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CHAPTER ONE

Nathan looked down at the tight tutu around his waist. The pink ruffled tarlatan - oh God how did he know that was what the material was called - spread out around him, with his long, lanky legs falling beneath to fit snugly into a pair of square high heels that tightened up his calf muscles. He wore no shirt and his nipples throbbed under the pinch of the clamps on them, a thin chain strung between them with a small grip ring. He knew only too well the utility of that ring. Every time Damien was displeased with something that Nathan did, he pulled it.

Sometimes, he pulled it hard enough to drive Nathan to his knees. When he did, Damien liked to pull out his cock and rub it on Nathan's cheeks. The memory of the humiliation came with the memory of Damien's scent, a thick musk that smelled like one of those pheromone colognes that his former business partner, Greg, liked to peddle on their StreamTube channel. Only, this smell was not revolting. Damien's cock was smooth, the skin soft against his cheek, even as he slapped him with its firmness.

A knot formed in Nathan's stomach and he pushed away the thoughts. He pulled his long blonde hair back into a ponytail and looked up into the mirror. All he needed to do was get through tonight. Tomorrow was the wedding and then this nightmare of an agreement would be over.

He wanted to ask himself what had even gotten him here, but he knew that. It had been the ultimate prank that he and Greg had pulled on a subby, sissy boy. The prank had involved getting onto one of the kinky websites, talking the guy up, and then staging an elaborate fetish scene. They'd gotten him to do all kinds of wild things, including licking their assholes and ball sacks.

It had been an amazing power trip. Nathan was used to being better than other people. He and Greg were among the most popular creators on StreamTube. He dominated online. But actually dominating another person in real life, that had been its own kind of amazing high.

When Damien had gotten wind of the prank, he had been furious. Apparently he was a "protector" in the "lifestyle" and had made it his mission to keep newbies safe. Nathan wasn't sure how he had gotten wind of the whole thing. The video that went up online was heavily edited, with some things suggested, but all of the explicit acts taken out. It was just he and Greg talking about the set-up, walking viewers through the selection process and luring their mark, and the tamer highlights from the session itself.

The guy had been into it too. It wasn't like they'd forced anything on him that he wasn't willing to do. He was acting a little weird afterward, like he had been drinking, but assured them that was normal, and Greg had driven him home just to be on the safe side. They had beaten him a little with some floggers and riding crops, but hadn't actually hurt the guy.

In fact, he had even tried to keep Damien from doing any of this in the first place.

Damien was not persuaded, though. He made a stink in the "lifestyle community" that resulted in hundreds of angry comments on their channel. The fallout was what had made Greg leave, citing on another video platform that Nathan's pranks had just gotten to be "too much" and "too toxic" and he needed to get to a better space.

That was the end of it. The mark had apologized to Nathan for the fuss that had been caused by Damien. He had no control over him, and Nathan felt bad for him. It had to be horrible to be in a community where a few people lorded their experience and talent over other, lesser people and put them in a position of "keep up or drown."

Still, Nathan moved on. He put together his next prank and pulled it off alone. Some of the "lifestylers" showed up to pile on comments, but they weren't really any worse than any of the other hater comments his videos received. They were still engagement and by the time the next video came out, he had gotten back half of the subs that he'd lost and was rising in the algorithm again.

Then Damien had gotten his hands on the whole video. Nathan still suspected Greg, but he had no proof. Greg would not talk to him after the initial fallout with Damien's "lifestyle" group. In either case, Damien made his position very, very clear. Either Nathan come and learn why what he had done was so bad, or Damien was going to show the whole video to the moderators on StreamTube.

Even edited down, the video that Nathan had put up had been demonetized - he knew it would be, though. Anything having to do with fetish or sex was always demonetized. If StreamTube got its hands on the full video, though, Nathan would be deplatformed. He would lose his outlet and his followers. He could rebuild elsewhere, but it would take time.

So of course he had opted for Damien's "lesson."

And here he was, after a week of hell, on the final night, the bachelor party before the wedding tomorrow. Then, this nightmare would be over.

*********

Monday:

"My what?" Nathan tilted his head and looked at Damien. The older man was tall and broad-shouldered. He was in his late forties, with thick hair and greying beard and temples. To say he was large was both an understatement and a poor description. He was muscular, with an almost angular build that made him imposing, no matter what the actual demeanor he was trying to affect.

"Your Safeword," Damien said the word again, slowly, "Safeword. You're going to have it and you're going to use it if you feel uncomfortable about something or absolutely cannot do anything. If you use it, I will check in and make sure that you're okay and when you are, we will move on."

Nathan laughed. "I thought this was supposed to be a think where you just do whatever you want. That was the point, right, to give me a taste of my own medicine?"

It was bad enough that Damien was blackmailing him into this. If he didn't want to lose his platform and his followers, he had no choice but to do this little thing. That now he was acting like he cared about what Nathan wanted to do with this Safeword bullshit was just ... it was insulting.

He didn't need a Safeword to show Damien that he was full of shit, overreacting, overprotective, and controlling.

"Screw your Safeword," Nathan said. "If you think you're man enough to actually do this, then do it. Don't mess around."

No one Damien's size or age should have been able to move as fast as he did. Before Nathan finished his sentence, Damien's hand was in motion. Nathan thought he was going to slap him in the face, but his arm dropped and Damien's hand landed hard enough against his ass to push him forward and off balance.

As he fell forward, he pushed out his hands to catch himself. Damien Caught hold of him, bending him forward over his arm and catching his face with his leg, so that instead of hitting the ground, he instead slid painlessly down Damien's shin until his face was on the linoleum floor. Then the sole of his shoe was on his cheek, holding his head down.

"Lick the bottom of my shoe," Damien said.

Nathan's stomach turned as he smelled fresh grass and something else, dark and musky, in the treads of the shoes. It was not shit, not exactly. It had that smell, though, like something old and rotted, but rechurned for growing.

Compost.

"I said lick my shoe, bitch," Damien said. He pressed it harder against Nathan's face.

He knew that licking it would not actually hurt him. The smell, though, and the idea of his tongue touching not just pieces of compost but just something that had been tracking through dirt made him feel ill to his stomach. "No."

"No isn't a Safeword. I expect I'll hear no a lot and I don't care. You're my slave. You'll do it anyway. What is your Safeword?"

Nathan's mind raced through possible words until it found something that he would remember easily. "Mauve. I hate Mauve. It's the worst color in the world. It can't even purple right."

With that simple word, the pressure on Nathan's face lifted. Damien moved his foot away and Nathan pushed himself up, retching as he did so. He managed to keep the remaining contents of his stomach from coming up, but it was a struggle. He looked up to see Damien's hand and pushed it away, getting to his feet himself.

"No." Damien placed his hand on Nathan's shoulder and pushed him down. "A man picks himself up. You're my little bitch. I help you up."

Nathan glared up at Damien and met those steely grey eyes. Neither of them blinked. Damien simply held his hand there, waiting. Nathan thought he would wait forever if he just sat there and knew he'd push him down again if he tried to stand up on his own. He finally took the hand and let Damien pull him to his feet.

"If you absolutely cannot do something, for whatever reason, then you use your Safeword. I won't listen to no or anything else. So remember Mauve. If it becomes apparent that you should have used your Safeword and didn't, then I will end this, turn over the video to StreamTube, and let you deal with the consequences of your actions. Do you understand me?"

Nathan nodded. "I can say no and stop all I want. Only Mauve works. Why though?"

Those cold eyes softened slightly, but the stern expression held by his lips and jaw did not falter. "Your excuse is that Jake consented to everything, that he was into it and never stopped anything. But from the video and just now, it's clear to me that you don't know what that really means. So you have a word that gets you out consequence free of anything that you can't handle. Which means that everything that I'm going to make you do, if you don't use that Safeword, I know you consented to."

He held that statement between them for a moment, seemingly waiting for Nathan to challenge him. Nathan was not sure how to, or what to say. He was not wrong, was he? If he knew that saying Mauve would stop things and there would not be bad consequences for it, there would be no reason not to say it.

"And so will you," Damien said.

Nathan swallowed hard.

Yeah. That was going to be a tough pill to swallow.


CHAPTER TWO

Friday Night

Nathan walked out of the kitchen holding the tray of glasses in one hand and his head high. If he was going to be humiliated, in front of all of Damien's guests, he was going to make him work for it. He expected to see derision or disgust in the faces of the guests, all of them men except for one woman, a tall woman in a slender dress with long, black hair.

She was the kind of woman - extremely attractive - that a week ago he would have leered at and walked up to with a pickup line. It would not matter if the pickup line worked. It was all about the moment of delivery. Tonight, however, beyond anything that Damien might do, she presented an obstacle to such an approach.

Hooked to a belt around that draped as part of her dress' accessories hung a long flogger with metal beads on the end of the thin tongs. A week ago, that would not have given him pause; he would have assumed it was just for looks. Nathan knew better now. He still had welts on his ass and thighs from Damien's cord lash. He tried not to feel self conscious about them, as a fair number of them were visible.

Just because a tool looked scary did not mean that they were not safe to use. One simply had to know how to use them.

Monday night, Damien had shown Nathan a training device that he had - a Pear of Anguish. It was simple enough, this one actually made with a body-safe silicone that coated the metal. It was, true to its name, pear shaped, and Nathan knew that something that wide would be painful in his ass.

That, however, was not what made him use his Safe word for it. Damien demonstrated it, twisting the base so that it opened, spreading like the petals of a flower. While he was able to lock it at various points of opening, it opened all the way flat.

Damien did not use it, but each time over the course of the week that he brought out a wider butt plug for Nathan, he placed the Pear prominently where Nathan could see it. The gesture had two meanings, and Nathan understood them clearly. One was a mindfuck. Damien could use it on him, but he was not only because Nathan had said Mauve.

But he could.

The other meaning was actually a reassuring one. Whatever pain Nathan felt, it could always be worse. That had helped him through his first two nights of anal training.

Tonight a similar Pear of Anguish featured in a display of torture devices. While Damien seemed keen on obtaining consent even of the people he blackmailed, he had a dark side. He had, it seemed, a love of torture devices. His dungeon had an Iron Maiden in it, though it was glued open and had several safety devices in place to make sure that no one could close it or hurt themselves on the spikes.

In the case tonight with the metal Pear was a Cat of Nine Tails that featured pieces of metal and glass fixed into the ends of the leather tongs. Something that looked like a cross between a flattened wine bottle opener and a mousetrap sat next to it - a "nut cracker". On the shelf below was a single device, which had two-tong fork heads at each end. It was not labeled, but Nathan noticed that the length was about the average length of an adult torso ...

Guests looked at the torture devices in the case or conversed with Damien. When the noticed Nathan, they did not look on him with the derision that he expected. They did not seem bothered by the fact that he held his head high (even when the men present who were obviously slaves kept their heads tilted down at all times). A few even gave him encouraging or approving smiles and nods.

Nathan was supposed to be humiliated tonight. That was the point of the bachelor party, for Damien to debase him in the worst ways. Yet as he waited for the bartender to pour drinks that he then served and passed around oer d'oeuvres, nothing humiliating happened at all. No one really spoke to him (Damien had warned him that most people out of respect for Damien would limit their conversations with Nathan), but when they did, they were pleasant and respectful. No one talked to him in the trash ways that Damien did.

Maybe, Nathan thought to himself, Damien had played up the humiliation as another mindfuck, and he was going to actually have a pleasant evening of just being a manservant. The idea of that was nice, actually, considering how rough the week had been.

It looked as though the night would be easy - until Damien turned his attention to Nathan. The move was unexpected. One moment, Nathan was standing at the bar, having just placed his empty tray down. Then his head pulled back, the roots of his hair stinging at the tension on them. Nathan backed up until he fell to his knees.

He was about to ask who had the gall when Damien circled around him, looking down at him with that familiar, cold, icy stare. Nathan wanted to hit himself. He had fallen for the oldest trick in the prankster's book, enjoying a false high while his tormentor waited to bring him low. Damien unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock, thick and hard.

"Open your mouth, bitch," Damien commanded. Nathan obeyed and Damien shoved his cock into it. He tasted warm and slightly salty. He must have been working out while Nathan was getting ready for the party. Damien's hand held Nathan's head still by his hair as he pulled back and trust forward, shoving his cock into Nathan's mouth, sliding it over his tongue.

It was soft, and Nathan could smell his scent, the strong musk that he had grown so accustomed to over the course of the week. Damien pulled back and thrust forward again, forcing Nathan to keep his throat open so that he did not choke.

He was not allowed to suck Damien's cock. No, that would indicate that he was a person who had desires and wanted to do something. When Damien got into this mood, Nathan was not a person. He was a slave with a mouth made only for Damien to deposit cum into. It was humiliating. Nathan hated it.

He could stop it. Damien had made him come up with a hand signal, his non-verbal Mauve, as it were. Damien thrust faster, his cock stroking Nathan's cheek before hitting the soft palate. The cock throbbed, and Nathan knew that Damien was going to come soon.

All he had to do was throw up that signal and it was done.

Damien grabbed Nathan's head with both hands as he shoved his cock hard into his mouth. Nathan opened his throat as Damien's cock pulsed, cum spewing out of it. It touched the palate. This was a familiar sensation. Nathan focused on closing the airway up to his nose, like he would if he were diving, and pulled back his tongue to block the cum from going down his throat.

He was not supposed to swallow yet, that would be a sucking sensation and sex toys did not suck. Damien's cum poured into his mouth, thick, salty, and musky. When he finally pulled out, he released Nathan's head. Nathan kept his nose closed and swallowed, pushing the mass of cum down his throat in one go.

"That is amazing." One of the guests spoke. Nathan glanced up at him, not really wanting to meet his eyes. He looked - enamored - amazed. Both were valid words to describe the look Nathan saw. "He didn't even dribble any out." The man looked at Damien as he pulled one of the men who had kept his face tilted downward to stand next to him. "He has got to teach my slave."

The man next to him nodded, and Nathan did not miss the smile that crept onto his lips. This was insane. Was he really about to do what he thought he was about to do?

"Bitch." Damien used his hand to pull Nathan's chin up so that he had to look up at the group now. "Would you like to teach Michael's slave out to get face-fucked neatly?"

Nathan started to say "sure" and caught himself. "Yes, Sir." He did not want the beating that would follow a "sure" right now.

Michael gestured for his slave to sit next to Nathan. While Damien and Michael went off to talk, Nathan turned his attention to the slave. He explained the techniques that he used as best he could. He thought the other man got it, but really he would only know for sure once he tried it out.

Damien and Michael returned with another man in tow.

"So obviously Michael is going to face-fuck his slave." Damien looked down at Nathan. "I'm not ready yet, but you really need to have another go so that Michael's slave can have an active example to follow. Lucky for us," Damien patted the shoulder of the new man, "Charles here eagerly volunteered."

Damien looked down and Nathan knew he was looking for Nathan to either say his Safe word or raise his hands. He could. He had only agreed to service Damien, not his friends. Michael's slave was smart. He probably got it.

But what if he was the kind of person who got nervous in a crowd? Nathan was used to performing. Not everyone was like that. But, most people got a confidence boost if they were not alone. Nathan kept his mouth shut and his hands down, and simply nodded, wondering for a brief moment if Damien was going to be disappointed.

What if he wanted him to himself?

Something warm formed in his belly when he saw those steely eyes soften and warm and the barest hint of a smile touched Damien's lips.

He was happy.

"Go face fuck that bitch," Damien said, patting Charles on the shoulder again.

Nathan looked over at the slave as both Charles and Michael unzipped their pants and whipped out their respective cocks. Charles was neither as wide or as long as Damien. His hands were smaller, but his grip just as firm as he took hold of Nathan's hair.

It should have been easier to endure this from Charles, physically anyway. Mentally - emotionally - it was easy. When Nathan glanced at Damien, he saw pride in the man's eyes as he watched. He liked sharing Nathan with his friends and Nathan felt an urge to do this right for him.

