you Peter Gallagher?”

“Yes.”

“May we see some ID?”

“Sure,” Peter slowly reached into his back pocket and brought out his wallet. He handed the men his driver’s license.

The men looked at the license and handed it back to Peter.

“Thanks. Do you know why we are here?”

“Not really?”

“Well, it has taken us five years to track you down, but we finally figured it out. You were almost perfect at keeping your signature hidden, but in the last few transactions, you got sloppy. We are here to arrest you for bank fraud. You stole quite a bit of money from several people.”

“I don’t have any idea what you are talking about.”

“You didn’t hack into people’s bank accounts about five years ago and steal money out of their accounts?”

“No.”

“You own a few computer repair companies, don’t you?”

“I own one company.”

“You don’t own Greg’s Computers over on Wilshire?”

“Nope. The only business I own is Rose Bud.”

One of the officers made a few notes in a notebook.

Peter heard his email alert go off on his computer and knew that Greg had emailed him back, and he probably had more questions. Peter took a sideways glance at his computer.

“Is there something you need to take care of before we take you in and book you?”

“I need to call my assistant to come in and take care of these computers and get them back to their rightful owners. I suppose you are closing the doors here?”

“They will be. Make sure whomever you call knows they are just to fix what is here now. They can’t take any more computers in to be fixed. The US government now owns this business.”

Peter nodded, made a few calls, kept the information vague, and locked the doors. Brandy had a key to get in, and she knew what to do. Peter went willingly with the officers to be booked.

Peter wasn’t sure what he had expected to happen when this day finally arrived, but it wasn’t anything like he had thought it would be. He was read his rights, handcuffed, and put into a car. He was taken into the basement of the station to be processed. The processing wasn’t what he thought it would be either. Peter figured he would have his mug shot taken, be fingerprinted, and things like that. When these things were done, he was taken into another room, where he was told to take all his clothes off.

Peter looked around at the three officers who were in the room with him. “Um, do you have to watch?”

“It is called a strip search. Did you think you would get to do it in private? Now take your clothes off.”

Peter did as he was told. One of the officers picked up every piece of clothing that he took off and examined them thoroughly. Once Peter was completely naked, one of the officers told him to bend over and grab his ankles.

Peter looked at each officer in turn. “Why?”

“Just do it!” One of the larger officers walked over and gave Peter’s shoulders and push to bend him over.

Peter realized they weren’t joking, and he grabbed his ankles. The same big officer snapped on a pair of gloves and shoved his fingers up Peter’s ass. He was not at all easy, and Peter went up on his toes. Peter gritted his teeth to keep from yelling. He figured if he caused any more problems, things might get a lot worse.

Peter heard laughing behind him and figured this was something this group enjoyed. Peter wasn’t wrong. These three officers loved embarrassing new prisoners. They did whatever they could within specific boundaries.

One of these officers was Clyde. Clyde was married, but he had a big secret. Clyde liked taking new prisoners and turning them into his “special projects.” Clyde knew when he saw Peter that Peter would be his new project. Clyde’s manhood twitched just thinking about all the fun he could have with him.


CHAPTER TWO

Peter was having a very hard time getting used to living inside a prison. Some of the prisoners were nice enough, but you had to watch everyone. If they said they could help you out with something, it usually meant they had an ulterior motive. If you didn’t come across with your end of the bargain, you could expect to get beaten up in the shower, in the yard, or in your cell.

There were also the mean prisoners that didn’t care about anything. They would just attack you in broad daylight no matter who was around or who saw. These prisoners were usually on a specific floor, and they didn’t always get to associate with everyone. They weren’t in solitary confinement or anything, they just had a reputation for being mean, and they were watched closely.

Peter was finishing up in the shower one evening when one of the mean prisoners blocked his exit.

“Where do you think you are going?”

“Back to my cell.”

“Really, I don’t think so. You haven’t paid your dues yet.”

“Dues, what dues?”

“My dues.”

This big prisoner dropped his towel and exposed his huge 12 plus inch manhood. Peter tried his best not to look at it, but he just couldn’t take his eyes off of it.

“Like what you see?”

Peter wrenched his eyes away from this guy’s manhood and swallowed hard. “Um, what?”

The prisoner walked closer to Peter and swung it at Peter. “Go ahead, touch it.”

Peter backed up, “No, thank you.”

“That wasn’t a request. That was a demand.”

The large prisoner reached out and grabbed Peter’s hand. Peter tried to pull away but stopped when he felt pain shoot through his hand. Peter thought the prisoner had just broken a few bones in his hand. Peter didn’t have a choice but to let this huge guy place Peter’s hand on his soft manhood.

