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CHAPTER ONE

Warren is a high-profile partner at New York City’s best law firm. His career is wildly successful, and at 32 years old, he is one of the youngest partners at the law firm. He is charismatic and can make conversation with anyone, which is part of the reason that his career has taken off in such a big way. Growing up, he was definitely not the type of guy who found success easily, or who excelled naturally. He had worked hard for everything he had accomplished, which made him resilient and strong headed. He does not let anyone tell him what to do and he does not stop until he accomplishes what he had set out to do.

Warren is a heterosexual man who is strikingly handsome and who is good with women. His confidence and his large stature commands attention when he walks into a room, and this benefits him greatly in the dating scene. He has been sleeping around here and there, when he finds the time to go out to a bar or to swipe on a dating application, just to get his rocks off occasionally.

He often meets women who are enamored by his looks and his confidence. He invites them over after some conversation, which leads to kissing, groping and eventually, fucking. This is the extent of his social life and his sex life, as he does not have time for much more. It leaves him feeling satisfied and relaxed and allows him to focus at work.

It is Friday night at Warren is looking for something to do. He decides to go to a bar and when he arrives, he pushes the door open and realizes that it is mostly men inside- much to his dismay, but this is to be expected, he thinks, since he has chosen a sports bar after all.

He shrugs and walks to a seat at the bar anyway. He orders a drink and watches the football game on the big screens, engaging in some game-related talk with the bartender and the other guys around him at the bar.

When the game finishes, he takes the last sip of his beer and puts the glass down with a yawn, deciding that it is time for him to head home empty-handed. He feels happy that he has gotten out of his apartment- as he usually goes between work and home, and has gone out in Manhattan for the first time in a while, but he knows that the next time he goes out, he will have to choose somewhere a little less manly.

When he gets home, he tries to send a few booty call texts some of the women he has slept with in the past few months, but he does not receive any replies to his “are you awake?” text messages, so he turns out the light, gets himself off with his hand and some lube, and then eventually drifts off to sleep.

Warren arrives at his desk on Monday morning earlier than most other people in the office, as he likes to begin his week at a slow pace and coming early allows him to do this. Just like any other Monday he sits at his desk, sips his coffee and opens up his email account on his work computer.

His tired eyes immediately widen as he reads the subject line on the first email in his inbox. He quickly clicks on the email, reading as fast as he can. The email reads;

Subject: I Know What You’re Doing- Read This Now, Or Else

I Know that you’re using this law firm for your illegal activities and I have proof. Follow my instructions or I will expose you to everyone, including the police.

Wait for a phone call that will give you instructions on how to proceed.

Anonymous

After reading the email, Warren shifts his eyes to the sender identity. He does not recognize the email address, as it was sent from an address that read; anonymous1@mail.com. He looks for any other clues that will tell him who the email was sent from. He tries to rack his brain for information that will tell him who would want to blackmail him. He cannot think of anyone he has wronged, or anyone who may want to see him put in jail. Warren cannot think of anyone who knows about his illegal business activities, as he does not tell anyone about what he does on the side. His job is everything to him and he does not want to jeopardize that.

Since the email was sent to his email address that is associated with the law firm, he feels suspicious. That email address is listed all over the internet, so it could be anyone who is blackmailing him.

The only thing that he can think of is that someone else who is in the cartel could have leaked this information- but why? He does not know why they would want this information leaked, as it could get into the wrong hands, suddenly, it occurs to him that one of his fellow law firm partners asked him one week prior about whether or not he had any other business ventures that he was working on. “Is that a clue?” He asks himself out loud.

There could be rumors circulating around the city about Warren and his business activities, he thinks. He feels his stomach drop. The problem is, suspecting that does not help him in figuring out who is to blame. Maybe people are beginning to suspect that he has ties to some illegal activity, including money laundering and ties to drug cartels.