Physically, that was easier said than done. So much of Nathan's technique was built around Damien's girth and length (lucky for the slave, Michael was a close match). On more than one occasion, Nathan had to purse his lips slightly to keep Charles from slipping out when he pulled back and his thrusts never reached his palate, making it hard for him to prepare for the eventual orgasm.

Still, he managed to get things working right. He felt Charles' cock start to pulse as it slid over his tongue, the sweetness of Charles' skin making Nathan want to forget his training for a moment and just lick and suck ... what? Nathan blocked up his nose, pulled back his tongue, and waited for the cum to spew out and fill his mouth.

It was not as full of a load, but it was sweeter in taste, with citrus undertones. It reminded Nathan of ... was that pineapple? When he pulled out, Nathan swallowed and looked over at the slave.

A little saliva and cum had dripped out of the corners of his mouth, but that was to be expected. Nathan had the same problem when he had first done this. The slave swallowed Michael's load, and licked his lips to catch the dribble.

"Much cleaner." Michael sounded like he approved.

"That was good." Charles' sounded pleased, but Nathan was too focused on the slave, nodding to him approvingly to give him encouragement that he had apparently done it right.

"Thank you," Damien accepted the praise for Nathan and pulled Charles and Michael away.

Nathan inched closer to the slave. "It gets easier to control the dribble with practice, Damien goes at me a couple of times a day and I got it down in a week. So it'll depend on you and Michael."

"Thanks." The slave smiled at him and kept his voice low. "I'm Alex, by the way. It's a pleasure to meet you."

"Same here." Nathan returned the smile. He took a moment to appraise Alex and realized that he had an athletic build to him. If he did not play sports, then he worked out regularly enough to look as though he could.

Alex coughed and swallowed again.

"Do you think Michael will care if you have some water?" Nathan had listened carefully to Damien's instructions about protocol, and he was not to assume that the slaves of Damien's guests were allowed to do anything without their Masters' permission.

"As long as it is just water it'll be fine," Alex said.

Nathan smiled and stood, helping Alex to his feet. "The water will help."

They walked over to the bar, where the bartender greeted them with two waters and a smile. Nathan returned it and sipped his water, instructing Alex on the best way to swish any  lingering cum down. Unfortunately, the technique made it easy for strands of it to glom onto the teeth or under the tongue. Nathan had managed to tweak things so that it was not so bad, but how successful Alex was would depend on the shape and size of his mouth and tongue.

It wasn't so bad. Of all the things Damien could do to him tonight, making him suck his cock and another guys dick really didn't rank in the Top 10. It was possible, probably even, that Damien had only planned to do something like that. Show him off, do something to establish his dominance, and then put him to work again.

When Alex was done with his water, Nathan made sure that he was okay to rejoin Michael, who had returned to his previous group at the party. When he assured him he was, Nathan took another tray of drinks and carried them around to people.

There was something twistedly ... cute about walking around in nothing but a tutu and nipple chains, serving drinks. As the feeling of Damien and Charles using him passed, he began to hold his head higher again. The worst of the night was done and he was just going to play cocktail girl for the rest of the evening.

Someone removed the last glass from his tray. Nathan turned and felt Damien's hands - they were most definitely his hands and no other - and bent him forward over the back of the sofa. Nathan tried to catch his tray, but it flew from his hands and onto the floor where the woman picked it up and laid it on her lap as she sat down.

As Damien's hands pushed up the tutu, Nathan's eyes met the woman's. The look there was a sadistic schadenfreude. He saw both contempt of him and pleasure in his predicament. She did not like him, whether because she knew how he came to be in Damien's service or because of his gender, Nathan did not know. She clearly despised him and enjoyed watching what was about to happen to him.

Nathan tried to relax his ass. This was not going to be pleasant. Damien was large and had trained Nathan just enough that he would not actually harm him. But he did not want it to feel good.

This was not about how Nathan felt.

Damien's hands spread Nathan's ass cheeks and he felt the hard cock press against his O-ring. For a bare second he thought Damien was going to go at him dry, and his Safe word was on his lips. Then he heard "It's right here Master Damien" from what sounded like Alex (Nathan could not bare to look around and see if his new friend would so enthusiastically aid in his humiliation) and heard the familiar sound of squirting gel.

Then his ass stretched as Damien pushed his way inside. He did not take it slowly or gently. He trust in hard and fast until his body pressed against Nathan's ass. He pulled back and thrust again, just as hard. The feeling of Damien going in was thick and seemed to shove everything in his body aside. When he pulled back, everything went into place and he felt the satisfying feeling of something pushing outward.

It was almost pleasurable, but then Damien thrust again.

He did not stop thrusting, harder and faster, until he pulsed, pushing hard into Nathan so that he came deep inside of him.

"Cum belongs inside my bitch," Damien said, and slapped the side of Nathan's ass. He pulled out and slapped his ass again. "Go clean up so you don't make a mess in here."

Nathan stayed there for a few moments, processing what had happened and the way he felt. There was a knot in his stomach trying to work its way out through his eyes. Slowly, he pushed himself forward and made his way to the bathroom. There, he cleaned himself up slowly, trying to figure out what that feeling was.

A knock sounded on the door as Nathan straightened his tutu. He opened the door to see Alex there, looking concerned. "Mistress Allyson asked me to come see how you were."

"The woman?" Nathan blinked his eyes and realized his cheeks were wet. He wiped them dry with the back of his hand. "I thought she hated me."

Alex's eyes widened and he shook his head. "No. No one here does, are you kidding? She just plays up that look when she knows someone is being humiliated to help play into the headspace. She was impressed with you, actually. Male subs don't usually impress her." Alex looked to either side, as though he were about to share a deep secret that was not obvious. "She's a lesbian."

"I wouldn't have pegged her for one." Nathan smiled to show that he was kidding. The joking felt good and lifted away some of the knot.

Alex seemed to see where he had been crying, but he said nothing. Instead, he led Nathan back out and to the bar, where the bartender had water and bite-size brownies for him. He ate them, feeling better with each bite and sip of water.

The rest of the night moved by with small displays of Damien's dominance and Nathan's humiliation, but none as brutal as the fucking had been. Nathan took the small whippings and verbal teasing. Tomorrow was the wedding and this would be done.


CHAPTER THREE

The wedding dress had looked much nicer on the rack than it looked on Nathan. Even with the corset under it forcing a slight curve to his waist, it just did not hand right on him. Its wide skirt, its lacey bodice, and its many white and silver sequins were not made for his body. This dress, though, was not made for a woman.

Behind him was no dress. Instead, it was straps to help hold the dress in place and frame his ass. He felt ridiculous in this attire, but this was part of the deal. Damien would humiliate him, make him his bitch, and then make him walk down the aisle to marry him.

All he had to do was get through this and then all was done. He met his end of the deal and Damien would not go to StreamTube with the full video. Further, he would clear up his name with the BDSM community so that people would stop hating on his channel. Nathan was not sure that he wanted all of the commenting to stop. It was still engagement. If the haters still showed up, though, they might post other things besides how he was a jerk for using a subby boy for StreamTube amusement.

Which would be good. If they hated on the actual videos, that would actually rank the engagement higher.

Alex stepped into the dressing room wearing the ugliest pink taffeta dress, cropped short so that it fell just below his hips and did not cover the dong that hung down limply under it. Alex, it seemed, was seriously hung, which made Nathan wonder why he was a sub. In the circles Nathan usually ran in, a guy like Alex would be seen as an instant Alpha for the size of his cock alone.

"Are you ready? All of the guests are seated."

"Yes." Nathan sighed as he looked into the mirror one more time. His face was covered in makeup with heavy eyeliner on his eyes, red lipstick, and thick blush to highlight his cheeks. He looked like a caricature of femininity.

If Mistress Allyson saw him, she probably would be disgusted by it.

"Thank you for being my bride's maid," Nathan looked at Alex. When this was done, he was going to make sure he had contact information from him. He genuinely liked Alex and thought he would be cool to hang out with.

"Thank you for asking." Alex smiled and his expression changed to sheepish surprise. "I almost forgot."

He ran over to the handbag he had dropped off in the dressing room earlier and opened it. He pulled out some items and brought them over.

"Something Old." Alex put a pair of clip-on earrings that dangled with the profile of a woman cast in ivory on Nathan's ear lobes. "Something New." He pulled out a tennis bracelet with sparkling gems around it from its new packaging and placed it on Nathan's wrist. "Something Borrowed." He took off one of his rings and gave it to Nathan, who put it on his right ring finger. Alex smiled and pulled out a blue leg garter. "Something Blue."

Nathan shifted so that Alex could slide the garter up his leg to sit at his thigh.

"It's supposed to be good luck to have that stuff," Alex said and stood back with a smile.

"You know the wedding is just for the wedding," Nathan said. "It's not like a permanent thing."

"I know." Alex gave a sigh. "I can wish though. You were awesome at the party. I was in awe and kind of envious. Michael is a good Owner, don't get me wrong. But he is still learning in a lot of ways and he's not as experienced as Damien. It's clear that Damien has done a lot of work and training with you that Michael hasn't thought to do with me."

Nathan did not know what to do with that. He followed Alex out of the dressing room. The music changed to Pachebel's Cannon in D and Michael came to walk his slave up the aisle. Michael was serving as Damien's Best Man for the ceremony.

Damien already stood there waiting, looking handsome in his full, black tuxedo with its red cummerbund and a white boutonniere. He looked like a real groom, and Nathan suddenly felt the weight of just what he was doing.

He was the bride.

The woman.

He felt very self-conscious now, knowing that he was about to walk down the aisle alone. Then, as Michael led Alex to his spot on the bride's side, Mistress Allyson stepped up next to Nathan.

"Are you ready?" She asked.

Nathan tried to hide his surprise. He didn't know anyone was walking him down. "Yeah. I, um, thank you."

He felt both touched by the gesture and humiliated by its need. He was such a girl right now, a helpless one at that. That was the point, but when he looked at Mistress Allyson, he did not see disgust in her eyes. He saw genuine affection there. She did like him and he thought she respected him too.

After watching him get pushed over the back of the couch and get fucked, she had actual respect for him.

"I hope you don't mind," she said. "I asked Damien if I could."

With that, she put her arm on hers and the music changed to the wedding march.

Nathan walked down the aisle in time to the music. As he did so, he looked at the wedding guests as he approached them. All of them looked at him with the same affection and admiration they would look at a real bride. It was emasculating but endearing at the same time. Nathan found himself happier with each step to be walking down the aisle and more amazed by the presence of Mistress Allyson at his side.

These people were incredible and he was privileged to live in their world for a little while. The man waiting on him was amazing and a flood of emotions that Nathan had been trying to keep pushed away and aside the whole week came flooding over him. How gentle Damien had been with the butt plugs, careful not to rip his O-ring. How patient he had been while Nathan learned how to suck cock and develop his own technique. How careful he had been beating him to make sure that he did not cause more pain than Nathan was ready to handle.

If he were going to put himself in the care of any man, what better one was there?

But what did that say about him?

Mistress Allyson led him to his place and sat down on his side of the aisle, a move that made Nathan's heart flutter. He looked up at Damien, feeling like a girl discovering new feelings for the first time. The words of their "priest" passed over him until he was finished with the vows and awaiting Nathan's answer.

He was supposed to say, "until the afternoon do us part."

Instead, Nathan opened his mouth and other words came out. "For as long as he will have me."

He felt his cheeks grow warm as the words filled the small auditorium. Damien's eyes widened and the word that broke his heart came from Damien's lips. "Mauve."

With that word, he took hold of Nathan's hand and pulled him away from the altar, out of the hall of the community center. Damien looked around them and then at Nathan as the door closed. "What's going on? Are you okay? Is this a joke?"

Clearly Damien was going through the rainbow of emotional responses. Nathan's heartbreak eased and he smiled. "I - I don't know," he admitted. He wanted to look down, but didn't. "I was struck with how amazing everyone out there is and how amazing you are and I realized, I've enjoyed this week as much as I have hated it. I don't know what that says about me, but if you're willing, I'd like to figure that out with you."

Damien stepped back and brought his hand up to his chin. Nathan waited for the rejection. He knew he was asking for something big. He was asking a gay man to help him figure out his sexuality, and that might not go well for Damien.

Was it fair?

Nathan had no idea. Maybe. Maybe not. Maybe it didn't matter. Maybe they couldn't know yet.

"On one condition," Damien said.

"Anything." Nathan thought about that word and followed it up quickly. "Within reason."

"This is more than reasonable. The next time that something changes for you, tell me first, before a session, so that I'm prepared for it."

"That's fair." Nathan nodded.

"I'm still going to humiliate you after this," Damien smiled darkly, and Nathan's stomach tightened.

"I know."

Damien led him back into the auditorium, and the low murmuring that had been taking place stopped. Nathan returned to his place, and Damien to his. Damien looked to the "priest" and nodded. The man coughed and read out Damien's vows.

Instead of his originally planned response, Damien responded, "For as long as he will submit to me."

That elicited a number of cheers from the small group until the "priest" quieted them. He made his declaration, and Damien moved up to Nathan. He leaned forward like he was going to kiss him, and then grabbed his shoulders. He spun him around and pushed him forward, sliding his ass cheeks open as Nathan bent forward.

Alex produced lube again, and Damien pushed his cock against his ass. He teased Nathan this time, sliding it up the crevasse of his ass and down, pressing against the O-ring, but not going in.

Come on! Nathan wanted it and he was still not sure how he felt about that. Damien grabbed the straps that were the back of his wedding dress and played again like he was going to push inside, only to slide up his ass again.

"Do you want it?" Damien asked.

Nathan's face burned.

"Does my pretty bride want to be fucked?" He brought his cock to that puckered hole again and teased.

That conflict rose up again. He knew what Damien wanted, but could he do it? Could he admit to what he was feeling right now? Damien pressed and he thought he would take him anyway - that's what he was supposed to do.

Then he pulled back, the head of his cock sliding away from the O-ring.

He wasn't going to fuck him until Nathan asked for it.

"I'm going to be really sad if my bride doesn't want me."

"I want it." Nathan said the words fast and quietly.

"I didn't hear you." Damien brought his cock down again and pressed the head against the O-ring until he just barely pierced it. He had heard him, Nathan was sure of it.

But that's not who needed to hear.

"Yes I want it," Nathan said the words louder.

He waited for Damien to thrust hard, but instead, he slid inside slowly, pulling back, and pushing forward a little at a time, letting Nathan feel something new now.

Pleasure.

It was incredible. As Damien pulled back, Nathan felt that ecstasy that came with the satisfaction of evacuation. When he pushed further in, Damien seemed to carry that ecstasy with him, turning the pain into something else. His insides shifted for the thick cock that slid into him. The feeling was warm, as though his body were embracing the cock instead of avoiding it.

Nathan pushed back into the next gentle thrust, pushing Damien a little further inside of him. When he pulled back, Nathan shivered, and when he pushed in again, he moaned. He was going to come and did not care. The sensation was amazing.

Damien finally pushed all the way inside of him. Their bodies touched and Nathan felt the first surge of the orgasm, cresting over his body and escaping in another moan. When Damien pulled back, that cresting wave somehow grew larger. With each stroke, Damien moved a little faster, with more purpose. He pulled and pushed that cresting wave, spreading the orgasm through all of Nathan's body, pushing it through his arms to his fingers and down his legs to his toes. As he pushed hard into him, pulsing, the wave surged over his head and released fully. His body shook as his own cock pulsed and shot his load into the inner lining of the dress.

He was going to have to spend the rest of the afternoon feeling his cum running down the dress. There was no way Damien was going to let him clean it up. Damien pulled out and Nathan grunted as he shoved a plug into his ass.

"A nice, pretty sparkly to show what's mine." Damien said. Nathan had seen the plug earlier, a black one just a little narrower than his cock, with a rhinestone on the flat of the base.

He used the straps to pull Nathan up right, and he followed obediently. His head swam with the feeling of the orgasm as Damien spun him around. He kissed him then, his tongue pushing between his lips to find Nathan's receptive. When he pulled back, he turned Nathan around to their guests.