The prisoner placed Peter’s hand on his manhood, and he put his hand on top of Peter’s. He began stroking his manhood until it started getting hard.

“Feels nice, doesn’t it?”

Peter shrugged. “I suppose.”

The big prisoner laughed. “Oh, you are going to get to know Big Tom a lot better.”

The prisoner pushed Peter down on his knees and pushed his semi-hard erection toward Peter’s mouth. Peter clamped his mouth shut and gritted his teeth. The prisoner grabbed Peter’s hair and shook his head. Peter felt pain shoot through his head.

“Open your mouth before you make me mad.”

Peter knew he couldn’t fight this prisoner off, so he reluctantly did as he was told. Peter opened his mouth, and the prisoner pushed Big Tom into his mouth. The prisoner held on to Peter’s head and quickly shoved his erection in and out of Peter’s mouth. He shoved Big Tom into Peter’s mouth until Peter began gagging. He held Peter there until Peter started fighting him. He finally pulled his erection back until just the tip was still in Peter’s mouth. Peter hurriedly pulled some air into his lungs before this prisoner pushed Big Tom back into Peter’s mouth. The prisoner quickly set up a rhythm, and it wasn’t long until he shot his load into Peter’s mouth.

“Swallow!”

Peter tried his best to swallow, but it was just too much. He did swallow some of it down but not all of it.

The prisoner pulled his softening manhood out of Peter’s mouth. Peter bent over and vomited into the shower drain. He had never been so humiliated in his entire life. The prisoner bent over so he could talk into Peter’s ear.

“This month’s dues have been paid. I’ll see you next month.”

Peter remained bent over the drain, heaving. The prisoner left, and it wasn’t long before Clyde walked into the shower.

“Hey, Peter, you’ve been in here a long time. Is everything okay?”

Clyde saw Peter bent over the drain dry heaving. He bent down and touched Peter’s back. Peter scooted back against the wall.

“Oh, hey, it’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you. Can you tell me who did this?”

Peter just shook his head. He hadn’t been in prison long, but he knew not to rat out other prisoners. Besides, he didn’t know the guy's name. He knew the name of his penis, but he had no idea what the man’s name was.

It took Peter a few tries to be able to speak. “I don’t know his name; I am not going to be known as a stoolie.”

Clyde looked at Peter’s hand. “We need to have that hand looked at; it’s beginning to swell. Did he do that to you too?”

Peter just shrugged.

“Okay, I got it. Let’s get you dressed and to the infirmary.”

Peter had forgotten about his hand until he tried to use it. Clyde helped dry him off and get him dressed. Peter began to relax around Clyde. For some unknown reason, he felt safe with Clyde.

Clyde wet a washcloth with cold water and wrapped it around Peter’s hand. The coolness actually felt good. Clyde led Peter down the hall to the elevators. Clyde used the two-way radio that was attached to his shirt and told the other guards he had found Peter in the showers and was going to take him to the infirmary for a possible broken hand. Clyde pushed a code into the keypad beside the up and down buttons, and the elevator doors opened.

When they were behind the closed doors of the elevators, Clyde turned to Peter. Clyde put himself between Peter and the camera so the cameras couldn’t see what either man was saying.

“I know you don’t want to get another prisoner in trouble, but this kind of abuse needs to be reported. Did he do anything other than breaking your hand?”

Peter just looked down and blushed. Clyde knew the other prisoner had made Peter suck him off. That’s why Peter was dry heaving in the shower.

“I understand. You don’t have to say anything. You need to find another prisoner and befriend them. It is best if you have a few friends in the shower with you. You won’t get targeted as often if you have other people around you.”

Peter just nodded. Clyde continued talking. “I know you haven’t been here long enough to get to know anybody well enough to make a friend. I know some guys on your cell block, and I’ll be glad to introduce you to them. They are good guys that don’t expect anything in return. You guys will just have each other’s backs.”

Peter nodded. “That sounds good. Thanks.”

“Hey, no problem, not everybody who works in prison is a bad guy. I try my best to help everyone. I’m going to put you in solitaire for a few days for your protection.”

The elevator stopped, and the doors opened. Clyde led Peter down another hall until they got to another gate. The gate buzzed, and the two walked through. Clyde opened a door on the right. Peter saw a doctor and nurse in this room.

“Hey, Clyde, what do we have?”

“I think he broke his hand. He fell in the shower.”

“Fell in the shower. Most of our new ones fall in the shower.”

The doctor unwrapped Peter’s hand, and it was swollen and already bruised. “Yep, it is definitely broken. Let’s get some pictures so we can get it set right.”