Warren has ties to these cartels as a result of his former life, one that is wrought with crime and drug use. He escaped from that life and found himself great success, and he would do anything to keep it that way. The problem is, that he cannot cut his ties to the cartel, as he knows they will have him killed if he tries to leave. He also knows that he must keep this a secret, as it could jeopardize his successful law career.

All of the memories from his past life come flooding back to him as he reads this threatening email, and he feels himself becoming flushed. He begins to feel light headed and quickly reaches for his tie and shirt collar to loosen them.

To get away with the illegal acts, Warren has been using the law firm to cover up his illegal actions. The cartel that he is a part of has control over the entire city because it is so powerful, and Warren knows that there is nothing he can do but continue to work for them and keep it a secret.

Warren does not know how this mysterious person gained access to this information, but he is scrambling to figure out what to do about it.

Around three in the afternoon, after several hours of restlessness and anxiety, Warren hears his cellphone vibrating against the wood of his desk. He snaps into action, feeling a sudden pang of fear. Could it be the blackmailer? Or the cartel? Either way, this is bad.

He presses the green button on the screen and lifts the phone to his ear slowly and hesitantly.

He hears a muffled sound through the phone and waits for the other person to speak first.

“Warren, listen closely.” The voice says. Warren can tell that the person is using a voice changer device. Warren clears his throat.

“You must do everything I say, or I will expose you.”

“Who are you?” Warren asks, his voice coming out more timid than he had intended.

“Meet me tomorrow at 8:30pm and I will give you further instructions. I will send you a message with the location in a few minutes. If you do not show up, I will release my proof of your illegal activities and will contact the police.”

“Uh…” Warren stammers, but before he can muster any words, the person on the other end of the phone hangs up the call.

Warren is left with his phone still pressed to his cheek and his jaw dropped. He cannot believe what is happening to him, and he does not know what to do about it.

As he is thinking over the phone call he just received, Warren feels his phone buzz in his hand. It startles him and he jumps, lifting the phone to see what the message says.

Meet me at 2350 Greenway Blvd., 32nd floor.

Warren cannot believe what he is reading. 2350 Greenway Blvd., 32nd floor is his law firm’s office! It is the very building and floor that he is currently sitting on. He suddenly feels a sense of terror, thinking about how the person who is blackmailing him knows exactly where he works, and that they want to meet him in that very location to threaten him! He feels faint and the room begins spinning. He leans back in his chair and closes his eyes, hoping to wake up from a bad dream.

Five minutes later, Warren opens his eyes and finds that he is not in a bad dream and that nothing had changed. He takes a deep breath and picks up his phone. He knows that he has no choice, he loves his job at the law firm, and he has worked too hard to watch it all fall away.

Okay. I will meet with you and follow your instructions.

He types, and then presses the send button. His hands are shaking, and he is afraid of what this person is going to make him do, and what this person will do to him if he doesn’t oblige.


CHAPTER TWO

The next day, Warren cannot focus on his work throughout the day, as he is preoccupied with thoughts about how his meeting with the blackmailer that evening will go. He is sweating profusely and unable to control his spiraling thoughts about how this could all blow up in his face.

He thinks about what the blackmailer’s instructions might be. “Maybe he’ll make me give him money, or maybe he’ll tell me to do his dirty work for him.” Warren tries to think about the possibilities. He tries to take his mind off of it, as it is causing him anxiety and stress, but he cannot stop thinking of the worst-case scenarios.

When the end of the day finally rolls around, Warren is nervous and relieved at the same time. He waits around and waves everyone in his office goodbye, wishing them a good night and hoping that he will still be alive the next day to see them at work.

He tries to kill time, acting natural so that nobody will become suspicious of him working so late. Often, he works past five in the evening, but their law firm is usually empty by seven.

It is almost seven thirty and Warren prepares himself.

It is rare that there are no other staff in the office, and he feels an eerie feeling wash over him. He tries to gather some confidence as he hears the elevator chime as it reaches the 32nd floor and he braces himself for the meeting that is about to occur.