"My subby bitch," he proclaimed. The guests clapped. A few hooted, though Nathan thought that was mostly Alex.

Nathan smiled. He had a lot to figure out. As Damien kept his hand on his back and led him down the aisle and to the table where cake waited for them, he thought that he had a good person to figure it out with.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Michael and his husband Anthony have had a rocky last few months in their relationship, especially when it came to their lovemaking. That wasn’t to say the sex itself was bad, though, it was more or less his own commitment to the act of lovemaking that left both men wanting. During the times they made love, Anthony always seemed to be elsewhere, lost in his own fantasy world. In the last few months, he seemed to have lost interest in foreplay all together with his husband, something that became all the more frustrating for Michael. The couple often shared who was on top and who was on the bottom, but Michael had taken notice that the enthusiasm was never really there whenever it was Anthony’s turn to be the dominating man in bed. He just seemed off in his own world, trapped inside his own head.

Both men worked from home, and Michael noticed how his husband seemed to constantly be lost in his own headspace even when he was supposed to be working on a task managing their startup company’s finances on the computer. He was normally an excellent worker, but lately, the change was noticeable even to their friends and family. Naturally, Michael was both curious and concerned with what was going on in his husband’s head. He wanted to know what it was he was thinking about during the day, and during all of their most intimate moments together. Was it a lack of interest? Low libido? Depression? Was Michael no longer fulfilling his desires in bed? Was he thinking about other men? Women? It got to the point that one night Michael decided he couldn’t keep himself wondering anymore. He had to ask Anthony once and for all what it was that was bothering him so. What caught him off guard though was the unexpected answer.

It was late in the evening as Michael waited for Anthony to come out of the bathroom and join him. He sat above the blankets in nothing but his sexiest men’s lingerie shorts, something he had bought specially for the occasion of trying to reignite a spark with their relationship once more. He saw Anthony as he stepped out of the bathroom, but Anthony didn’t see Michael. He watched Anthony as he sat down and laid his head on the pillow. Only then did Anthony take notice of Michael's efforts. “You look handsome in those shorts,” he said with a smile. “Very sexy, but, I don’t know if I am going to be able to get it up for anything tonight.”

Michael attempted to curb his anger as Anthony notices his husband's brow twitch, a common facial tic of his when angry. “Why?” he asked him plainly. “What could possibly be on your mind to not make you want any of this?” Michael’s voice cracked as he wanted to cry. Of the two, he considered himself the stronger man, but even he had an emotional limit, especially when he was convinced now that his husband wasn’t interested in him anymore. “Anthony, why don’t you please just talk to me?” he begged of him.

Anthony looked at Michael like his mind was racing. He knew he couldn’t lie to Michael, because he was a great lie detector, and Anthony was a terrible liar. “Michael, baby, I just…” he paused like he didn’t know what to say, or how to say it. Michael leaned into him to let him know he was really hanging on to the next few words. That was when he said something far beyond Michael’s expectations. “I just can’t stop fantasizing about being a woman.”

Michael reeled back. “A woman? Like a real woman?” he said, exasperated. “You’ve been neglecting our relationship because you wished you were a female? Anthony, we’re gay for chrissakes.”

Immediately he tried to clarify. “No, Michael, no, not quite like that,” he said nervously. “Like a sissy whore. One that gets dominated by men.”

Michael couldn’t even think of a response to what he just heard. A sissy whore? Anthony? Sure, as far as gay men went, he was the more effeminate one, but not in that way. At least that is what Michael would have thought. He sat back and looked at him for a long time. It was a lot for him to process. All the while, Anthony nervously fidgeted with his fingers, waiting for the inevitable response. “I… am honestly not sure what to say to that,” he finally admitted to him. “Perhaps we should check where I got these shorts to see if there are some female outfits that fit you then, huh?”

Anthony laughed, albeit a bit awkwardly, at the joke. Michael was, at the very least, at that moment, so relieved it wasn’t the worst nightmare of his coming true. He loved his husband and he wanted him to be honest and open with him about these types of feelings. “I’m sorry,” Anthony said. “I was just feeling ashamed. After I learned about it I started to do some research and it was suddenly all I could think about. It’s just that this is something I’ve so desperately wanted to experience. I don’t really know what compelled me to take so long to tell you. Maybe the fear that you wouldn’t like it because I’d want to look more like a woman?”

Michael leaned in and rubbed Anthony’s head with a smile across his face. He had an idea, one that would benefit both of them. “Oh no! I don’t want you to ever feel like you have to hide these feelings from me! Jesus Christ, you had me worried.”

Anthony seemed almost bothered by that. “Worried? Why were you so worried?” he asked him.

“Well, what was I supposed to think? That you weren’t attracted to your husband anymore? That you were seeing someone else?” Michael explained to him the best I could, but Anthony was always a little oblivious to how he acted and came off to people. “You really just don’t know how you come off when your mind is elsewhere.”

“I guess you’re right,” he admitted.

“I know I am,” Michael reassured him. “I always am. Now layback, because I have an idea.” Anthony looked at his husband curiously as Michael could tell he had no idea what was in store. All at once he had come up with a great plan that would leave both of them feeling satisfied by the night’s end. He removed the lingerie and handed it to him. “We wear the same size in most things. Go on ahead and put this on.”

Michael noticed an immediate change in Anthony’s demeanor at that moment. It was clear he didn’t expect him to be so accepting of this newfound fetish. Truth be told, Michael rejoiced in the thought of transforming his husband. Little by little at first. If he wanted to become a sissy whore, Michael would make him a sissy whore. He watched as Anthony stripped naked and pulled up the fine, soft fabric of the lingerie shorts around his tight ass. Michael couldn’t help but giggle with delight. He reached out and grabbed the shorts and proceeded to cinch them up into Anthony’s ass, making them more like a woman’s thong. He noticed his husband immediately reached a full hard-on from nothing, just like that. It was the first time Michael had seen him get such an erection without any sort of stimulation in a long time. It was really going to work, perhaps a little too well. “Baby, we’re going to have to put some work into you,” Michael said with a chuckle.

“Work into me? You mean…?” Anthony spoke as Michael could see the light shine through his eyes with a glimmer of excitement.

“You want to be a sissy boy? I can make you a sissy boy,” he explained to him. It was true, between the two and their work owning a startup makeup company, they had the means. “I have all the means and know-how to help you achieve your fantasies, and I will do it for you because I love you.”

“You’re truly amazing, Michael,” he said to me with a sound of utmost relief.

The two shared a passionate kiss as Michael rubbed back his husband’s mess of hair. He wasn’t kidding when he said he was going to help him become a sissy boy. The plan wasn’t just to transform him. If this has been his fantasy for so long, then what he needs is a true metamorphosis. Michael planned to not only doll Anthony up to look like a slutty whore, he planned to make him become a slutty whore. He refrained from giving Anthony any sort of satisfaction that night, in part to punish him for making him suffer in worry for so long, but also because he knew the reward of climax would only be deserving after a full transformation was finally made.

That next morning, Michael woke up to the sound of Anthony’s razor as its humming echoed out into the bedroom. Michael stretched his body and yawned as it was still very early in the morning and the sun cracked through the blinds of the bedroom window. The buzzing noise continued as Michael scratched his head and slowly made his way to the bathroom. He cracked open the door and peered inside to see Anthony hard at work shaving all of the body hair off his body. Michael watched curiously as he was deep in the process of shaving off his pubic hair. He had his cock in his hand and worked precariously to clean up his nether regions. “Anthony?” Michael whispered loudly to him, not wanting to startle him.

He looked up and met Michael's eyes as he breathed out and set the buzzer down. “I had uhm, wanted to get a head start for the day,” he said.

Michael smirked as he opened the door all the way and stepped inside. “Well first off,” he told him. “You shouldn’t be shaving your crotch with an electric razor. Let me do it.”

He walked over and threw off his long johns, not wanting to get any of his hair on his clothes. He knelt down, completely naked, next to him and smiled as he pulled out a regular razor from the drawer. Anthony looked down at Michael as he gently took his penis in his hand and held it down as he proceeded to properly shave the rest of the pubic hair. He watched Michael, worried that he might make a mistake even as he confidently shaved the rest of Anthony’s nether regions without much hassle. Michael watched as his handling and fondling caused him to have quite an erection. Michael simply couldn’t help himself as he leaned in and lightly kissed the cock head as it throbbed. “Hey!” he cried. “No teasing.”

“Oh, there will be a lot more than teasing,” Michael told him. “Clean this hair off the floor and start up the shower. I’ll likely have to touch you up a few more times with the razor before you’re done.”

Anthony sighed and nodded as he agreed to clean up his mess. Michael stood there and watched with his arms folded, not intending to drop the dominant persona at any point. Anthony wasn’t aware of what Michael had planned, but he could already tell he was getting himself into the mindset. Next they started up the shower together as Michael used a whole slew of products they had on order for their side business. All of the feminine washes and soaps were used on Anthony’s body to really make him smell like a pretty little woman. Michael took up a cup of apricot body scrub and proceeded to cover Anthony's body with it. He winced at the rough textures of the scrubbing beads as Michael made sure to cover every inch of him, even going as far as to caress his balls and lower shaft.

“Oh-oh! Careful!” he squealed as he jumped from the contact.

“If you move like that then I might actually hurt you,” Michael scolded him. “Now you need to be soft. Baby soft, all over. That includes your junk. You don’t see sissy boys with ugly junk.”

“No, no you don’t,” he said as he breathed out. “Being beautiful hurts. I wouldn’t be able to do this without you.”

“I only wish you told me sooner, then we wouldn’t have had those several awkward months of terrible sex,” Michael reminded him.

“Was it that bad?” he asked.

“Just don’t think about it,” said Michael. Anthony washed off everything his husband applied to his skin, leaving it to look beautifully shiny smooth. He smirked with satisfaction as he caressed my hands over his hairless chest. Michael bit his lip as he couldn’t help but be turned on himself at the sight of his husband’s new look. Anthony went from a scruffy looking gay man to a feminine twink. “Now it is going to be up to you if you want to grow your hair on your head out, wear a wig, or go with a style like some of the really girly girls do like pig-tails, ponytails, and whatnot. The biggest thing is, your hair right now isn’t super cute.”

“You think I should get it styled while I grow it out?” Anthony asked.

“I think you should ask what Annabelle wants,” Michael told him. Anthony blinked in realization to what Michael meant, knowing that he would have to find it within himself what his sissy self would want. “We don’t have any means of doing anything about this here at the house, but we will want to address it when you’re ready.” They both stepped out of the shower and into the warm air of the steamy bathroom. Anthony stood in front of the mirror and looked at himself for a long time. Michael watched as his husband was clearly envisioning himself in the transformation. He smirked with delight, as this was starting to turn him on more and more as he thought about it. “Come on, I have some things I want you to try on.”

Since Michael was almost exactly the same size and build as his husband, he knew what size he needed to buy for him to wear. He led Anthony out to the bedroom as their naked bodies took in the mild chill of the bedroom. Michael pushed his husband on to the bed and chuckled with excitement. “I’ll be honest, I’m starting to get carried away with all of this,” he said. “After you fell asleep I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Having you enthusiasitc with sex and looking like a pretty princess… well, I ran out and did some shopping.”


CHAPTER TWO

“You went out shopping that late?” Anthony asked.

“Bedside Sin is open late into the night sweetheart, and they had sissy clothes and all kinds of things for slutty women,” he told him. “I actually tried some of this on just for you so be thankful.”

He pulled out a pink and white dress and pink stockings to match, several undergarments and padded bras. It was clear Michael had gone all out for something he didn’t realize he’d be so into. Anthony blinked. “You got me a baby doll dress?” he asked as his eyes glossed over with tears of joy and excitement.

“I did my best with the colors,” said Michael. “The dress is a soft pink and cotton white while the stockings are a hot pink and paper-white.”

“If you say so,” Anthony said quietly. “You just seem to know what it is I’d like.”

“I know just as much as Annabelle, now put these on,” Michael said as he handed him the stockings and dress. He then reached into the bag and pulled out a shoe box and opened them to reveal a perfect pair of slutty stiletto high heels. “Put these on too, and trust me, I had to try them on and they look good but are very uncomfortable, so you know they’re designed for real women.”

The next part of Michael’s plan was about to unfold as he couldn’t wipe the devious smirk off of his face. He proceeded to dress himself up and get his shoes on. “Get yourself dressed and the makeup you want on if you’re going to go that far,” he said. “When I get back things are going to get intense.”

“Wait, are you going out? It’s a Sunday,” Anthony asked, unaware of Michael’s intentions.

“I have something very important to pick up for what I want to do today,” Michael told him. “Now that I know you like the clothes. Finish getting dressed and practice walking in those heels.” He walked to the door and paused as he turned and pointed at his husband very seriously. “Also, don’t even think about touching your dick while I’m gone. If you do, I’ll know, and I’ll kick your ass, understand?”

“Uh, yes ma’am,” he said, understanding the assertion of dominance clearly as he had been edged by all the naughty touching since the night before.

“Good, I’ll be back in less than an hour,” said Michael as he walked out the door. “Be a good girl!”

While Michael was out, he mostly wasted time, as he wanted to force Anthony into actually handling himself and his transformation. He thought and pondered on all the deviously naughty things he wanted to do to exploit the situation. He had already bought a bunch of things from the store the night before to use today and surprise Anthony with. He realized as he walked he had not bought enough to do something like tie Anthony up from behind if that was the kind of kinky and rough he was looking for. It was too late at that point but Michael figured if it came to that moment he’d have a plan.

For Anthony though, this moment was the moment to change everything. He was going to make a full fledged transformation and become the person he had desired to be for so long. He stared at himself in the mirror for a long time with all the makeup and wigs he had available. He already knew the hair piece he wanted to use as it wasn’t too much different from his normal look, but it was a much more feminene hairstyle that would allow him to keep his regular hair and seperate the two people that were Anthony and the sissy slu Annabelle. He put the wig on and applied the glue which would stick firmly to his head and make it look like real hair. He then proceeded to work on the makeup for his face, having a rather extensive knowledge on it already from all the online makeup tutorials. His biggest goal at that time was to look like a woman, not like a drag queen.

After killing nearly fifty minutes of time with a simple walk around the city block three times, Michael stopped by his car and grabbed what he had ready and returned to the condo. He reached the door and opened it only to hear Anthony speaking to himself in a very feminene voice and having dolled himself up like a convincing woman considering the make-up skills. At that moment he realized I was no longer looking at Anthony, but at Annabelle. “That didn’t take long,” she said to him.

“I told you it wouldn’t be more than an hour, and I made good time,” Michael told her, realizing now was the time to consider Anthony a woman, or at least, a girl. “Get on the bed. I have a surprise in store for you.”

She nodded in compliance as Michael watched her crawl up on the bed. He could tell her cock was still swollen and untouched as it made its presence known from under the dress when she moved. Michael smirked and walked into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. He couldn’t help but chuckle with delight as he stripped down to his birthday suit. He grabbed up the special items that he purchased and put them on. When he stepped out, Annabelle gawked in shock and awe at the sight of his husband dressed like a dominatrix in some tight latex clothing that showed off his more manly attributes and let his cock just hang out in a semi-erection. Michael approached Annabelle with a smile on his face as heI watched her immediately lean forward on the bed and open her mouth in anticipation.

He reached down and gently pinched her cheeks in my hand. “Oh come on now, sweetheart,” he spoke to her. “You can’t just open your mouth and take it. I want you to beg for it.”

“Oh god, yes sir!” she said.

“That’s good to hear,” Michael said as he rubbed his cock and grasped his fingers around his husband’s girly looking head of hair and pushed forward. “Now you take it.”

“Yes sir,” she said as she took in the cock all the way to the back of the throat.