Once they got Peter’s hand put into a cast, Clyde led Peter back down the same hall and onto the elevators. This time, Clyde punched the G button on the elevator. Peter wondered where Clyde was taking him.

The elevator doors opened, and all Peter could see was a long row of cell doors. Clyde walked to one of the doors and hit the button on his two-way. “Open cell number 14.”

The doors to the cell clicked open, and Clyde led Peter into the room. It was actually nice for a solitaire confinement room. It was actually furnished better than his normal cell. There was a desk with writing paper and pens, a bunch of books on a shelf above the desk, and what looked like a very nice mattress on the cot.

“Wow, this is nicer than my normal cell.”

“Glad you like it. We will be getting to know each other very well in this room.”

Clyde walked up to Peter and kissed him deeply on the lips. Peter pushed Clyde away.

“You aren’t any better than the prisoner who attacked me in the shower.”

“I know what you are probably thinking about me right now, but you will realize soon enough that I’m not out to hurt you. I’m only going to try and make your life here easier.”

“How can this possibly make my life easier?”

“If the other prisoners see that you have my protection, they will stay away from you.”

“I figured that would make me look like a helpless case and would get picked on worse.”

“Nope, it will actually help you. I know you’ve been through a lot already today, so I’m not going to do anything tonight, but we will begin our friendship tomorrow. Get some rest and take care of that hand.”

Surprisingly to Peter, he did actually sleep well that night. He also realized that being in solitary confinement wasn’t so bad. He could read, write, sleep, or do whatever he wanted to without bothering anybody else or without being bothered by anyone else.

Clyde came into Peter’s cell late the next day. To Peter’s surprise, Clyde was dressed in plain clothes. He wasn’t in his uniform. Peter wasn’t crazy. He knew what Clyde was going to have him do, and he really didn’t feel like he had much choice. If having sex with Clyde would make his life inside easier, then he would do what he had to do.

Clyde sat a picnic basket down on the desk and placed another bag on the floor. Clyde opened the picnic basket. He took out two beers and handed one to Peter. Clyde took out two plates. On these plates were a steak and baked potato.

“How were you able to get these things down here?”

“I’m a guard; I don’t get questioned about things. Eat.”

Peter ate the most delicious steak that he had eaten in a very long time. The beer was wonderfully cold going down his throat. To end the meal, Clyde took out two pieces of cheesecake and a thermos of coffee.

“Wow, that was delicious, Clyde. Thank you.”

“You are welcome.”

Clyde moved over to the cot and sat beside Peter. “There is one more thing I’m going to need you to do for me.”

Peter nodded. “I know you are going to want some sexual favors from me.”

“Oh, it’s a lot more than that.” Clyde opened the bag that he had placed on the floor. He brought out a piece of lacy black lingerie and a pair of heels. “Put this on.”

Clyde stood up and turned his back to Peter. Peter felt completely defeated, but what else could he do? He quickly took off his prison jumpsuit and slid the lacy black lingerie on. He shoved his feet in the heels and was surprised that they fit.

“I’m dressed.”

Clyde slowly turned around and immediately grew hard when he saw Peter standing there in the black lace and heels. Clyde walked over to Peter.

“Wow, you look great in black.”

“Thanks, I guess.”

Clyde kissed Peter deep and hard. To Clyde’s surprise, Peter kissed him back. Clyde broke the kiss and kissed down Peter’s face to his neck. He then moved to Peter’s collarbone and down his chest. Clyde licked each of Peter’s nipples and watched them pucker. Clyde couldn’t resist; he bit each of Peter’s hardened nipples and smiled when Peter sucked his breath in between his teeth.

Clyde kept kissing down Peter’s body until he got to his navel. Clyde dipped his tongue into Peter’s navel and then traveled lower. When Clyde got to Peter’s soft manhood, he paused. He moved the black lace to the side and sucked Peter’s softness into his mouth.

To Peter’s surprise, feeling Clyde’s hot mouth around his soft manhood actually felt great. Peter felt his manhood begin to grow. Peter closed his eyes and tried his best to enjoy what Clyde was doing to him. Clyde put a lot of suction on Peter’s manhood as he slid it in and out of his mouth. Clyde changed his position and was able to swallow Peter’s manhood down his throat. Peter sucked in another breath.

Peter was by no means a virgin, but he hadn’t ever had a blow job that felt this great. It surprised him that his best blow job was coming from another man. Peter started moving his hips back and forth in time with Clyde’s sucking. Peter felt an orgasm building, and he grabbed the back of Clyde’s head. Clyde felt Peter grow bigger in his mouth and be started moving his mouth faster and faster on Peter.