He is standing in the far corner of the office, looking out at the city with a scotch in his hand. He doesn’t notice the man walking towards him at first, as he is creeping quietly across the carpeted floor. Warren hears the sound of a man clearing his throat and he spins around quickly.

He is surprised to find that the person standing in front of him is one of the law firm’s paralegals.

“Oh, did you forget something?” Warren asks the paralegal politely, hoping that he will not think that he is acting strange, and hoping that he will not tell anyone he is in the office so late.

“Pour me a drink.” The paralegal says to him. Warren is confused.

“Pardon me?” Warren says, trying to be the generous and pleasant Partner that he always tries to be at the office.

“Do as I say.” The paralegal says. As he says this, it dawns on Warren that the paralegal standing before him… is the blackmailer. Warren takes a few steps back and bumps into the window behind him. He feels fear wash over him.

“I-I don’t understand.” Warren says in a whisper, barely audible. “Why are you doing this?” He says, his voice coming out much louder now. He is still very confused.

Warren does not receive a response; the paralegal simply motions toward the bottle of scotch. He knows that he has no choice but to follow instructions. He takes a step towards the bottle and takes a fresh glass out of the cabinet. He pours the paralegal a drink, hoping that this will lead to answers.

The paralegal begins removing his outer jacket. He drapes it over the back of the couch and stands next to it, wearing a shirt, vest and tie. He puts his hands on his hips and leans back.

“Sit.” The paralegal says to Warren, motioning toward the couch in the center of the room.

The paralegal circles the couch where Warren is sitting and stops directly behind it. Warren does not turn around to look at him, and simply wonders what he is going to do next. The paralegal crouches down behind the couch and Warren can feel his breath on the back of his neck. It sends shivers of fear down his spine. Never in a million years did Warren think that a simple paralegal would be able to cause him to feel sheer terror and unease.

The paralegal pulls a small tube out of his jacket that is draped over the couch. He lifts is up and holds it in front of him so that Warren can see it.

“First, you’re going to put on this lipstick for me.” The paralegal says.

“What?” Warren says, flabbergasted.

“Then, you will put on this dress and be my sissy sex slave.”

“You must be joking.” Warren scoffs. He looks back at the paralegal and notices that he is not smiling in the slightest.

“I will give you a choice between two options. Either you do this, or I will call the police right now and have you arrested.” The paralegal is standing in front of Warren with his phone in his hand, his fingers at the ready on the number pad. Warren is sitting in his desk chair, barely able to move.

Warren begins feeling angry that he is being put in this position. He is angry that the paralegal is trying to seduce him and that he is in this position in the first place. He is angry that he now has no choice but to go to dinner with him, as he hates his guts.

“This is going to remain a secret, as long as you do what I say. As soon as you tell someone or refuse to follow my instructions, I will ruin you.”

Warren clears his throat and shifts uncomfortably on the couch.

“Um.” Warren says. The paralegal pulls something out of a briefcase that he has set on the floor.

“Now. Put this dress on. And hurry up!” The paralegal says in a demanding voice.

Warren stands and takes the dress from the paralegal’s hands. He shrugs out of his jacket and drops it on the couch. He takes off his belt and unzips his pants. He is feeling uncomfortable, but he knows that he has no choice. He leaves his boxer briefs on and steps into the dress, pulling it up and putting the straps around his arms. The paralegal hands him the tube of lipstick and Warren takes it reluctantly. He smears the red color across his lips and tosses it on the couch. 

“It’s not every day that I come across a woman as beautiful as you.” The paralegal says with utter seriousness.

The paralegal takes a rope out of his briefcase. He takes one of Warren’s wrists in his hand, tying the rope around it. He ties a length of the rope around each of his wrists, tying them to one another behind his back.