Michael held himself by the shaft and pushed his head into the back of her mouth. Annabelle moaned with delight as she started sucking on it graciously. Admittedly, it was really hot to Michael to watch this convincing woman perform so well on his cock. If he didn’t know any better, he would have assumed she had a lot of practice leading up to this moment. He bit his lip and rubbed over his exposed chest in the latex suit, pushing the cock further into Annabelle’s mouth just to see how much she could take. Much to his surprise, she managed to take a lot at a vigorous pace without even gagging. He gasped in excitement, proud to see her so naturally ready to be a whore. He started to thrust against her face harder, holding down her head and pushing her more onto it.

“Mm, mm,” she moaned as she pulled out and wrapped her hands around the base of the shaft. She jerked on the cock and gyrated her hips like a woman would with such vigor as she licked the head and moaned with pleasure just from committing the act. Michael breathed out heavily as he could feel his pre-cum flowing out from the constant stimulation. “Oh, sir, you’re cock… it tastes so good. I want it all!”

“Look at you being a dirty talker,” Michael laughed. He pulled once again on her hair and thrusted the cock into her mouth, this time forcing her to gag. “Let’s see just how much of a dirty fucking slut you can be.”

Michael placed both hands on the back of her head as he proceeded to face fuck her, thrusting his thighs and popping his hips so that he can push the cock as deep into her mouth as he can. Annabelle continued to gag and gasp for air as she drooled saliva all over her husband’s cock. They both breathed out in exhilaration as Michael felt his first miniature orgasm come along from the heavy stimulation. Finally, he pulled her away and let her breathe before he exploded, and instead simply leaked an ample amount of semen that milked from his balls. Annabelle gasped with delight as she sat back and wiped away her excess spit. “I noticed you’re really enjoying this,” Anthony said, breaking his character immersion just to mock his husband playfully.

“Don’t break the immersion you fool,” Michael said to her. “Look at the mess you made you silly whore! I expect you to fix that.”

“I am so sorry to disappoint you, sir,” she said sheepishly as she crawled forward and smacked her precious looking lips and lapped up the semen as it dripped out.

“That you should be,” he scolded her. “We’re going to have to do something about that.”

With that, Michael pulled Annabelle off of the bed and onto the floor with some aggressiveness that almost pushed the limits as he turned her around and used his strength to push her face down into the floor. She gasped in surprise as Michael flipped up the dress she wore to expose her open, fresh ass. He gasped with excitement as he grabbed it and squeezed, really relishing in the feeling of seeing his husbands cleaned, exposed asshole again. He rubbed his wet cock up and down between the crack of her ass as their balls caressed against each other in the dry humping motion and Michael’s cock teased with the seam of the skirt that pressed against his head.

“Aren’t you just the luckiest little bitch,” Michael said to her. He slowly pushed his cock into her anus as her whole lower body convulsed and clenched at the feeling. He gently pushed it in, taking care not to rip or tear her asshole, knowing that it is the first time in a long time since he’s been bottom and he can be very delicate. Michael then proceeded to pump slowly, feeling the tight rim of her asshole hold tight on his cock in such a way it felt like lips suctioned against his shaft. He gasped with excitement at the feeling. “Hot damn, you have a wonderfully tight asshole.. Er, for a woman.”

Annabelle simply responded by letting out a long, drawn-out and pleasing moaning. The kind that was music to Michael’s ears. He groaned with pleasure as he fucked deep, pushing as far as he could without causing Annabelle any pain. He listened to her audio cues as she whimpered and moaned, only occasionally whispering an ‘ow’ that would affect how hard he went at her. “Oh yes, fuck my asshole, fuck me dirty you big strong hunk of a man you,” Annabelle moaned


CHAPTER THREE

Michael was taken aback, though it was hard to hold in not laughing at her and how hard she was going with the dirty talk. After all, neither of them had ever practiced any sort of real dirty talk before. They had only ever had quiet sex, or the occasional loud sex with unnecessary moaning and screaming mixed in. Michael  honestly didn’t know that Annabelle had it in her to talk like this, much less move like this. After a while, he felt like he didn’t even need to thrust, as she thrusted her body against him vigorously enough and cooed with pleasure. Michael didn’t think he would ever want any of this to end. Ravishing her like the full-fledged woman she had become couldn’t have been any more fun, especially since he knew there was still a cock under that skirt. He rubbed my hand over her delicate, soft ass cheeks and he squeezed. He then popped her once on the left cheek as she yelped with pleasure. “Did you like that sweetheart?” he asked her.

“Oh god yes,” she said. “In fact, I want you to do it harder.”

Now that really took Michael by surprise, because for as long as he had known Annabelle, even before he married her when she was simply Anthony, she had absolutely no pain tolerance to speak of. She used to whine about the simplest of things, like getting pinched or being playfully popped on the cheek just a little too hard. Now she is asking for him to hit her harder? It really was a complete turn-around transformation that took place in this bedroom Michael wasn’t aware this mindset would change him so much that when he became her it really was like a different person. He proceeded to slap her harder on the bare ass as she requested. “Just like that? You little sissy whore?” he asked in an attempt at getting gruffer and more dominant.

“Just like that baby, just like that but harder still,” she begged. “Oh, I want you to fuck up just as good as you fuck me.”

Michael raised his brow curiously as he strangely had no reservations against roughhousing with such a delicate little flower like Annabelle. He grabbed up his belt and straightened it out. He snapped it wildly to let her know he was about to seriously use it. She gasped with excitement as he wrapped the belt partially around her neck and tugged it tight. She cooed in pleasure as he buckled it to the strap, creating a leash to hold her down on. He proceeded to pull on the newly made leash while he continued to pound deep into her ass. Annabelle arched her back, following the pull of the belt as she continued to rhythmically bounce on the working man’s cock. “That’s more like it, baby doll,” he said as he slapped her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. I never realized how fun it would be to make you my bitch.”

“Wrangle me up and treat me like your naughty cowgirl!” she demanded.

Michael just laughed at that point. It was too much to keep staying in character of some hard boiled dom with Annabelle acting so wild. He had my limits on concentration, which were now heavily rooted in his need to fuck his or her brains out. He pulled on the belt and used it freely to wrangle her body around on the bed. It became clear that Annabelle was seriously in her own headspace with this session, as none of her demands were something he was prepared for. He pulled his cock out as he flipped her around on her back. She looked up at him and gasped. “Do you seriously want me to wrangle you?” Michael asked. “You realize that means to forcefully tie you up, right?”

“Yeah, I kinda do want that,” she said as Michael noticed her cock was swollen from having been milking semen the whole session. “Annabelle is really into these types of kinks.”

“Well you don’t fucking say,” Michael said with a sigh. His eyes glanced around the room as he pondered curiously to himself. He smirked as an idea popped into his head and he headed to the closet and opened it up. Annabelle watched on the bed curiously, still attempting to catch her breath. Michael came back out with packets of spare shoelaces they had bought a while back to replace their worn jogging shoes. “These will finally find a use.”

“Oh, good idea Michael,” she said excitedly. “It’s not like either of us dedicated that kind of time to shaping our ass muscles anymore.

“And do we need it?” Michael laughed.  “Turn around and put your hands behind your back. We don’t have enough for a full-on wrangling but if you want to play that game, this is a start.”

Annabelle nodded and bit her lip in anticipation. Michael watched as she turned around and properly positioned herself as he asked her with her hands behind her back just above her exposed butt. Michael smirked at the sight as he pulled out the shoelaces and walked over to the bed. He crawled back on it and started to knot several of the laces together. He intended to use the laces to tie an extensive rope-like binding around Annabelle’s wrists. He made sure each lace was positioned comfortably but still tight enough that she shouldn’t be able to break out without some assistance. He listened as Annabelle breathed out heavily, growing faster and more repetitious like a woman reaching climax. She was truly exhilarated at the idea of being bound in such a way. Michael couldn’t help but let out a sly giggle. “Now this is a beautiful sight to behold,” he said to her. “This look suits you. I’ll have to actually find some real rope to use in the future.”

“Just fuck me like an animal already!” Annabelle begged.

Michael just simply nodded and smirked as he grabbed her cheeks and moved his body down against hers. He could hear her heart skipped several beats as she struggled to move and see what he was doing. All he had on his mind at the time were all the new ways to catch her off guard, as she had already found plenty of ways to throw him off already. He took his tongue and graciously licked the rim of her ass as she let out a compelling and deep moan.  Michael was surprised at how sweet she tasted as he caressed his tongue around her several times over before pulling away and rubbing my fingers along the full crack of her ass. It was as if the roleplay created new hormones that gave Annabelle a distinct flavor from Anthony. She gasped as Michael could see her balls tighten from the position he was standing at. He rubbed his cock against her asshole and collected the saliva to properly lubricate for a second go around. He clenched the belt in one hand and her tied wrists in the other as he proceeded to push back in, going deep on the first thrust.

It was at that moment that Michael felt his energy come back into full swing. He went from zero to one hundred as he started to furiously fuck Annabelle like there was no end in sight. He felt the tightness of Annabelle’s asshole slide perfectly along the full shaft, tugging at his foreskin with each draw back and clamping down with each thrust forward. Michael let out my own moans of pleasure, no longer feeling the need to hold back because of the role playing. He felt Annabelle as she was, a sissy boy’s persona that happened to be his husband. Annabelle met Michael’s moans with feminine wails as together the both of them were violently shaking the bed back and forth. MIchael felt his own body betraying him as he drew closer and closer to climax so soon. He gasped with pleasure as he thrusted deep and felt the clenching around his throbbing cock grow tighter. He let out a loud, unapologetic moan as his whole body convulsed while he fucked. He came so hard that his hot juice poured out the sides of the asshole while he fucked and ran down his meaty balls.

“Mm, is this so good for you?” Annabelle moaned to him.

Michael slapped her ass viciously. “Shut the fuck up!” he demanded. He wanted her to know that just because he came didn’t mean he was done. It only meant he was about to get meaner. He jerked on the belt as he closed up her windpipe. She choked and struggled to get a breath of air in as Michael pumped harder still, riding out his orgasm to the fullest and feeling his hot, red cock grow sensitive as it stayed hard. “Take that, you slutty little bitch!”

He grabbed Annabelle by the hips and flung her around on her back. She looked up at him and gasped as her cock continued to ooze out all over the dress. Michael slapped her cock several times with his hands as she gasped in pain followed by a drawn-out moan of pleasure. Michael looked at how sore and tender her cock and balls looked and just smirked devilishly. He felt the sadist come out in him as he grabbed her by her stocking legs and lifted them high into the air. She gasped as she looked at him with surprise as he pushed his throbbing cock deeper into her asshole. She let out a high pitched squeal as this time Michael went in a little dryer than before. He  spat on his cock as he pumped it in and out of her, lubricating it only after he had started fucking. “Oh Michael,” she cried. “You fuck like a monster!”

“God damn right,” he yelled back as he pulled upward on the belt, cutting off her airways once again. She attempted to grab hold of the belt only to remember her hands were tied together behind her back still and she couldn’t move. “Is this the kind of helpless you wanted to feel while you act like a sissy whore?”

“Y-yes!” she shouted.

Michael nodded and smirked. At that point, all he could do was accept it and embrace it. The changes were here to stay and he was officially married to the idea of fucking Annabelle, as Anthony was completely lost inside her now. He pulled tighter still on the belt as she choked again and watched as cum seeped out of her whenever he applied too much pressure or strangled her. She gasped in delight as the milking of her cock continued. He felt himself about to cum once more as he picked up speed with thrusting her raw and tender asshole. She screamed and begged for more as she kicked her legs up as high as she possibly could. The orgasm consumed Michael as he gasped and shook violently again with his cock still inside of her. The vibration made her gyrate against him and groan with intensity. Semen continued to come out of her cock as he knew she had suffered long enough with blue balls.

It was time to finally give Annabelle what she deserved. Michael pushed his cock up against her prostate as hard as he could and kept it there, pushing more of the semen out in the heavy thrust all the while. She watched with wide eyes of anticipation as he slowly reached down and cupped her cock into his hands. It was semi-soft until his touch, which caused it to shoot up in an instant erection. He gasped at the sight of how swollen and veiny it looked. It was surely going to burst if he didn’t do something about it. He smirked at Annabelle as he grasped her shaft tightly in his hand and lifted her lower body up in the air. She winced from the cock still nestled inside her, pressing even more against her prostate.

Annabelle let out a long and intense moan as he could hear her voice getting hoarse from the constant noise making. Michael stroked gently on her cock as semen started to drip out in small quantities. He pulled lightly on the belt as he shook her attention to me. “When you cum, I want you to fucking eat it,” he said to her.

She nodded in compliance as he chuckled deviously. He continued to stroke gently on her cock for several seconds before he started to really tug on her shaft. She let out another series of dull, uproarious moans as he started jacking her off faster and faster, pointing her cock head right at her mouth. More of her semen seeped out as she was very close to cumming. Michael felt the warm liquid fill around his fingers and he used it as a lubricant to slide his hands against her faster and faster. “Oh Michael, I’m going to cum at last!” she cried with joy.

Michael couldn’t help but just smirk at her as he continued to jerk her off. He bent his body down over her cock and rubbed his breasts against her balls for further stimulation. Annabelle screamed as she suddenly ejaculated. Her whole body tried to arch and fling itself from Michael’s grasp, but he held her down firmly. She came long and hard into her open mouth as Michael pulled his cock out of her ass and used the belt to pull her face into her own throbbing, succulent dick. She suctioned her mouth to the tip of her swollen head as Michael watched it pump cum constantly down the back of her throat. She swallowed it all down in steady gulps as Michael continued to push on her balls and lower shaft with the attempt at milking her completely dry. He bit my lip as he watched the scene unfold, finding it very hot to watch her eat her own semen. After several minutes in that strained position, she finally pulled herself back and laid out on the bed. She gasped heavily as it was the first time she was able to properly breathe in about an hour. Michael simply smirked whilst looking down at her.

“Well, Annabelle, how do you feel?” he asked her.

“Alive,” she said. She then allowed Michael to turn her over as he undid the shoelaces that bound her wrists. “Those didn’t feel too tight. Did they leave a mark?”

“Yes, but nothing that will last more than an hour,” he explained with a smile. It was the wind-down time of the post-sex adventure and now they were both hot and sweaty. “I don’t know about you, but I am going to need a shower.”

“Me too,” she said. “But, I think I am going to want to start shopping for my own clothes. I think Annabelle is more interested in dressing to impress than being dressed.”

“That is fine by me,” Michael told her. “Now, if I’m going to be married to a sissy boy, I expect you to keep this up. The sex, I mean. Even if I’m never on top again.”

Annabelle smiled and nodded. “There was always a reason why I love you,” she said.

Michael chuckled and shook his head. “I love you too, you big dope,” he said. “Never in my life would have thought I’d be married to a man that wanted to be a woman, but I think because I love you and know you look good the way you really are, I can easily accept you going about like this.”

“Well, with this hair and makeup, I think I’m going to want to start going out looking like this,” said Anthony without the feminine twist to his voice.

“Honey, no one in their right mind will believe my gay ass is with a woman,” said Michael with a laugh. “But, if you want to go out as a sissy boy and that be apparent, I’m all for it. I think seeing the look on people’s faces would be kind of fun, don’t you?”

“Oh Michael, I can’t wait!” said Annabelle again with a clap. “So when can we go shopping?”

Michael smirked and looked her up and down. “Let me get dressed and we’ll go right now.”  


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Subtlety wasn’t something Thomas Clark was known for. It was a commonly spread rumor throughout the firm that he got his position as secretary to the chief executive by promises of sexual favors. Rumors that stimulated from the fact that he was a rather promiscuous crossdresser, or a sissy boy, in some eyes. The thing was he was very convincing as a woman from the way he walked and talked and strutted about. The young man even had a beautiful natural head of hair that looked like he was a model for a shampoo brand no matter what the occasion called for.