“Clyde, oh, God, yes, please, don’t stop.”

Clyde swallowed Peter’s erection again and put a tremendous amount of suction on it. Peter began shaking and sweating. Peter pulled Clyde’s head closer to him, if that was even possible at this point. Peter’s shaking increased, and suddenly he shot his load down Clyde’s throat. Clyde swallowed every drop that Peter unloaded into his throat.

Clyde held Peter’s softening manhood in his mouth for a few more minutes before he released it. Peter collapsed onto the cot to catch his breath. Clyde didn’t give Peter much of a chance to catch his breath. Clyde leaned over Peter and kissed him. Clyde was careful not to bump Peter’s broken hand. Clyde ran his hand down Peter’s body, stopping to play with his nipples before moving down his stomach and to his softened manhood.

Peter was breathing slow and deep, willing his body not to respond to Clyde’s hand. Clyde rubbed Peter’s softness, lowered his hand to massage his balls, and trailed his fingers down the seam that led to his puckered tightness.

Peter wiggled but knew he was at the mercy of Clyde. Clyde lowered his head and kissed Peter again. He pushed his tongue inside Peter’s mouth and explored every recess. Clyde’s hand kept playing with Peter’s softness while he deepened the kiss.

Peter kept making his body stiffer and stiffer, trying to keep Clyde from touching him. Clyde finally broke the kiss.

“We can do this the hard way or the easy way.”

“Then I guess it’s going to have to be the hard way because I really want you to stop touching me.”

Clyde got up off the bed and walked over to the bag he had brought with him. He rummaged around inside the bag and brought out handcuffs, rope, and a handkerchief. When he got back to the bed, Peter had sat up and scooted up against the wall. He was hugging his knees with his arms making sure to keep his broken hand protected.

Clyde stood above Peter and looked down at him.

“Are you sure you want to do this the hard way?”

Peter just shrugged. Clyde looked at Peter and realized he couldn’t use the handcuffs on him because of the cast. He would have to use the rope. He just hoped he had brought enough. Clyde bent over Peter and quickly secured the rope around Peter’s ankles. He then pulled on the rope and tied it around the foot of the bed.

Peter had to either lie down or get his legs broken. Peter flopped over onto his side.

“Raise your arms above your head.”

Peter just looked at Clyde. Clyde sighed. He reached out and grabbed Peter’s good hand. Clyde tied the rope around Peter’s wrist and pulled it above his head. Clyde then went to Peter’s broken hand and tied the rope around the cast, and pulled it above his head. He then tied both of Peter’s hands together and tied them to the head of the bed. Peter winced in pain as this put pressure on his hurt hand.

Peter wiggled around, trying to get comfortable, but it was no use. He stopped moving and tried to shut off his brain. Clyde once again lay down beside Peter and began kissing him. Clyde didn’t take his time with Peter this time. He pinched Peter’s nipples. Peter sucked in his breath. Clyde’s hand went to Peter’s soft manhood. Clyde was rubbing Peter’s manhood roughly. He squeezed Peter’s balls hard.

“Damn, man, do you have to get so rough!”

Clyde didn’t say anything. He just kept rubbing Peter. Clyde moved off the bed for only a moment. He quickly took his clothes off and then moved back onto the bed. He didn’t lay down beside Peter this time; he instead straddled Peter’s body. Clyde once again sucked Peter’s soft manhood into his mouth. He rolled it around in his mouth. He softly chewed on Peter until he felt life come back into his softness.

Clyde felt his manhood come to life at the same time Peter did. Clyde pushed his hardness down toward Peter’s mouth. Peter turned his head, trying to avoid Clyde’s manhood. Clyde released Peter’s erection with a pop and got off the bed. Clyde grabbed Peter’s hair and held his head still. He pushed his erection against Peter’s mouth. Peter gritted his teeth and kept his mouth firmly shut.

“Open your mouth.”

Peter shook his head no. Clyde pressed his erection harder against Peter’s mouth until Peter tasted blood. Peter’s mouth was beginning to hurt with the pressure Clyde was putting on it. Peter reluctantly opened his mouth and allowed Clyde to put his erection inside.

After what Peter had gone through in the shower, he was not a fan of having another man’s erection shoved into his mouth. Before Peter even thought about what he was doing, he bit down on Clyde’s erection.

Clyde yelled in pain and pulled his erection out of Peter’s mouth. He yanked Peter’s hair and pulled his head up to meet his face.

“You do that again, and you will be sorry. Now open your mouth and be nice.”