Using rope instead of the soft and fluffy handcuffs you can buy at a sex shop makes Warren feel as though this is not just a one-time occurrence. The paralegal seems as though he is very experienced in this domain. The rope also makes Warren feel on edge, as he is unsure of what for, or where this rope has been used in the past.

It is clear to Warren that the paralegal wants this to be a bare-bones, rough, BDSM-filled sexual experience. Warren has never done anything like this before with a woman, and he has never even considered doing anything sexual with a man. He is being put in an impossible position and he hates the paralegal for it.

He is supposed to be the one in charge, he is supposed to be the one that gives his employees orders. Yet, here he is in the office with a measly paralegal being told what to do and how to do it, and being dressed up like a woman, being humiliated.

“Lie down.” The paralegal says.

The paralegal pushes Warren down onto the couch so that he is laying on his back.

Warren lies there on the couch with his arms still tied behind his back, wondering what is going to happen next. The paralegal lowers his body over Warren’s and begins to lick and suck on the skin of his neck. Warren feels instinctive tingles throughout his entire body and he reflexively squirms in response to these sensations.

The paralegal reaches down the front of Warren’s body and feels his cock through the dress he is wearing. The paralegal notices that it is big and bulging, and it is not even hard yet. The paralegal begins massaging Warren, taking his thick cock in his hand over the skirt of the dress.

With the rope around his wrists, Warren cannot do anything but lie there and experience this.

Abruptly, the paralegal pulls his face back from Warren’s neck and stands up on the couch, putting one foot on either side of Warren’s body. He reaches a hand under the waistband of his perfectly ironed dress pants and stands over Warren, beginning to touch himself. Warren lies under him watching as the paralegal is turned on by the sight of Warren lying helplessly on the sofa with his hands tied behind his back.

The paralegal is trying to tease Warren from afar by touching himself as he stares directly into Warren’s eyes from above. Warren is not feeling turned on or pleased by this, instead he is thinking of how mortified he would be if anyone in the law firm found out about this.

The paralegal is rubbing himself under his pants in front of Warren, and he is clearly enjoying himself, as Warren can tell by the look on his face and the soft moans that he is beginning to emit.

“Oh, that feels so good.” The paralegal begins to tell Warren.

He jumps off of the couch and grabs Warren by the shoulder, flipping him onto his stomach. He reaches for the skirt of the dress Warren is wearing and begins to lift it up from the bottom, revealing the black boxer briefs he is wearing. The paralegal pulls the boxers down Warren’s legs, revealing his well-sculpted ass. He tosses the boxers off to the side, onto the floor somewhere.

The paralegal unzips his own pants and drops them to the floor, along with his underwear. He is standing behind Warren, staring at his naked lower half. The paralegal begins stroking his cock once again.

Climbing onto the couch behind him, the paralegal reaches for Warren’s hips and pulls them toward his outstretched cock. He reaches around Warren and takes his cock in his hand again, this time skin-to-skin. Reflexively, Warren becomes hard as the paralegal gently slides his hand up and down the shaft of his penis.

The paralegal begins rubbing and touching the tip of his own cock to Warren’s ass. He slides it inside of his cheeks and touches it to the tight opening of his ass.

Warren is angry that the paralegal has made him dress up like a woman- lipstick and all, but he cannot deny that having someone touch him who knows how to work their way around a dick feels pretty good.

The paralegal teases the opening of Warren’s ass with his cock and eventually slides the tip inside. Warren gasps in surprise and unexpected delight. He has never had anything this close to his ass before, but he remarks that the sensation is unexpectedly pleasant. He instinctively moans as the paralegal slides himself all the way into Warren’s ass.

Warren can hear the paralegal groaning as he fucks him from behind. As The paralegal thrusts himself into Warren in a steady motion, they both begin to moan. Warren’s hands are still tied behind his back and he cannot touch himself or control his body in any way, he is at the mercy of his paralegal.