The company was very liberal in its approach to employees and the freedom of expression was a highly valued trait that was encouraged amongst its staff. Thomas, sometimes referred to as Tonia, would walk into the office like he did every morning, strutting his fine long legs in his high heels and business-appropriate pencil skirt. The blouse he wore was loose fitting enough that anyone who saw wouldn’t think twice about the fact that the bra didn’t actually hold anything in them. His walk and figure were feminine enough that it wouldn’t surprise anyone if he came out as a gender fluid. He walked toward the elevator with his phone in hand, always one to look like he was too busy to give anyone he passed the time of day.

Thomas stepped into the elevator with a sly smirk on his face. His fingers moved rapidly along his phone as he paid no mind to the other workers that stepped in with him, always training their eyes on him like he was the most fascinating thing. A lot of them didn’t actually know he wasn’t a woman, seeing as most people addressed him as Tonia at work. Each floor the elevator stopped at, the crowd of people grew smaller, but Thomas stayed in his corner, chuckling to himself at the phone. “I hope you’re ready,” he typed. “I just finished my last stop. On my way to you.”

He held out his phone and pulled up his skirt to reveal his cock perfectly nestled in a tight but comfortable pair of panties. He spread his legs as he took a photo of himself with the phone camera and immediately messaged it over. Naturally, that wasn’t part of the usual company tolerance policy. After about ten seconds, he received a response. “Come right on in,” replied the last text under the name Alexander.

Thomas smirked big as he tucked his phone away in his tiny purse. He smacked his lips of the makeup he wore that served to make him look even more convincing in every way The elevator bell rang as he reached the top floor of the office building. He stepped out and brushed back his long auburn hair as he strutted down the hall toward the door that led to the CEO’s office. He opened it slowly and peered inside. “Mr. Simmons, ready for your eight o’clock?” he asked with a big grin on his face.

Mr. Simmons raised his brow as he looked up from working on his laptop computer. He closed it slowly and smirked. “Miss Tonia Clark, right on time,” he said. “You can go ahead and close the door.”

Thomas stepped in and closed the door behind him, locking it. He slowly approached Mr. Simmons and smirked as he could see his full body coming around the desk. From the waist up he was dressed to impress, as a chief executive should, but from the waist down to his socks and shoes, he was completely naked. Mr. Simmons turned in his chair to face Thomas, greeting his with his fully erect penis. “I see you got my morning report already,” said Thomas with a smirk.

“With you my dear, I’m always anticipating seeing what you have for me, so I’m always prepared to receive it,” Mr. Simmons chuckled.

“Well, I’m glad you enjoy it,” said Thomas as he reached down and cupped the tip of his fingers around his boss’s cock head. It quivered at his touch as he breathed out and slowly pushed it up into his hand. Thomas pulled away and smirked. “Now sir, I can’t just give you all of it at one time.” He reached up and slowly undid the top button of the blouse to show off his smooth and defined collar bone and soft skin, something that drove Mr. Simmons wild. Thomas’s boss never acknowledged Thomas to be male even when it was blatant. He liked to live in the fantasy of his sissy boy employee putting on a show that he played along with every time. “Are you ready for the first order of business?”

Mr. Simmons chuckled as he watched Thomas get down on his knees. He licked his lips as he pushed himself up between his boss’s legs. He could feel his cock push up against the warm soft skin between his partially exposed nape of the neck. He thrusted his chest up along his shaft and caressed it against his cheek as he seductively rolled out his tongue in anticipation. Mr. Simmons watched with excitement as he reached out and grabbed his phone. He licked his lips as he pulled up the picture of Thomas spreading open his legs and showing that perfectly feminine cock. “I do love how much you tease me,” he said with a low groan of pleasure.

“Isn’t that why you hired me to begin with?” Thomas asked with a smirk. He knew his sex appeal and willingness to be so forward about doing anything to get what he wanted would take him far with AlexanderSimmons; the man carried with him a playboy reputation that he wore like a badge on his sleeve, though unlike most playboys, the man was well known for his infatuation with sissy men. He knew he especially liked the roleplaying like this was just part of the daily job routine. “Now then, about that eight o’clock,” he said in a sultry feminine voice.

Mr. Simmons gasped as he watched Thomas stick out his long tongue and slowly dip it down onto the top of his cock. Thomas could already taste the first instance of pre-cum emitting from Mr. Simmons’ throbbing meat and responded by moaning heavily into him. His tongue vibrated against his shaft as he continued to push his body forward and bobbed his head up and down along the full length of the cock. He pushed back and thrusted as he could feel the firmness of his lips pushing down on his balls every time he moved down his shaft. Thomas ran his tongue in circles around the head, teasing his boss into submitting to his control like a puppet to their master. Mr. Simmons danced in his seat as the overwhelming sensations took over and he couldn’t bring himself to make Thomas stop.

“Is something wrong, Mr. Simmons?” Thomas asked.

“N-no,” he said. “You’re just so… titillating, Tonia.”

Thomas smirked up at his boss as he pushed his cock deep inside his mouth. Before he had only been tasting and licking the upper half of his shaft, but now he was pushing in so deep he could feel Mr. Simmons balls push against his chin through his pants. He started to thrust hard into Thomas, keeping his hands up and under control with a vice grip to his chair. Thomas could feel the full length of his hot meat as it slid along his tongue back and forth in a rhythmic motion. He moved hard but steady as Thomas got used to how deep his boss’s cock pushed into his throat.

Eventually, Mr. Simmons let go of his grip on the chair as he dropped them to his side and immediately pulled off his secretary suite and ripped open his blouse to expose his beautifully shaped chest and padded bra. Mr. Simmons groaned with pleasure at seeing his exposed tits, even if they weren’t real women’s tits. He cupped his hands on both sides of Thomas’s head and changed the flow of motion in his thrusting. He held his face down as he thrusted in a more upward motion. Thomas suctioned his lips down hard on his shaft as his fresh lipstick was already rubbing off on his sensitive skin. He started to thrust harder as the head of his cock pushed up against his uvula and he gagged.

The rough face fucking only intensified as Mr. Simmons choked Thomas with his cock. His make-up started to run from his eyes as he would hold his head steady and deep-throat him, leaving his cock in place far back inside his mouth and cutting off his air supply. Thomas gasped for air at every possible chance he could get as saliva dripped off Mr. Simmon’s cock every time he pulled out enough that he could breathe. Strings of spit ran down his chin and onto his fake breasts as Mr. Simmons persisted in face-fucking Thomas as hard as possible. He could feel his body growing tense from the rough oral sex. His own cock was hot and stiff between his legs, pushing out of the tiny panties he wore, as he realized how much he loved being dominated. Thomas had spent so long being the one in control, he never considered giving anyone, including Mr. Simmons, a chance like this before. He really liked it, and he was proud of his boss for taking the initiative.

Thomas bobbed back and sucked hard on his thick cock as it throbbed persistently, oozing pre-cum all inside his mouth. He wanted him to know he didn’t want it to stop. Mr. Simmons smirked as he started to undress, removing his suit jacket and tie, then his shirt. He was very physically fit, with a rock hard athletic physique that could have him pass off as a male model as opposed to a finance company CEO, even if he was getting to be in his late 40’s. Thomas removed the rest of his top and grabbed his soaking wet cock with both hands and proceeded to churn them around his shaft and suck on his head. Mr. Simmons groaned with pleasure as he thrusted hard into his hands and tongue. His cock throbbed with the expectation to cum as Thomas pulled away.

“I can’t have you finishing when we’ve only gotten started,” he said with a smirk. “If you want the whole thing, you can have it. Lay down.”

Mr. Simmons breathed out and removed his shoes, then his pants and boxers and laid out on the floor. Thomas kicked off his heels and dropped his skirt to the floor before crawling across Mr. Simmons’ body and letting his own cock caress over his thighs upward to his cock. He squeezed them together around his hard shaft and gently caressed them. He watched and groaned with pleasure as he took in every moment and each sensation with exasperated glee. “Jesus Christ, Tonia, you’re like a succubus,” he said to her. “A real sexual deviant. I fucking love it.”

“I can tell you do,” Thomas said with a chuckle. He smirked as he slowly moved upwards off his boss’s cock and closer to his face. He held out his fake tits to him. “Want to taste?” he asked with a smirk, knowing how much Mr. Simmons liked to dive into the fantasy. Immediately Mr. Simmons buried his face into his breasts and breathed out with such excitement he almost orgasmed then and there. Thomas felt extremely turned on by how much Mr. Simmons wished to ravish his body. “It’s hard to believe we waited so long to go this far, sir. You’ve had a year’s worth of build-up in you and it shows.”

Mr. Simmons groaned with delight as he pushed his face into Thomas’s breast and pulled aside the bra and padding to suck on his real nipple. He suckled on it hungrily as Thomas moaned with pleasure from his sensual oral stimulation, surprised it had gone that far. He slowly started to grind his body and thighs against his cock as it throbbed against him. He smirked with excitement as he reached down and started to masturbate him with his hands. After giving his boss several long and intimate moments with each nipple, Thomas slowly moved his way down his body over his cock once more

Mr. Simmons breathed out with anticipation as he pushed his cock upwards into his chest. Thomas returned to rubbing his fake breasts up and down his rock hard meat as he held out his tongue to taste the tip after every bob. Thomas licked his lips in delight as he continued to emit pre-cum. Mr. Simmons reached down and grabbed his hair as he gasped. With a smirk on his face, he pushed Thomas face down hard onto his cock, forcing his body to move down against his and for his cock to push up deep into his throat. Thomas gagged as he reached his balls and gasped in surprised pleasure.

At that moment, Thomas decided to do something else he had never done in his boss’s presence. He started to masturbate himself. He rubbed one of his hands down his naked body and rubbed over his dick as it pushed out of the panties. The undergarments were soaking wet from just how pre-cum he was emitting. He spread open his legs and dipped his finger inside his soaking wet panties and moaned on to Mr. Simmons’s cock as he played with his taint. “Look at you, pleasing yourself,” Mr. Simmons chuckled. “God damn you’re such a horny slut.”


CHAPTER TWO

Thomas nodded in agreeance as it was impossible to deny. He enjoyed feeling his boss’s fingers wrapped up in his locks of hair and controlling his every movement like he was a puppet. He had never really considered until now just what type of thrills he could make off his hot and steamy work meetings with Mr. Simmons. He felt his cock continue to force its way deep into the back of his throat as he licked his rigid shaft to the point he could identify every inch of him with his tongue alone. Thomas decided to get creative between his moments of forced deep throating by using his free hand to titillate his boss’s balls. He groaned with pleasure as he pulled himself up off his cock and pushed his face down into the depths of his crotch.

“Yeah, just like that,” he moaned. “Suck on them like a good girl, Tonia.”

“Anything for you, Mr. Simmons,” Thomas said with a grin. He rubbed his boss’s shaft which was now soaked with his spit, making it lubricated enough to slide his hand up and down with ease. He sucked each ball into his mouth, one at a time, as he played around on his skin with his tongue. He tasted salty sweat with the essence of his manly musk and it only served to make him even hornier. He moaned over Mr. Simmon’s balls which made his cock throb with excitement in his hand. “Fuck, you taste so good,” he said with a pleasurable moan as he pushed two fingers up hard against his taint and cressed his package. “I can’t believe I’m this wet for you.”

“Why not?” Mr. Simmons rhetorically asked with a grin as he pushed him off and quickly stood up, keeping Thomas’s hair within his firm grasp. “All you ever are is horny for me, sweetheart.”

He pushed Thomas down on his desk, his bare breasts pressed firmly against the cool wood as he forced open his legs and spread his cheeks. He let go of Thomas’s hair as he grasped firmly to both sides of his waist. Thomas quivered with anticipation as he spread open his ass and pushed it out in presentation to him. “Fuck me good and hard,” he said. “And don’t even think about using a condom.”

Mr. Simmons chuckled with delight. “Oh my, you want me hard and raw I see,” he said with satisfaction. He grabbed his cock and slowly situated himself against his sissy boy’s male cunt. “Here we go.”

Thomas bit his lip as he tried not to scream with pleasure. He felt Mr. Simmons’s cock push up deep inside of him, slowly pushing aside his tight walls and filling him up completely. “Oh god, permission to scream, sir,” moaned Thomas as he pushed his body against his.

“Permission granted,” Mr. Simmons chuckled, knowing the office was soundproof and the likelihood of anyone listening would be slim to none. “Shout it to the heavens.”

With that, Mr. Simmons started pounding Thomas hard with his cock. He laughed in excitement as his dream of finally fucking his secretary had come true. “Oh god fuck me!” Thomas howled with pleasure. He stood on his tiptoes in order to allow him to fuck his at the most pleasing angle. He felt his body convulse with an orgasm quickly after he started thrusting. Mr. Simmons proved he had quite a substantial amount of stamina as he rammed him harder and harder with each thrust. Thomas could feel his boss’s cock punching his prostate as he fucked him hard and deep. “Holy fucking shit you’re so good!”

Thomas cooed with pleasure as his own cock oozed with precum as each thrust milked him of more and more seed from just how intense and passionate it was. Thomas loved every second of it as did Mr. Simmons, who could scarcely believe how much better a sissy's tight asshole felt from that of a woman's vagina. It was like they were both in heaven now, singing a choir to the angels as the both reached a peak of pleasure and Mr. Simmons started orgasming inside of Thomas. He gasped in shock at how explosive the feeling was and his body convulsed while he clenched tightly to Thomas’s waist.

“Oh my, Tonia, you are quite the exceptional employee,” he chuckled as he patted her ass and sat back down in his office chair.

Thomas cleared his throat as he stood and brushed back his feminene locks and smirked deviously at his boss. He had him around his finger for absolutely anything he could possibly desire. He was the star employee of the company after all, much to the jealousy of his co-workers, both male and female. He redressed back into his lovely woman’s work uniform and pulled out his purse to reapply the makeup lost during sex. “Shall I return for your three o’clock, sir?” he asked in his sweet and sultry tone.

“I’ll see you there, Tonia, I mean, Miss Clark,” winked Mr. Simmons

***

It was well after three as Mr. Simmons sat at his desk as he worked diligently on signing off a few work releases when the door busted open. He looked up and raised his brow curiously to see two of his executives walk in, a prim and proper woman who happened to be the head chairman of Mr. Simmons’ board, Madilyn Rose, and Johnathan Long, the senior vice president. Mr. Simmons sat up and looked at them curiously. “Mrs. Rose… Mr. Long, you shouldn’t barge in like that,” he said. “I could have been in an important meeting for all you know.”

“Mr. Simmons, this is a rather serious matter,” said Madilyn as she crossed her arms and looked at the CEO with an unapologetic scowl on her face.

“Yes sir, sadly, Mrs. Rose is right, we do have a rather big problem,” said Mr. Long.

“Well, sit down then, let's hear it,” said Mr. Simmons as he gestured for them to pull up a seat.

“We have received numerous reports from HR regarding complaints with the behavior of one of our employees, which so happens to be your executive assistant, Mr. Clark,” said Madilyn.

“Ah ah,” Mr. Simmons wagged his finger. “Misses Clark, Madilyn. We’re a tolerant company after all.”

Madilyn rolled her eyes as she leaned forward. “That is part of the problem, sir,” she said.

“How tolerant are we going to be just because he, or uh, she, is a gay man that dresses inappropriatly like a woman at work,” said Mr. Long. “To be frank sir, having a sissy boy as your secretary sends all the wrong messages to your staff and our associates at other companies. She has to go.”

“Absolutely not,” said Mr. Simmons. “Damn the staff and our associates if they have a problem with the freedom of expression and the right to their own sexuality, then quite frankly, I’d sooner release the intolerant, outspoken staff members as opposed to letting go of such a valued associate like Miss Clark.”

“Sir, you can’t possibly think a man dressing like a slut and acting like a slut on work grounds is okay!” said Madilyn as she was clearly getting heated now.