Peter swallowed hard, trying to keep from having a panic attack.

“I’m sorry, Clyde. After what….” Peter almost said the inmate’s name that had attacked him in the shower. Peter took a deep breath and continued.

“I’m sorry, I just can’t. Not right now.”

Clyde backed up and nodded. “I get it. It’s fine. We won’t do that right now. We’ll move on to something different.”

Peter frowned. It wasn’t long before Peter realized what Clyde had in mind. Now Peter wasn’t naïve about how men had sex; he just never thought about it actually happening to him. Clyde moved to the foot of the bed and loosened the rope that was tied around Peter’s ankles so that he could bend his knees. Clyde went back to the bag and pulled out a tube of lube.

Without saying anything, Clyde moved in between Peter’s legs. Clyde bent over Peter and began kissing him again. Peter actually kissed Clyde back this time. Clyde moved down Peter’s body until he was at his softness. Clyde gently lifted Peter’s softness and kissed the tip. He swirled his tongue around the tip and then pulled it into his mouth. Clyde chewed and sucked on Peter’s manhood until it began to grow.

Peter sighed deeply when Clyde swallowed his erection down his throat. Clyde began humming, and this shot a different kind of sensation down Peter’s erection. Before Peter could stop himself, he groaned and lifted his hips. Clyde built a steady rhythm of moving Peter’s manhood in and out of his mouth. Clyde began massaging Peter’s balls and ran his fingers down the seam toward Peter’s puckered ass. Peter stiffened for a moment. Clyde kept rubbing Peter’s virgin hole while applying more and more pressure. Peter gasped when the tip of Clyde’s finger popped inside. Clyde eased his finger a bit farther inside and started moving it around in circles.

Peter groaned and lifted his hips. Clyde began moving his finger and mouth to the same rhythm. Peter started shaking and sweating.

“Oh, God, Clyde.”

Peter was thrusting his hips as best he could as his orgasm shook him to his core. Peter threw his head back and let out a long groan while he emptied his load in Clyde’s mouth. Clyde didn’t waste any time. He moved himself up to his knees and positioned his hardness against Peter’s tightness.

“No, Clyde, I can’t, please.”

“Just relax.”

Peter laid his head down but couldn’t relax. Clyde grabbed the lube and put a glob onto the tip of his erection. He rubbed his erection against Peter’s tightness until his ass was shiny with the lube. Clyde placed the tip of his erection against Peter and pushed.

“Peter, this is going to hurt you a lot more than it has to if you don’t relax.”

“I don’t think I can.”

Clyde moved up Peter’s body until he was kissing him again. Peter began relaxing as Clyde kissed him. Clyde moved his body just a bit and was able to push his erection into Peter.

Clyde paused to let Peter get used to the feel of Clyde’s erection inside him. Peter brought his hips up off the bed when Clyde entered him. Clyde moved back onto his knees and pushed his hardness farther into Peter. Clyde moved slowly in and out of Peter.

All Peter could feel at first was nothing but pain.

“Clyde, you have to stop. I can’t take anymore.”

“Give it time. You need to relax a bit more.”

Peter took a deep breath and tried his best to quit thinking about what Clyde was doing and learn how to just feel what was happening. Slowly but surely, Peter began enjoying what Clyde was doing to him. Clyde began stroking Peter’s softened manhood in time, with his erection moving in and out of him. Peter couldn’t believe his body. He felt his manhood getting hard one more time. He had never been able to come more than one time in one day. Clyde had already made him come twice, and he could feel another one building.

Peter thought he must have lost his mind because he soon began begging Clyde to move faster and harder in and out of him. Clyde was happy to oblige. Clyde didn’t stop stroking Peter’s erection while he made love to his hind end. Clyde began sweating.

“Peter, you are about to make me cum.”

“Yes, shoot your hot cum into my ass.”

“Happy to oblige.” Clyde shot his load deep into Peter’s bowels as Peter shot another load across Clyde’s face and his own chest.

Clyde stopped moving until his breathing got back to normal. Peter forgot to breathe for a moment while he was shooting his load everywhere. Peter let his breath out in a whoosh and took in a deep, ragged breath.

Both men lay still until they had learned how to breathe again.


CHAPTER THREE

Clyde finally climbed off Peter and untied the ropes. Clyde rubbed Peter’s arms and legs to stop them from shaking. Clyde lay down beside Peter and pulled a blanket up over the both of them. They were both asleep in only a matter of minutes.

Peter woke up first. For a moment, he had forgotten where he was and what had just happened to him. Peter turned on his side, so he was facing Clyde and just laid there and thought about everything he and Clyde had done together.