As he thrusts into him, the paralegal takes in the sight of Warren donning the dress and this turns him on, making him glad the he had decided to make this happen.

The paralegal pulls out of him and stands, taking him by the hand. He leads him to the boardroom. The paralegal has been waiting for quite some time for this night, to be able to have Warren him all to himself.

For Warren, there is only so much his hand could do, and he was craving a whole lot more than a handjob from himself, but this is not what he has expected when he had been searching for sex.

The paralegal pushes Warren to his knees by the shoulders until he is staring eye-level to his cock.

“Open your mouth.” He orders.

Warren obediently opens his mouth. The paralegal thrusts his already throbbing cock into Warren’s mouth with such urgency that he makes Warren gag. That only fuels the paralegal’s desire more. He stops Warren right before he is about to cum from the sensation.

“Stand up. Bend over.” He barks and walks over to the boardroom table.

Warren is standing beside the table, bent over as if he is about to be strip-searched. It is in this instance that the paralegal decides he is going to try something. Something Warren had never tried doing.

“Do not cum.” He smacks Warren on the ass and climbs onto the table.

The paralegal sits on the tabletop, right in front of Warren’s face. He lays down on his back and spreads his legs so that they are on either side of Warren’s head. Warren’s hands are still tied together behind his back.

The paralegal lets his head hang back off of the table so he can see the beautiful view of the city. His cock is in perfect line with Warren’s mouth.

Getting the idea of what was about to happen, Warren takes the paralegal in his mouth. He sucks on his cock like it is the last time he will ever get to have something that sweet in his mouth ever again, with the intent of getting it over with as quick as possible.

Warren knows what he is about to do may piss the paralegal off, but he lowers his head and tugs ever so lightly on his balls with his mouth, making him come instantly.

Once he is done, the paralegal snaps back into his dominant role.

“Someone didn’t listen. I think it’s time for him to be punished. Stay where you are.” The paralegal says.

The paralegal gets off of the table and walks around the table. He smacks Warren’s ass once again. He bends down and spreads Warren’s ass cheeks. He teases the hole with his tongue. He sees the pucker and the invite, and he wants more. He moves his tongue around the hole, and Warren groans in both pain and pleasure. He takes Warren’s hips in one hand and his cock in the other and directs him back and forth toward his outstretched tongue. Warren gasps and moans, coming with force. He lets out moans of ecstasy and then collapses onto the table, panting.


Warren receives a text message the next morning before he has even made his way to the office.

Tell anyone and I turn you in.

Warren chuckles as he reads the message, finding it humorous that the paralegal thinks Warren would want anyone to know that he had been forced to wear a dress and lipstick by a paralegal.

Don’t worry.

Warren replies.

Warren breathes a sigh of relief as he stands in line waiting for his morning coffee. He is thankful that the experience with the paralegal is over and that he can go back to his regular life once again. While it is not something he would have chosen, he is glad that it was an immature paralegal and not a member of the cartel that had been threatening him- it could have been much worse. Warren chuckles to himself as he thinks this.

Warren is finally able to focus at work now that the blackmailing experience is over, and he has the most productive morning that he has had in a while.

Around noon, Warren intends to leave his desk and go for lunch, but before he has the chance to stand up from his chair, his phone rings. He looks at the call display and sees that it is an unspecified caller.

“Hello?” Warren says.

“Tomorrow night. I’ll message you with the location.” It is the same voice that called him the previous day, the person using the voice changing device.

“Look, I thought-” Before Warren can get a few words in, the caller hangs up.

Seconds later, he receives a series of three text messages.

2399 Cordale Avenue.

Come to the back door.

Same time.

“You have got to be kidding me!” Warren exclaims, louder than he had intended to.

He stands in his office, the realization hitting him that this may go on much longer than he had initially thought it would. He sits back in his chair, feeling defeated.