Mr. Simmons twisted the pen he had in his hand around several times and looked at her. “If you use that kind of language with me then I will see to it your position on the board is permanently replaced,” he said as he looked at her rather intensely. He then looked at his vice president and shook his head. “Now, if Miss Clark is engaged in any sort of activity that you two can prove to me without a shadow of a doubt is actually breaking company rules, then I will consider your request to reprimand her for that behavior, but to come in here and simply complain that you don’t like what is a sissy man dressed as woman trying to work and provide for herself just like everyone else is doing just on the day to day, then you have nothing of importance to say to me, and with that I will say to you both, good day.”

Mr. Long sighed and shook his head. “That’s disappointing to hear,” he said as he walked over to the door. “You’ll hear about this again sir, but it won’t be from me. Maybe it will be from people you’ll actually care to listen to.”

Mr. Simmons watched as Mr. Long stepped out then turned and looked at Madilyn as he furrowed his brow. “And yet you’re still here,” he said as he looked at her up and down. “I suppose you have more to say?”

Madilyn leaned forward as she unbuttoned the top button of her work blouse to show a little cleavage of her admittedly massive breasts. “I was sticking around to see if maybe I could persuade you in other ways to my way of thinking. I don’t want to have you mad at me, after all,” she said as she attempted to change the mood and tone. “Just like the good old days between us when I was working as your executive secretary. Remember, Mr. Simmons?”

“Madilyn, every time it is just you and me, you get like this,” said Mr. Simmons as he sighed and shook his head. “I just simply can’t commit to this anymore, Mrs. Rose. I’m sure your husband would be appreciative.”

Madilyn blinked and looked at him in disbelief as she buttoned her blouse back up and scowled. “This won’t end well, Mr. Simmons,” she said as she stood up in a huff.

He gestured for Madilyn to hurry on out as she turned and headed for the door, stopping for a moment to look back at him suspiciously as he stayed sitting at the desk. With a click of the knob, she turned the handle and slipped out the door in the exact same mood she came in with. Mr. Simmons raised his brow and winced as he pushed his chair back some more and looked down under his desk. “I think the board really likes you,” came a feminene voice. Mr. Simmons eyed Thomas, as he firmly clutched his wet cock in his hand. “Anyone who’s that riled up in your presence and can flip on a dime definitely has some deep-rooted emotions about you.”

Mr. Simmons breathed out and smirked. “Just get back to sucking, woman,” he muttered.

“Did you used to fuck Madilyn Rose?” Thomas asked as he kissed the tip of his boss’s cock head. “Do you want to start a relationship up with a woman like that again?”

Mr. Simmons just looked at him for several seconds before reaching out and grabbing him by the head. Thomas gasped as he pushed his cock back down into his mouth where it had been the last half-hour. “Madilyn doesn’t hold back in her shots, nor does she hold back in bed,” said Mr. Simmons. “But I have come to like my women a little more exotic and a bit less hot headed.”

Thomas moaned as he immediately went back to sucking deep down on Mr. Simmons’s cock as he pushed back into him, making sure he went in deep as he face-fucked his mouth. Thomas gagged as he gasped and took him all in. The chair slid back more from the desk as he crawled out with it, not wanting to be pulled away from his boss’s delicious meat. He was completely naked aside from the high heels which loosely kept to his feet and the bra that remained intact to simulate a real woman’s chest. After a minute of force fucking Thomas, Mr. Simmons breathed out and sat back, giving him freedom to impress him. Whereas Thomas was being gentle before, now he sucked on him like a hungry lioness ready to feast on her prey.

Mr. Simmons had never experienced the level of pleasure in oral stimulation like he felt from getting head from Thomas. It was his favorite thing to experience, and the slow build up of the loving, tender sucking during the last half hour and even while he was talking to Madilyn and Mr. Long. All throughout the conversations he felt Thomas’s hot mouth consuming his cock as it jutted out of his pants. Even before they came in, Thomas had been down there loving on it tenderly and suckling his balls when he pulled them out of the pants. Thomas was so soft that Mr. Simmons was able to maintain that composure throughout the whole thing. Luckily they did not notice the clothes that had been removed and folded up right behind the luxury lounge couch near the alcohol bar that made up the left side of Mr. Simmons’ office.

Even when they were speaking, Mr. Simmons only thought about the feeling of Thomas kissing on his cock, fully aware of what he might be feeling having to hear others talk about him like that. That was why he defended Thomas so boldly, even though he knew it was not a legal affair they were pursuing. He didn’t care though, as Mr. Simmons always had this kind of relationship with his closest staff. People lowkey knew he was a playboy and a deviant and it didn’t bother him, which made it all the more odd that anyone would come to him to complain about someone like Thomas. A sissy gay man’s acceptance as executive secretary was a hard pill to swallow, and even Mr. Simmons had a hard time getting that wrapped around his head, but in the end, he didn’t linger on it. He loved looking and feeling every sexy little aspect of Thomas on him.

He pushed his body down hard on Mr. Simmons, letting his long cock slide the full length down his tongue and enter his throat. Thomas had perfect gag control now as he held his breath, pursing his lips and suckling on Mr. Simmons’s throbbing cock. Mr. Simmons gripped the seat of his chair as this was what Thomas kept doing to distract him during his conversation. “God damn do I love that,” he mutters to him as he grasped his fine hair in his hand and assisted with pumping his cock in and out of his mouth. “You were trying so hard to break my concentration just then too, you little minx.”


CHAPTER THREE

Mr. Simmons continued to bob Thomas up and down on his pulsating meat several times before letting go so he can move even faster. Thomas pulled out and licked his tongue up and down his shaft several times before going back down on him. He wrapped his tongue around his upper shaft as he deep-throated him a few more times, sliding his piece in and out of his mouth with ease. He pulled up to gather some air as he wrapped his hands lovingly around his thick cock and started to twist them, vigorously jerking Mr. Simmons off to the point his legs squirmed in the seat as he felt the pleasure overloading his senses. “I’ve heard some of the rumors about the things Madilyn has done,” said Thomas as he licked on the tip of his boss’s cock. “I could do anything you desire and fantasize about what that woman has done and more if you want me to. I just want you satisfied is all, Mr. Simmons.”

Mr. Simmons breathed out as he looked at Thomas’ wide-eyed, hopeful expression. “Very well,” he said. “Show me your best, Tonia.”

Thomas bit his lip and stood as he moved back up to the desk. He reached into the top drawer and pulled out a hairband as she turned to his boss, putting his hair up so it won’t get in his face. He then pulled out some lipstick from his purse and applied a nice, thick red coat and smacked his lips. He looked at Mr. Simmons as he lifted himself up onto the desk and slowly opened his legs. His cock was already hard and firm from how turned on Thomas was from the thrilling under-the-desk experience. He was leaking pre cum from his completely shaved and clean nether regions and Mr. Simmons found it undeniably sexy to see such a feminene cock on a womanly man. Thomas rubbed over the wavering, medium sized cock with his fingers as he spread open his cheeks and revealed her full asshole to Mr. Simmons. He looked at him as a her, able to easily see Madilyn in the same pose from her time as his secretary and enjoying Thomas’ new assets even more. He smirked and stood from his chair, grasping his cock in his hand and letting his pants drop to his knees.

He walked over and wrapped his arms around Thomas’s waist, his imagination of  feeling the thicker curves of his former secretary’s hourglass-shaped body. He reached behind Thomas and pressed the call button on his phone. “Ms. Gilliam, hold my calls until further notice,” he said. “That includes any more surprise visits from board members.”

“Yes sir,” came his receptionist’s voice with a notable sigh before cutting off.

Mr. Simmons smirked as he looked at Thomas. “You know, you would make a great porn star,” he said as he rubbed his chin. “You’re so good at being a bad girl. You’re so exotic that everyone would love you.”

Thomas breathed out in excitement from the dirty talk. “Maybe, but I only do this for you,” he whispered to him.

Mr. Simmons smirked as he looked her in the eyes just to watch her expression change with the feeling of his dick slide against Thomas’s smaller dick. Thomas breathed out and gasped as he pushed his ass upwards more and rubbed his balls against Mr. Simmon’s cock. His small but plump balls were immaculate. Smaller than Mr. Simmons’ by a full size, but perfectly proportioned to his cleanly shaved shaft and pink cock head.  It was one of the more unique traits that originally drew Mr. Simmons to Thomas’s looks to begin with, seeing a cock that actually looked feminene. He grasped the soft breasts and reached under the fake bra as he caressed Thomas’ areolas while pinching the hard nubs of his erect nipples. Thomas let out a moan as he reached down and rubbed his hand on the top of Mr. Simmons’s shaft and head. He bit his lip as she adjusted herself to let him push all the way in.

“I would never take a promotion, you know,” Thomas said with a smirk. He pushed his ass slowly into Mr. Simmon’s cock, pushing in deep as he gasped with pleasure. “Is it true that Madilyn is a screamer?”

Mr. Simmons looked at him and just chuckled as he reached out and grasped his hands firmly on Thomas’s shoulders and cupped the nape of his neck which was easier to see with the hair pulled up. He gasped in awe as he just stared at the beautiful boy like he was a real woman. It confused and churned his brain in such a way tha Mr. Simmons had a hard time thinking about anything else. He was far more interested in Thomas as Tonia than he was ever into Madilyn and he believed that that said a lot about him. He breathed out and cooed much like he heard Thomas do several times as he steadily started thrusting in and out and back and forth slowly but surely.

Thomas nodded and bit his lip as Mr. Simmons started to thrust hard into him. He wanted to show his approval and enjoyment right out the gate. He cried out in pleasure, almost immediately, wailing lowly at first but only getting louder with each drawn-out breath. He wrapped his arms around Mr. Simmons’s neck as he thrusted his hips into him. “Oh god yes, oh god!” he moaned loudly. “Fuck me good Mr. Simmons!”

“She wouldn’t say that,” Mr. Simmons corrected him as he kept pounding. “She’d call me daddy.”

“Fuck me daddy!” howled Thomas, wanting nothing more than to just please his boss and get him off. For him, it was that maintaining of power and standing within the company that kept Thomas living a privileged life unlike others who would live in his position with the same lifestyle choices. Thomas knew he had to keep Mr. Simmons’ eyes on him no matter what as the two fucked each other. He could only afford to let his boss think about someone else if he was comparing Thomas’s superiority in love making to them. Because of that he started cooing more pleasantly and wriggling his hips back and forth. “How is this?” he asked in a light, feminene moan.

“Better,” said Mr. Simmons as he grasped Thomas’s ass cheeks and lifted him off the desk. He pounded him harder and faster with full control of his body. Thomas held on tight as he screamed loudly with delight. He could feel Mr. Simmons’s cock punch his prostate as the thought of having sex with Madilyn again seemed to really rile him up into a fierce fucking animal. Thomas smiled, knowing this meant he was successful in bringing his boss to ultimate pleasure. He could feel his cock throb inside of him as he thrusted more and more. Mr. Simmons rubbed his hands over Thomas’s chest and throat as he kept him afloat with his other hand and pushed him back to the nearby wall. Every single thrust he made was harder and longer now as Mr. Simmons derived maximum pleasure with each thrust going up deep inside Thomas’s tight asshole. His rhythm increased as he started to groan louder and louder.

Thomas slipped down and gasped as Mr. Simmons forcibly turned him around and pushed him down on the desk. His mind was fixated on how beautiful his back was and his smooth body as he grabbed his cock and adjusted it to cleanly push back into Thomas. Thomas cooed with pleasure as he stood on his heels against the desk and pushed back into Mr. Simmons with intense feelings of pleasure filling him up. Thomas felt his cock and balls quiver with delight as Mr. Simmons’ thick meat pulsated inside of him. The two continued to move back and forth against each other in slower, more methodical thrusts as Mr. Simmons felt his knees quiver and give weight as his body started reaching its limit. He breathed out and laid over Thomas as he wrapped his arm around the sissy boy’s slim and tender body.

Thomas was stronger than he looked and pushed back on his boss to bear the weight. He shook his ass up and down and continued to pump back as he felt his cock start leaking cum that drizzled on to the floor. He watched and moaned as Mr. Simmons continued to push up against his prostate and cause his whole body to quiver with delight while he was milked of his seed. Thomas clenched his ass as tight as possible around Mr. Simmons shaft which only served to make the man let out a prolonged, orgasmic groan. “Oh I am going to cum quickly if you do that,” he gasped.

“Mmgh! Do you know what Madilyn would do to me when she knew I was about to cum?” he quizzed Thomas through his short breaths.

Thomas gasped and pushed Mr. Simmons off of him, dropping to his knees. He rubbed his own cock vigorously to ride out the orgasm as he grabbed Mr. Simmons’s cum soaked cock and stuffed it deep into his mouth. He muffled his moans as he orgasmed and his body shook violently. The vibration of his mouth was enough to finally push Mr. Simmons over the edge as he let out a loud, satisfied groan and came deep into the back of Thomas’s mouth. The hot liquid filled in Thomas’s cheeks as he sucked it all in and bobbed his head back and forth to full take in the cock and clean it of his asshole’s erotic flavor. Thomas drank up every last drop as he stuck out his tongue to show the cum filled his mouth up. He closed it and took one last swallow just to open his mouth and show his cleaned tongue.

Mr. Simmons breathed out and smirked as he put his piece away and rubbed Thomas’s chin. “That’s exactly what I expected, Tonia,” he said, satisfied. Thomas nodded as she felt his heart racing still. He watched Mr. Simmons walk back over to his desk and check over his schedule. He reached over and hit the call button on his phone. “Taking calls again, Ms. Gilliam.”

Thomas rubbed his chin and stood up as he looked around for his clothes to redress. He curiously pondered what this meant for him if everyone else at the company was already getting suspicious and wanting to throw accusations at him about his potential relationships and behavior to the higher ups. He knew he would have to change up his game in some way to maintain their approval in the off chance Mr. Simmons got bored with the relationship they built. “Have you considered just coming up about us…?” asked Thomas.

Mr. Simmons looked up at him and raised a brow curiously. “Coming out? What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re not married and I’m single,” said Thomas as he walked over, swaying his hips seductively still as he held the clothes he wore to work in his hand. “Here we are, involved in all of this and you’re taking quite the risk sneaking around with someone like me. I don’t want to ruin your reputation or compromise your integrity with secrecy. Maybe we should just come out?”

“Not everyone sees you like a woman the way I do,” said Mr. Simmons. “I never thought to come out as a gay man.”

“You’re not a gay man,” said Thomas as he ran his fingers along Mr. Simmons arm and over his hand. “You just appreciate beautiful people like me. That doesn’t make you gay.”

“It makes me something,” said Mr. Simmons.

“And is that a bad thing if you're getting what you want?” said Thomas.

“No, no I suppose it isn’t,” admitted Mr. Simmons. He sighed and smiled looking up at Thomas. “Have you considered legally changing your name to Tonia?”

“I have,” said Thomas. “But for now, Tonia is your employee and exclusively your little plaything.”

“That you are,” said Mr. Simmons. “What about… instead of a promotion that would put you away from my side, we develop an equal standing in our partnership. That way, we can lie about when this all happened and I won’t have the board down my throat for having been in a relationship with my secretary, at least officially.”

Thomas rubbed his head. “Daddy, you can do whatever you want,” he said with a smirk.

Now Thomas knew he was in good standing. Playing with Mr. Simmons' emotions regarding his past fortified his relationship with his boss in such a way that now, he was moving up into an even more secure job position. Despite all the of the hate, and how true the accusations may have been that Thomas was using Mr. Simmons to get what he wanted, he did find himself really falling for the CEO who was eccentric in his own right. He was more than happy to continue this charade only now out in the open where no one could think to come around and question like before. Pretty soon, a sissy boy would be the one in power and there wasn’t anything anyone else could do about it. This was the real thought that drove Thomas and gave him joy. He would continue to keep Mr. Simmons close, and now his enemies, Madilyn, Mr. Long, and the rest of the board, closer.