Clyde woke up and looked up at Peter. “Hey, how are you feeling?”

“Yeah, I mean, I’ve never. I’ve done that to a willing woman but never once thought about having it done to me. I have to admit that you give a blow job a lot better than any female I have been with.”

“Well, it takes a man to know what a man likes.”

“I guess.”

Clyde allowed the silence to take over the room because he knew Peter needed to take some time to adjust. Peter finally broke the silence.

“I need to ask you a question.”

“Okay.”

“Do you do this to all the new prisoners?”

Clyde smiled at Peter. “No, I just get a feeling about someone and know they need some extra help adjusting to life on the inside. I knew that about you.”

“Okay, so why do you choose to do this to them?”

Peter motioned around the room and to what he was wearing. Clyde wasn’t sure he could answer Peter’s question so that he could understand it, but he was going to try.

“That question is a bit harder to answer. Let me first give you some background about me. I have been happily married for over 30 years. I have two children. The youngest just went to college, and the older one will be getting married next month. The sex life with my wife has been non-existent for a very long time. We went through all the channels of marriage counseling and did everything the therapist told us to do, but nothing helped. Well, that was until I saw something in this prison that turned my life around. I knew the men in prison had sex with each other, but I had never seen it happen. I was doing my nightly rounds when I heard some weird noises coming from a cell. I looked in and saw one of the prisoners sucking the other one. Something inside me woke up. Now don’t get me wrong here; I am by no means gay; I lean more toward being bisexual. Are you bored yet?”

“No.”

“Well, when I got off work, I talked to my wife about what had happened because we had agreed to not keep secrets from each other. She was a bit shocked at first, but when I dove deeper into how it made me feel, it made us both so horny we made love for the first time in years. It was honestly the best sex we had ever had.”

“So, you watched men have sex with other men, go home, tell your wife about it, and then you get to have sex with your wife, too?”

“Yeah, it’s a win-win for everyone.”

“So, when did you decide to start having sex with the prisoners?”

“Oh, about one year ago, there was a guy who was detoxing, and we had to put him down here. I came down to check on him and caught him masturbating. I don’t know why but I just couldn’t leave. He asked me if I got off watching him, and I told him that yes, I did. He surprised me by asking if I wanted to help. So, I played with his balls until he shot his load. From that day on, I would come down, and we would play around with each other. He was actually the one who taught me how to make love to a man.”

“Wow, nobody ever caught you?”

“Nope, none of the other guards like to come down here, so I volunteer. That way, I can have my fun without being interrupted.”

“Sounds like you have a pretty good thing going for you. So, does your wife get to have sex with other people?”

“Yes, if she wants to.”

“Wow, sounds like quite an arrangement.”

“It works for us. I wouldn’t recommend it to everyone.” Clyde reached over and tucked a stray hair behind Peter’s ear. “There really is something special about you. You know, I’ve looked over your file, and I have to say that you got a bum deal. I have a friend who’s a lawyer, and I’m going to have them look at it to see if they can help you out.”

“Wow, Clyde, you would do that for me? You hardly know me.”

“Hey, there’s been a lot of men come through here that were innocent. I have tried my best to help when I can. I’ve helped some of them get acquitted or had their sentences reduced.”

“What is it about my case that makes you think they gave me a bum deal?”

“Well, the first thing is you only stole enough money to buy your first building. You could have stolen a lot more, but you didn’t. This was your first offense, and normally, the DA would cut you a deal, but they didn’t even offer you one. I feel like there is someone else out there who noticed what you did because they were doing it too and caused the feds to find you instead of them. It just all seems too fishy for me.”

“So you think your friend will help me?”

“I can ask. That’s all I can do.”

Before Peter realized what he was doing, he reached out and kissed Clyde. “Thank you. I have felt like I’ve been drowning until right now.”

“Glad I could help. Now, I have to get home. I have the next two days off. Someone will bring you food, but they are just going to slide the tray into the slot. They won’t come into the room.”

Peter nodded. “Have a good time.”

“I always do.”

Clyde did what he promised Peter. He called his friend, and they promised to look into Peter’s case. There was just something about Peter that Clyde couldn’t get out of his mind. What was it about Peter that is so different than all the other prisoners he had made love to? Clyde didn’t know, but he couldn’t wait until he got back to work to be with Peter.

Clyde was getting ready to leave for work when his friend called him. He agreed to meet them at the prison in 30 minutes. When Clyde arrived at the prison, he went straight to the warden’s office. His friend was already waiting for him.

“So, what did you find?”

“Well, I was just telling the warden that Peter was set up. Someone inside the banking system had also been stealing people’s money at the same time Peter was taking the money for his business. They were the ones who found and inserted Peter’s coding signature into the system. They were also the ones who made sure the feds found it. They have been taking money from rich people for more than ten years. The feds were closing in on them, and that’s when they found Peter’s signature and decided to frame him.”

“Wow, so can we get them arrested and Peter out?”

“It isn’t that simple. These things take time. I have to go back to the feds who did the investigating and tell them that they were wrong. They don’t like being told they did something wrong. It’s going to take me some time to convince them otherwise. I have my computer genius working on the system now so I can present them with all the evidence I’ve found. I can’t go in there without any proof of the fraudulent proof.”

“How long do you think it will take?”

“It’s hard to say. One month, six months, maybe a year, or possibly more. These things just take time.”

“Is that the best you can do?”

“Yes, Clyde, it is the best I can do. Give me time and let me do it right, okay?”

Clyde nodded. “Okay, I’m sorry. I hate knowing we have an innocent man in here, especially when he has to be kept in solitary for his safety.”

“I know it’s frustrating.”

Clyde’s friend left, and Clyde went to work. He made his rounds and then went down to see Peter. When he opened Peter’s cell, the sight he saw made his blood run cold. Peter was lying crumpled in a heap in the middle of the floor. Somebody had come in and beat the hell out of him.

“My, God, Peter!”

Clyde ran to Peter’s side. His face was swollen, bloody, and bruised. Clyde bent down to see if he could hear or feel Peter breathing. He felt Peter’s weak breath touch his cheek.

“Oh, thank God, you’re alive.” Clyde hit his two-way radio and called for help. Clyde stood still but was livid. He watched the guard’s faces that came to help carry Peter up to the infirmary.

Peter groaned in pain as the guards picked him up. Once they had Peter safely in the infirmary, Clyde went to the warden.

“How did this happen? Who was assigned to him?”

The warden pulled the schedule. “Um, well, nobody was assigned to him.”

Clyde stood up and paced around the room. He was trying his best not to scream at the warden. He ran his hands through his hair.

“So, Peter went two days without any food or water, but some way, somehow another prisoner was able to get to him and beat him within an inch of his life? I will be filing a formal complaint against you and this prison.”

Clyde made his way to the infirmary to check on Peter. The doctor and nurse were trying their best to wash the blood off of him so they could see how bad his injuries actually were. Clyde wasn’t supposed to use his cell phone while on duty, but he took the time to call his friend and inform them of what had happened. They agreed to drop everything else and begin an investigation into the prison.

Peter had multiple cuts and contusions on his face. Both his arms had been broken. They had cracked three ribs and broken all ten of his fingers. Clyde had seen professional boxers who hadn’t looked this bad after going ten rounds in the ring. Once the doctor had gotten Peter fixed up as best he could, he walked out to talk to Clyde.

“I don’t know who did this to him or what they have against him, but I don’t think they are going to stop until he’s dead.”

“Yeah, I’ve got to get to the bottom of this.”

Peter stayed in the intensive care ward of the hospital for six months. During this time, Clyde did his own investigating into who was behind Peter’s attack. His friend was working their fingers to the bone to get Peter out of prison. Peter had been moved back to solitary to stay until he learned how to use his hands again.

Clyde made sure he saw Peter every day, even on his days off. Clyde had narrowed the suspects down to three people, one of them being a guard. To him, the guard made more sense because they had a key to open the cell.

Clyde always let Peter know it was him on the outside of the door by doing a special knock. Clyde opened the cell door and walked inside. Peter was sitting on the bed doing his hand exercises.

Clyde closed the door behind him, put on the special deadbolt he had installed, and placed a board over the peephole.

“How are you feeling today, Peter?”

“Pretty good; I’m working hard to get the use of my hands back. They are coming along. Wanna see?”

“You know I do.”

Peter reached out and took Clyde’s hand. He squeezed Clyde’s hand. The grip wasn’t that strong, but it was getting better.

“They are coming along pretty well. Hey, my friend called me today. They are going to be making a motion in front of a judge tomorrow. Hopefully, with everything that has happened to you here plus all the other things they’ve found, you might be out of here soon.”

“Yeah, you won’t get upset if I don’t get too excited.”

“Hey, I know it’s a long shot but the fact that you have been attacked here twice, with the last attack being one that almost killed you, you aren’t safe here, so by law, they are going to have to move you someplace; else.”

“Really, that’s a real thing?”

“Sure is.”

Peter smiled brighter than he had smiled in months. To Clyde’s surprise, Peter leaned over and kissed him.