Thomas leaned down and kissed Mr. Simmons hard on the lips with tongue as the lipstick covered the man’s face and Thomas pulled away. “I’ll be back in the morning ready for our big change,” he said with a wink as he turned and walked his sexy bare ass to the private restroom in the office area to get dressed and Mr. Simmons just watched, enamored by the androgynous beauty.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Marius Bradley worked as an IT associate at a very prestigious computer tech company firm. He was a handsome, beautiful young man who hid his homosexuality behind a strong techie persona and equally strong, boisterous personality. Tall and slender with a shape that could make many women jealous, Marius was by no means in the closet to those who knew him. He was well-beloved by his coworkers and the boss’s favorite to call upon whenever there were technical issues in his office. His boss, Jacob Handson, was a rugged older gentleman in his mid-40’s and surprisingly poor at working with computers, despite being the CEO of one of the leading companies in the field. He would often call on Marius to come to the office and help fix his computer. Jacob was a considerably masculine individual, making their little ruse seem far less likely to those who didn’t pay close attention.

It was another typical morning for Marius when he came to his desk and saw a message on his answering machine. He smirked as he pressed the button and played it back. “Mr. Bradley, Mr. Hanson is requesting your immediate assistance when you come in this morning,” said the message from the CEO’s assistant secretary. “His computer won’t even turn on this time.”

“Oh my god,” muttered Marius with a laugh as one of the other employees by his cubicle poked their head over to look at him.

“You know he really should just throw that old shit out if it is going to keep breaking on him,” he said with a laugh.

“I don’t know if it is so much the hardware as it is the operator,” chuckled Marius as he nodded to his coworker and grabbed up his bag. “Here’s to an hour of my morning gone already.”

“Cheers,” said the other employee as they watched Marius walk off toward the elevator, unassuming of anything going on up to this point.

Marius bit his lip with excitement. The boss had been extra accommodating to him recently, and today was going to be a special day. He watched as the elevator door closed and he had a moment to think as he was carried to the top floor. He put on his best professional face as the elevator dinged and he stepped out to see the secretary at her desk. “Another one of those mornings?” he asked her as she just rolled her eyes and nodded.

“Same old, same old,” she said as she looked at him.

Marius was convinced the secretary knew what was going on, but Mr. Hanson was a very accommodating employer, and likely ensured some extra numbers in her paychecks to keep her quiet. Not that Marius minded if people knew. He wasn’t ashamed of himself for what he was doing, but legally, he understood it was a sort of moral gray area. He waved to her with the usual, chipper, pep in his step as he strutted on by into his boss’s office. He whistled the whole way through the threshold as he spun around and calmly closed the door with his bag in hand.

“You’re late,” said Mr. Hanson.

“I am never late, sir,” said Marius with a smirk. “A twink arrives precisely when he means to.”

Mr. Hanson couldn’t help but chuckle. “Another nerdy quote, I presume,” he said as he stood from his chair and placed his hands calmly on his desk. “So you received my message about the computer. I assume you know what it is that you need to fix it?”

“Right here in my bag, sir,” said Marius with a smirk as he set the bag down on the couch at the right end of the office and opened it up. He looked inside at the contents as he reached in and pulled out a skimpy girl’s outfit. “I thought I’d bring something more suitable for me to work in. Is that all right for you, Mr. Hanson?”

“You can just call me Jacob, sweet thing,” Mr. Hanson said with a chuckle.

Marius was a sissy boy who wasn’t ashamed of what he really was to his boss. He watched Jacob smirking at him and it only served to turn him on more. It was the whole reason he loved this job, coming in and working exclusively for his boss. He swayed his hips back and forth while holding on to the clothes and winked. “Where shall I change, sir?” he asked in a sweet and sultry voice.

“You should change right in front of me,” said Jacob with a smirk. “I crave visual stimulation. I want to see the transformation into who you really are.”

“You always know how to talk to me so naughty,” chuckled Marius.

He slowly started to strip for his boss, swaying his hips still back and forth in a steady, rhythmic motion. He thrusted his crotch out some in a provocative dance as he removed the work belt and undid the buttons on his shirt. As he opened it up, he revealed the bra he was wearing underneath that perfectly shaped into small, concealed breasts meant for no eyes by Jacob’s. Jacob couldn’t help but start touching himself as he watched the sexy, slender young man strip tease exclusively for him. He gasped in excitement and trembled with anticipation about what he wanted to do to this naughty employee of his.

“My love, I want you to start completely naked,” he said as he breathed out. “We have time.”

Marius just looked at his boss and winked as he turned and shook his hips and undid the bra. He pulled out some lipstick he kept inside the bra and proceeded to apply it blindly, but perfectly like he has done it a million times before. He rubbed over his curvy ass and popped it up and down as he walked backwards toward Jacob and kicked off his shoes. Jacob watched in awe as Marius slowly pulled down his pants and underwear at the same time, dropping them down to his ankles and kicking them off. He then smirked playfully as he hurried back over to his bag and turned slowly to Jacob.

“I hope you don’t mind I at least wear my shoes,” he said as he held up a sexy pair of stiletto heels.

“By all means,” said Jacob with a gasp.

Marius smirked as he lifted one foot up on the side of the couch and proceeded to slip his first heel on and belt it down. Jacob’s mouth watered from the visual stimulation of seeing Marius’s fine package nestled between his legs, firmly erect and pulsating against Marius’s slim, feminene body. Marius strutted about in his heels as he made sure they were broken in before approaching his boss and proceeding to give him a lap dance. Jacob sighed with pleasure as he rubbed over Marius’s fine, smooth body and quivered.

“I have been feeling exceptionally lonely as of late,” he said to his sissy male dancer. “I intend to keep you here for a long time, so why don’t you go over to the couch and make yourself comfortable.”

“As you wish, sir,” cooed Marius as he strutted toward the couch, the heels causing his ass to pop up and down in an alluring, rhythmic motion.

Jacob watched as Marius slowly sat down on his couch and calmly crossed his legs and rubbed over them, showing off their smooth, clean shaven elegance. He watched as Jacob slowly moved out from around his desk and looked at Marius. The CEO had been enjoying the company of Marus ever since he was hired on as an IT personnel to his company. Jacob had an eye for Marius and his effeminate and alluring behavior as an openly gay man and that drew him in without question. He could never get enough of simply staring and awing at Marius’s beauty.

“Do you wish to take me as I am now, sir?” asked Marius with a soft coo.

Jacob approached Marius as he now stood in the nude for him. He stepped back and sat on the couch as Jacob approached. Marius watched on as he leaned forward, shifting his weight as he bent downwards, and at that moment he felt his body begin to twitch lightly. Jacob's tongue had met his nipples and in no time at all they had grown hard and sensitive. Jacob's tongue was gliding over one nipple and back to the other. He could feel him squeezing his balls gently between his legs as his lips moved to form a suction around his left areola and he began to suck like it was a woman’s tit. Arching him back he let slip a soft moan, and he began to squeeze tighter to Jacob’s hard cock through his pants. With each moan and groan escaping his lips he squeezed him harder, and his legs opened wider apart. Jacob noticed this and couldn't help but chuckle. With one hand he reached down as he took a single finger and ran it lengthwise under his sissy boy’s balls and taint. Marius jumped, gasping loudly and trembling harder. The stimulation was an overwhelming sensation to feel as he was so sensitive all over. With all the lust out of the way, all that was left between them was a passionate, romantic spark.

Marius leaned back hard against the pillow as he felt Jacob's fingers caressing his balls. His grip loosened on him slightly. He watched as Jacob's lips moved to meet his neck once more, this time upon his knees he shook, each moment of pleasure causing his body to quake. He could tell Jacob was enjoying himself too, ravishing on him like he was almost a woman. The pleasure was so intense that his knees began to buckle as he slid down slightly. With a helping hand, Jacob guided him to turn around on the bed, gesturing for Marius to get onto his knees and to lean against the wall. Marius made a confused face, wondering what it was Jacob was asking of her. Jacob could tell Marius was confused, so with a sly smile, he laid himself back onto the couch and slid his head beneath the sissy boy’s thighs. Marius watched on with excitement as he grasped at the wall.

“What are you doing- OH!" he gasped as Jacob's tongue emerged to meet his tight little asshole. His eyes opened wider as he leaned forward, grasping at Jacob's thighs. He could hear him chuckling again as his entire body tensed up. Jacob's tongue began to examine him in ways he had only dreamt about before. It was the kind of vicious and passionate oral stimulation only a loving master would perform. Jacob’s tongue slid effortlessly over Marius’s taint and ass, grazing over his balls, back and forth, finding its way down to the entrance of his asshole before moving upwards again. “Oh god, Mr. Hanson,” Marius moaned as he pinched on his sensitive nipples.

Marius's moans and groans echoed through the office room, getting louder with each movement of Jacob's tongue against him. As he continued to lick, his tongue journeyed from the base of the cock to his throbbing asshole then back again, stimulating it even more. Marius moaned in surprise, his heart thumping as he felt Jacob’s tongue against his flesh. All he could do was wiggle on top of him as Jacob’s tongue circled around his asshole, licking him to absolute perfection. His back arched again as he found herself leaning down into a position on all fours, Jacob's throbbing cock now right in his face. With a deep breath, he leaned forward, feeling his knees tremble as he grasped one hand to the blanket on the couch and the other hand tightly against the base of Jacob's cock. “Hold on, let me get ready to have you,” Jacob muttered in delight as he sat up and quickly started removing his clothes, stripping naked before Marius so he could look at him in awe.


CHAPTER TWO

“You’re acting as if you haven’t been ravished in months, my dear Mr. Hanson,” chuckled Marus as he bit his lip and watched Jacob finish stripping down to show his ripped, athletic physique and manly features.

Marius gasped in delight, then, after a moment's time, he leaned forward, finding the tip of Jacob’s head with his tongue. He lightly allowed his tongue to stroke against the top of his boss’s head and caress the tip where he could already taste the precum. All the way from one side to the other, and then around in a circle he licked. Marius could feel Jacob begin to shake just as he did, and it brought an even bigger smile to his face. He felt Jacob's tongue waiver lightly from his shaft as he shook, but in a second’s time, his tongue was back against his cock, swirling lightly and then pressing harder, before moving once more to his anus and flicking it with the wet tip, causing him to arch him back again. This time as Marius arched his back, he bent forward, pushing his backside into the air and allowing the tip of Jacob's cock to finally fully enter his mouth. Once again Jacob's licking stopped as he felt it hard to concentrate on him when he was hit with such pleasure. He stayed there for a moment, just an inch of him in his mouth, swirling his tongue around him and squeezing with his hand.

The sensations were an overwhelming mixture of love and pleasure that the men had for each other that could not be shaken. Marius knew the relationship wasn’t an official one, but he hoped that one day Jacob would just fire him and take him in under his home and keep him safe that way. He could then fuck and suck his boss without the guilt of the taboo behind it and Jacob would hopefully be less shy about his true intentions with Marius whenever he was around. Marius didn’t exceptionally love his job as an IT associate otherwise. It was simply the best excuse for the two of them to come together and conjoin in the manner they do.

They both continued going back and forth in a sixty nine position of love making for several long moments before Jacob's tongue found its way further down. Once again met with the entrance to Marius’s asshole, Jacob took a deep breath before sliding his tongue inside. Marius gripped him tighter as he felt Jacob enter him. His entire body was shaking harder still as he felt the urge to push back against his tongue. As he pushed back, he lowered his head once again, this time gliding his tongue and the roof of his mouth further down against the length of his shaft. It took a moment to reach his hand. The sheer length of him, unlike anything he had ever seen on the other men he had in the past. Once his lips finally reached his hand, he let go, taking a deep breath and allowing himself to push down further, feeling his hard cock pushing into the back of his throat and tasting the salty sweetness of his meat in full.

Jacob jumped in surprise as he began to glide his head up and down, wriggling his tongue in many motions. Each time Marius came up for air he could taste the sweet saltiness of Jacob’s precum in his mouth. He began to go faster, bobbing his head up and down, twirling his tongue around him, using all the effort he could muster to ensure every inch of Jacob’s throbbing cock was being caressed by his tongue and mouth, and each throb he felt in returned reassured him he was doing everything just right while still being gentle. As he began to slow down again and come up for air, he felt a sudden sharp sensation. Jacob had lifted his hand upwards and was slowly forcing two fingers into his asshole while moving back to suck on his balls. The sharpness quickly melted away into pleasure and his body jolted as his fingers made contact with his prostate. “Oh my love, you do me so good,” grumbled Marius with pleasure as he shook.

Marius's body was throbbing now from head to toe, just as hard and as often as Jacob's cock in his mouth. Marius’s own cock was oozing with semen from how turned on and stimulated he was being manhandled by such a manlier man than him. Both of their bodies intertwined on the couch, gasping, moaning, groaning, and arching with each move of the other's tongue, or thrust of the hand. Marius pushed back against Jacob wantingly. In return, he began to push deeper than faster. He felt his fingers pumping in and out of him and could barely contain herself. As his body shook, he felt his tongue make contact with his taint again, and with that, the moans and groans grew louder and more forceful. The entire couch was shaking, and he could feel his saliva dripping down Jacob's fingers from deep inside him, allowing him to easily glide in and out of his ass.

Marius continued to suck on him, bobbing up and down. After a few moments, he moved his head entirely and came up off his cock. Jacob looked up in surprise but said nothing as he slowly moved his fingers out of his little sissy twink. Marius moaned like crazy, wondering if Jacob knew what he was up to. With a grin he bent forward, spreading his legs further. Jacob rose his hips into the air as Marius bent down and let his tongue slide down Jacob's shaft. Jacob gasped but did not recoil as he felt Marius begin to lick rapidly, his tongue swirling the full width of his head and back down his shaft again. He encircled him completely, feeling his body throb beneath Marius like a slow boiling eruption. For several long moments, he let his tongue flick and lick over the entirety of his cock.

Marius was on cloud nine being given so much more oral stimulation than they have done in the past. He was used to being the server much like a good woman would be expected to do for her man, little did he think about his own pleasure at times. He got off more on the experiences and dressing up to be such a naughty looking girl with a cock at times. This level of intimate pleasure seemed unprecedented even for Jacob, but Marius was living for every moment of it. “If you keep going on like this, I don’t know how long either of us will last,” he moaned with pleasure.

“I want you to cum too,” moaned Jacob back.

This continued on for several minutes before Marius began to feel an immense pleasure building inside of him. Wide-eyed he shifted his head downward, once more allowing for Jacob's length to fully enter his throat. His hips began to shake rapidly as the pleasure started to reach its peak and he started to orgasm hard from his cock. With a violent thrust back, Jacob felt his anal walls as they tightened around his fingers. Marius’s moans turned into a soft scream as the orgasm came, and he forced himself back upwards, as a smile washed over his face and the feeling of cum oozing profusely from his cock ran down his balls and onto Jacob’s chest. Jacob continued to pump into him until he was so tight from contracting that he could no longer move inside of him anymore. He proceeded to shamelessly lap up all of the cum he could catch off of Marius’s balls until the pretty little man was finished convulsing.

After a moment's time, he felt Jacob pull his fingers out and he fell back against the end of the couch, completely out of breath. He turned to look at Marius. “That was beautiful,” Jacob said with a smile. Marius's eyes shifted back to him and he laughed a little shaking his head. They laid there a moment in each other's embrace catching their breath. “How did that make you feel?” he asked.

“Like I was on cloud nine, Jacob.” said Marius as he looked at him, enamored by how gentle and sweet he seemed to be to him now. “A little unexpected, considering how these mornings normally go.”

“I wanted to do something especially nice for you,” said Jacob as he looked at him up and down with a smirk. He watched Marius just look at him, biting his soft, tender lips longingly waiting for more from his eccentric, manly boss. “Are you wanting me to…?” Jacob slowly started to ask.

“Just start gentle, please,” whispered Marius. “I’m already so sore from all of that. It’s made me extra sensitive. I still want you to get off in the way you love it most.”