“What was that for?”

“Always believing in me, treating me with respect, even though, well, you know….”

“Hey, it’s the least I could do.”

Clyde sat down on the bed beside Peter. He leaned over and captured Peter’s lips in a fiery kiss. Clyde’s hands went into Peter’s hair, and Clyde pulled Peter closer. Peter’s hands moved up and held Clyde’s face. The two men explored each other’s mouths like it was their first time.

Clyde pulled back from the kiss and looked Peter in the eye. “Are you sure you feel up to fooling around?”

“Yeah, I think so. I just have to be careful with my hands.”

“No problem.”

Clyde helped Peter take his shirt off, being careful with his hands. Peter slowly unbuttoned Clyde’s shirt. His fingers still weren’t the best, and he fumbled a bit with the buttons. Clyde moved his hands up to help Peter. Clyde kissed each one of Peter’s fingers. Peter pushed Clyde backward onto the bed and kissed him deeply. Peter kissed his way down Clyde’s body, stopping only to suck on his nipples.

Peter fumbled a bit with the button on Clyde’s pants, but he got them undone and pulled down Clyde’s legs. Clyde’s erection was straining against his underwear. Peter carefully pulled Clyde’s underwear down, and his erection sprang free. Peter bent his head and licked Clyde’s erection from its base up to the tip. He swirled his tongue around the tip and stuck his tongue into the slit on top.

Clyde sucked in his breath. Peter rolled his eyes up to look at Clyde, and that look alone almost sent Clyde over the edge. Peter placed his mouth around Clyde’s erection and slid it down his throat. Clyde groaned and closed his eyes. Peter soon had a rhythm going that was driving Clyde wild. Clyde’s hands moved down and tangled themselves in Peter’s hair. Clyde began moving his hips in time with Peter’s mouth.

“Peter, oh, God, oh, God, yes….”

Clyde shoved his erection as far back into Peter’s mouth as he could get before he exploded. Peter drank down every drop that Clyde squirted into his mouth. Clyde spent the night with Peter, and the two made love in every position they could imagine.

By the end of the week, Clyde’s friend had gotten Peter’s case acquitted. He was finally a free man after eight months. Clyde’s suspicions about the guard and the prisoners were right. The prisoner that attacked Peter in the shower was blackmailing one of the guards. The prisoner had seen the guard sleeping while on duty and had taken a picture of him. The prisoner made the guard do whatever he wanted him to. When he found out that Clyde was off for two days, he made the guard open Peter’s cell, and he and another prisoner had beat Peter to a pulp.

The guard and the warden lost their jobs. The warden lost his job because he was just found to be incompetent as a warden. The courts added 25 years to the two prisoners’ sentences for attempted premeditated murder. The guard was sentenced to six months in prison and had to do 200 hours of community service.

Peter got his business back, and to his surprise, Brandy had kept their clients happy by working on their computers in her house. It was like he hadn’t been gone for almost a year. It was good to be back at work doing what he loved.


INTERESTED IN MORE?

Did you know that I have over over 60 books on Kindle & Audible, if you’re looking for another exciting read then please consider picking up another of my books, I would really appreciate it x


FREE TEASE

I would like to give you a taster of my other book called “The Maid’s Blackmailed Sissy Slave”, if you like the preview then please consider picking the full book up

Felix was shaking and sweating. Meg walked farther into the room and saw cum splattered all over his chest. Felix’s erection was still twitching and spurting. Felix was breathing hard. When Felix realized someone was in the room with him. He got nervous.

Meg sat down between his legs and grabbed his manhood. She tied the rope around his balls and penis. Meg laughed when his erection shriveled. She began wrapping the rope tightly around Felix’s balls. Once his balls had been stretched as far as she felt safe, she started wrapping the rope around his manhood. Felix was fairly well endowed, and this caused it to stretch even more. Meg kept wrapping the rope around his manhood until the tip had turned purple.

Felix was lying as still as he possibly could. Meg flipped the tip of his penis with her fingers. Felix sucked in a breath. Meg knew his penis was hypersensitive right now. She turned off the vibrator that was still up his ass but didn’t take it out. Meg bent over and licked Felix’s balls. Again he sucked a breath in between his teeth.

“Meg, please.”

“Please, what?”

“Anything, my balls and penis are hurting.”

“Aw, poor baby.”

Meg licked the tip of Felix’s dripping manhood. She watched as a steady stream of cum began oozing out of the tip. Meg grabbed the vibrator and began pushing in and out of Felix’s ass. Felix was shaking his head back and forth.

“Meg, I can’t. It’s too much.”


THE END

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!
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