Jacob nodded his head as he placed himself between Marius’s legs. Marius could feel his eyes on him, gazing up and down and studying his body. He loved how much Jacob gazed at him and seeing his handsome face made him feel more reassured than before that it was more than just his look like that initially drawn Jacob to him. He wore a gentleness on his face that Marius had not known before with any other man. A face one would wear to hide pain just like he did. They were so much alike it was uncanny. It was like they were meant to be together. Jacob rubbed his still throbbing cock against his ass as it was still slick with cum. They moaned in unison as Jacob pushed himself inside Marius. Marius's hands clenched the couch arm rest and his eyes opened wide. His girth pushed into him like nothing he ever felt and at that moment he was lost for words. He couldn’t believe how different he felt and how sensitive he was to him now. All of this was because he was forced to cum first, and now it was Jacob running the show.

Blood rushed back to Marius’s face and his toes began to curl as he looked up at Jacob. His handsome face was staring back down at him with a grin. Reaching forward, he rested one hand against the bed, and the other he lifted to his face, gently grazing his cheek. Marius watched on as he felt him sliding deep inside his ass and against his prostate, as deep as he could go, before finally sliding back out and repeating the movement. Marius gazed into his eyes, and Jacob back into his. He arched back again as he felt him against all walls of his asshole. He convulsed on Jacob and Jacob throbbed in return, the wetness he had created earlier with his tongue allowing for even easier motion with his cum.

After so long they finally realized what it was they needed to find true fulfillment was each other. It had taken a long time for the two to finally get to this point but Marius was practically in tears from how excited he was.  Jacob began to slide in and out a little faster, very slowly building speed, gentle at first as he had promised. Marius rolled his hips lightly against him, matching his enthusiasm. With each pump of Jacob inside Marius, he felt the pleasure rising in his body once again, and with each throb of his cock, his cock throbbed back in return. “Okay, faster now,” Marius said as his hips rolled on top of Jacob more vigorously. “I want you to peak inside of me!”

Marius felt himself shaking, the sounds of the couch lightly hitting the wall with each thrust met his ears, creating a steady rhythm. As Jacob's speed picked up, Marius lifted his legs slightly to widen his hips, presenting his whole ass for him to see. Jacob couldn't help but stare, watching himself pumping in and out of Marius only heightened his experience. Marius pushed back against him again, as if to tell him to move faster still and Jacob did oblige. Arching his back upward into an upright position he smiled and rubbed his hands lengthwise down Marius's body again, allowing his right hand to meet his cock once again. As he pumped into Marius, this time he took his thumb and began to glide it down the length of his shaft, up and down, back and forth, side to side, and then in circles.

Marius's hips started to shake, the pleasure of Jacob’s cock deep inside him and the intensity of his thumb on his cockhead together was like a match made in heaven. He wasn't breathing now, he was panting. Short gasps of air mixed with short sharp exhales, matching the speed of Jacob's thrusting. He was completely lost in the experience, from the bouncing of the couch cushions, the sound of it hitting the walls, and the smell of them forgotten to him now as he focused only on the feelings of pleasure that washed over his body. “Deeper,” he demanded. “Fuck me so much deeper, Mr. Hanson!”

“As you wish,” Jacob said with a devious grin as he began to push deeper into Marius, now doing what he could to push all of the depth he could manage into him, harder than he had ever done before but with newfound purpose to each thrust. Back and forth, deeper and harder, each thrust deeper, and harder than the last. “Oh god damn. It’s so good.”


CHAPTER THREE

Marius continued to watch him, feeling the pleasure rising inside him again, rocking his hips back and forth, he began to feel the intensity of his pleasure rise once more. Jacob’s hand against his smaller manhood and Jacob’s cock deep inside him, he arched his back, pressing his head back hard against his arm rest. Once more the moans turned to muffled screams as he lifted his hand to his mouth to keep from being too loud. His hips began to shake rapidly, and he knew Jacob could feel his asshole tightening on him. He seemed to enjoy it as this only caused him to move even more rapidly. Faster, harder, deeper, one stroke after another inside him until all of a sudden, his entire body tensed to the point he couldn't move. A loud and muffled scream escaped his mouth as warmed flushed over his body once again, and he felt the contractions of his orgasm work its way from his prostate, up through his balls, and then spread throughout the rest of his cock before ejaculation.

For a moment, Jacob stared down at him, unsure if he could keep going. All he could do was lay there and try to catch his breath. Marius wasn't sure how much more he could take, but he knew that Jacob had not cum yet. Their eyes met once again, and it was all he could do to subtly nod to him before shifting his weight and rolling slowly over onto his back and spreading open his legs. Jacob watched in surprise, the view of his cock now prominent in his face as Marius arched him back. "Take me as if I was a woman," he begged. “Cum in me that way.”

Jacob couldn't help but stare for a second but very swiftly obeyed as Marius felt his hands grasp either side of his thighs and lift him up for an easy spread, before the length of his shaft entered him once again. He had taken just about all he could manage but he knew that he had to let him finish. At this point, each stroke was a mix of pleasure and pain for Marius. He was growing tired, and achy but he didn't want Jacob to stop; he wanted to feel him cum. Harder and faster still he pumped into her, this time with newfound ease, thanks to the change in position. Marius arched him back and pushed his ass backward, finding it easier in this position to meet Jacob's enthusiasm.

Jacob continued to pump, filling Marius once again to the point that there was nothing more he could concentrate on. With each pump now he could feel the throbbing of Jacob's cock hitting him from new angles. Each thrust Jacob made, Marius made back, pushing just as hard and just as fast. It was Jacob's turn to cum at last. Several more minutes passed now as Marius felt the light sweat off his brow running down his cheek. Jacob's throbbing had gotten to the point that was all he could feel. His breathing had turned into panting, much like his own, and each thrust welcomed with it a grunt from Jacob's mouth. “I'm going to cum, Marius,” he said as he clenched tight to his ass with his hands as he too finally felt his body begin to shake. He grabbed hold of Marius’s thick and swollen cock and rubbed its raw, sensitive skin as he felt the final push of his own explosion emerging. “Here I cum!”

He pumped harder and harder still, feeling himself on the edge, the breath in him rising and falling as he pounded harder and harder until suddenly the same warmth that Marius had fallen victim too suddenly rose up in him like a volcano about to explode. With that warmth came an overwhelming sense of pleasure for both Marius and Jacob. He thrusted into him as hard as he could, squeezing at his backside as suddenly the feeling of hot liquid shot forward from him, filling Marius's asshole with cum. He too arched back, gasping and grabbing at the cushions as the warmth of his semen fully awakened the pleasure in him once again. He arched his back and shot backward trembling, shaking on him just as he shook inside his ass, and with a final groan, Jacob pulled backwards and watched as the cum slowly fell from Marius’s asshole and rolled down his thigh.

After that, the two laid there together for some time before Marius took in a heavy breath. “Perhaps I should leave my stuff here for later?” he asked.

Jacob looked at Marius and smirked with a wink. “For lunch,” he said with a calm and collected sigh of happiness. “That was amazing. I still want to try our other routine, but this, this was meant to be more special for the both of us.”

“It was special,” said Marius as he leaned in and kissed Jacob passionately.

He didn’t care that he tasted himself on his boss. The two just had a miraculous moment together and it was one of the greatest experiences he ever had. He was still excited about going to a more traditional session of fun over the course of an extended lunch break as Marius decided he’d still wear the heels since they didn’t break company policy and he has worn them on many occasions before. When lunch time came around, it was time for Marius to return to see his boss. As he entered the room, he saw the place was set up differently than before, with a slew of new toys laid out as Marius blinked. “I suppose I am not doing just the school girl outfit then?” he asked with a curious smirk.

Jacob smirked at him and wasted no time in locking the door and stripping Marius down. He put ankle cuffs and a collar on the tender young man and blindfolded him from the start. Marius was already hard with excitement because this sort of naughty play was a rarity with Jacob, especially at work. Something had gotten into him that made him want to go all out today and Marius was living for it. He submitted to a leash being hooked to his collar as he laid back on the couch that was now pulled out to be a bed, something it was rarely ever done before. He had only a moment to see all the toys that Jacob had ready for him, and thought it best he let the rest come as a surprise. Jacob looked over Marius as his sweet and innocent looking self was all bound up in light BDSM as he was ready to fulfill a more provocative edging fetish with his boy toy.

He grabbed a small cup full of lubrication jelly and doused his fingers in it. He then reached down and let the coolness of the jelly touch Marius’s foreskin first. Marius visibly shivered from the chilling delight as Jacob squeezed his hand firmly around his member. He slowly started to stroke up and down, letting his hand slide with relative ease. Marius started to actively squirm as his body clenched in pleasure and he grit his teeth. Jacob watched and smirked as he thought of the ball gag next. He knew Marius wouldn’t be able to keep speaking, but he didn’t want him to hurt his teeth the way it looked like he was doing. He reached out with his other hand and swiped a gag with a red rubber ball off the table while still keeping his hand tugged on Marius’s piece.

Marius could hear his rummaging about and lifted his head slightly in an attempt at curiously spying on what Jacob was doing. Jacob came down on top of him with the ball gag and stuffed it firmly into Marius’s mouth. Marius gasped and laid back in surprise as Jacob took off the lube coated glove long enough to strap the gag on completely. Marius murmured and wailed through the muffle as he couldn't actually speak. “There we go,” said Jacob. “Now you won’t have to worry anymore about biting those loose lips of yours.”

Marius responded with a mumble that sounded almost like ’please go easy on me master’ but was cut short by Jacob slipping his hand back into the glove and returning to vigorously masturbate Marius’s cock with the lube. Jacob felt himself getting so hard from the bondage role play that he simply had to touch himself. He breathed out and sighed some relief as his cock twitched in his hand. After a few minutes of rhythmic stroking of both their manhoods, Jacob stopped and pulled off Marius only to see how much more engorged he was. It was possibly the biggest his cock ever looked before from how swollen and turned on it was. Marius continued to squirm about as his body yearned to be touched more. Jacob decided to get a bit more creative with the edging torture. He looked over the number of sex toys until he found a perfectly fitting dildo to lubricate up.

Marius felt Jacob lift his lower body up and the cool touch of the dildo being pushed up between his cheeks. Jacob breathed out from just how hot it was to see the toy enter Marius. Marius let out a prolonged and enriched moan of pleasure. At this point, Marius was filled with a kind of pleasure that was both alarming, terrifying, and exciting to feel. He no longer felt fear. He wanted more. Everything Jacob did to him riled Marius up more and more. “You seem to really be enjoying this, my naughty little whore,” said Jacob with a chuckle as he watched Marius shiver constantly with ecstasy.

Jacob flipped a switch that made the dildo start to vibrate inside of Marius. Marius’s back arched and his cock throbbed with excitement as the feeling alone could have been enough to make him orgasm if it wasn’t for the strap. Jacob felt himself getting much more sensitive as he decided to stop stroking himself or else he’d ignite prematurely. He wanted to last as long as before if he could. He licked his lips as he took hold of the dildo and started to pump it in and out of Marius several times while he used his other hand to caress Marius’s dangling package. Marius moaned louder into the ball gag as he bit his teeth down on it hard with adrenaline. His balls felt the intensity of the touch and pleasure and constricted more as if they wanted to explode already.

Jacob smirked, excited that Marius seemed to take well to that. He bit his lip and witnessed the beauty of his body as it flowed against the thrusting of his hand and the toy. “I take it you are ready to submit?” he asked with a chuckle.

He could make out a ‘oh god yes please’ from Marius as he continued to moan. Jacob breathed out as he slowly went down on Marius, letting his mouth consume his upper shaft as he sucked while he pumped. The lubricant tasted sweet like strawberries as he moaned from his own enjoyment of the taste. He started to bob up and down on Marius as he listened to his muffled moan with excitement. He could taste Marius’s cum as he was seeping from his cock due to the amount of build up he was experiencing. Marius clenched his fists as he tried everything he could to let himself ejaculate. Jacob finally decided to give him some mercy as he decided to change up the form of torture.

He removed the strap on Marius’s shaft and continued to stroke his package as he suckd. Marius gasped and bit down hard as the orgasm came harder. Jacob braved keeping his mouth down on top of Marius as he felt him explode inside his mouth. He moaned and swallowed it down as he enjoyed Marius’s taste more than ever thought he would. Marius shook as Jacob pulled the vibrating dildo out of him and removed the ballgag. “Don’t stop!” cried Marius. “I want more before you cum!”

Jacob raised a brow as he looked lovingly at Marius. “As you wish,” he said with a smile.

“Just take off my ankle cuffs so you can have me easier,” Marius begged.

Jacob obliged. He removed the ankle cuffs and freed Marius’s legs as he held them up in the air and rubbed his member against Marius’s. Jacob breathed out and smirked as he slowly crawled up over Marius’s body and readied himself with his mouth. Even blindfolded, Marius knew what Jacob wanted as he opened his mouth and happily took him in. Jacob pushed in slowly and groaned as he rubbed the top of Marius’s head as he thrusted. “You have no idea how much I love this,” said Jacob in a quiet whisper.

He reached down and grabbed the leash as he pulled lightly on the collar and used it to keep Marius’s head raised off the pillow and properly situated for easy access to his mouth. He thrusted faster still as he knew where he wanted to go next. He let Marius lick all over his shaft and gasp as he sucked him down hard for several minutes. Jacob then quickly moved off Marius’s body and grabbed his thighs so he could easily turn him over. Marius’s arms crossed as he had the cuffs still attached to his wrist while he was turned on to his knees. He pushed himself up in the air as Jacob couldn’t help but slap him on the cheeks. Marius yipped in reaction then rocked back and forth against Jacob’s member and cooed.

Jacob was surprised at the reaction, as he impulsively slapped Marius in the first place. Seeing his reaction made him think that this experience turned him into a different person, that he finally opened up and was less shy of anything he did with Jacob, more so than before when it was just the dress up. Jacob spread Marius open and lubricated him properly as he pushed himself inside of him. Marius pushed his face into his arms and let out a heavy moan as the pressure for Jacob was enough to start milking him all over the sheets. He gasped as he stared down at himself and could see Jacob between his legs.

Jacob continued to thrust as he clenched his fingers on Marius's cheeks with one hand and using his other hand to pull back on the leash so Marius would lift his head up. Marius gagged on the collar being pulled as he shuddered with delight. He was overcome with sensations and unable to comprehend how someone could feel this good. He never would have known, and for this experience all he could do was mumble a prayer of thank you to any higher power that steered his life into this direction. Jacob looked at him and just chuckled as it only encouraged him to pump harder. The harder he moved the more Marius moved against him until they were both howling with pleasure. Jacob felt his whole body convulse as he knew he was close to exploding.

“Just cum inside me,” Marius gasped. “I want you to ride it out!”

“As you wish,” Jacob groaned as he thrusted even harder still.

Their bodies clapped hard against each other as Marius exploded a second time as Jacob released inside of him. They both gasped in shock at how much they had built up, Marius even more so, unaware he could orgasm again so soon after doing so once. Jacob felt himself groan out as he proceeded to unload an ample amount of cum into Marius’s ass as he kept thrusting, milking cum out of Marius’s cock at the same time as they were both screaming with pleasure and rocking back and forth. Jacob stumbled off of Marius as they both fell to the floor and writhed against each other in pleasure.

“I’m glad you didn’t forgo your plans entirely,” whispered Marius as he rubbed over his body in excitement from the pleasure.

“With you,” said Jacob as he struggled to catch his breath as he reached out and patted his hair. “I think I’d be willing to do and try everything.”

“You’ve been very generous and loving today,” said Marius with a happy smile.

Jacob just smirked, as he was thinking long and hard about coming out with Marius, and this day was leading him closer to making that decision. He breathed out and continued to stroke his head and simply nodded. “Yes, I know,” he said. “That's just because I want you to be happy.”

The two continued to hold and embrace each other for a long time in loving peace and quiet, well past the lunch break time of all the other employees working there at the company. Jacob didn’t care though. He was the boss, and his computer could be broke for as long as he damn well wanted it to with Marius.


THE END

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

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could leave me a review on Amazon? If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!
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