He has not seen the paralegal that is blackmailing him, as he does not usually run into the paralegals in the office. He wonders if all of his employees are making fun of him behind his back, and this thought makes him angry. He stands up with intention and decides to visit the wing of the office where the paralegals work. He walks across the office, aggression in his step.

When he arrives, he finds the paralegal from the night before sitting at a desk in the corner, focused on a task. He approaches him and clears his throat.

“Can I have a word?” Warren says.

“Oh, Warren, hello.” The paralegal says in a friendly and respectful voice. “I am actually swamped with work right now, but I can come by your office later.” The paralegal smiles at him.

“I need to speak to you now.” Warren says, a little more aggressively.

“Oh, have I done something wrong?” The paralegal says innocently.

“Please come and have a word.” Warren can tell that the paralegal is playing up his innocent act and that he is threatening Warren without saying a word.

“I’m really busy.” The paralegal says. “How about you give me your phone number and I will call you in an hour or so to discuss whatever this matter is?”

Warren begins to become angry and he is clenching his fists. He wants to throw a punch and knock this kid out, but he knows he cannot.

As the paralegal lifts his cellphone in the false act of inputting Warren’s phone number, he shows Warren an image. Warren leans in to see what the image is, and to his surprise, it is an image of him wearing a dress and lipstick. The image also shows his naked lower half, and the paralegal’s face is not visible in the photo.

“You f-” Warren stops himself just in time, as he notices that other paralegals have started to take notice of their conversation. Partners do not usually visit the paralegal wing, so his attendance has alerted them. He decides that he cannot risk anything by staying there any longer, and now that he is aware of the existence of this photo, he knows he must watch his behavior even more. He turns and stomps away, trying to hold back his rage.

-          -

Warren leaves the office and heads toward the address that the blackmailer specified earlier that day. He had spent the rest of the afternoon fuming in anger about the failed conversation that he had had with the paralegal that day. He now knows that his hands are tied- in more ways than one, and he vows to find a way out of this predicament.

When he arrives at the paralegal’s house- which was outside of the city, Warren walks around the house to the back door as the text message had specified. He peers into the window at the back of the house and finds that it is dimly lit. He cannot see anybody inside, and he begins to wonder if this is some kind of set up.

Warren lifts his hand to knock on the door, but before his knuckles make contact with the wood, the door opens to reveal the paralegal standing inside.

“Come in.” He says, turning on a light inside of the house.

Warren steps in hesitantly and looks around to see if anyone else is there.

“Let’s get started, no need for small talk.” The paralegal says. Warren doesn’t reply. “Put on this silk robe.”

The paralegal does not look at Warren as he speaks, he walks through the house down a long hallway. Warren follows him into the house and down the hallway.

“And don’t keep anything on underneath.” The paralegal spins around to look at Warren as he says this.

The paralegal turns into a dark bedroom. Warren follows him inside and the paralegal flips on a light. The room illuminates in a dim, red hue. It reminds Warren of some kind of porn film.

Warren drops his pants to the floor, takes off his shirt and finally, lowers his boxer briefs slowly. He steps out of them and leaves them in a pile on the floor. He pulls the silk robe over his shoulders and fastens the sash around his waist, covering his naked body. The paralegal watches the entire time, never turning away. Once Warren is dressed, the paralegal turns to open a drawer and pulls out a wig.

“Now this.” The paralegal says. He hands it to Warren.

“You have got to be kidding me.” Warren says. The paralegal doesn’t flinch, he simply stands in waiting.

Deciding that it isn’t worth getting into an argument about, Warren sighs and pulls the wig onto his head. The wig is blonde and straight and reaches down to Warren’s pecks. He feels like a joke, but he knows he has no choice.

“I’m going to record this. If you tell anyone or if you refuse to go along with my demands, I’m going to expose these clips.”

Warren nods silently, knowing there is no other option.

The paralegal approaches Warren and begins kissing him with erotic passion. He reaches down the front of Warren’s body, his hand sliding along the silk robe. The paralegal pushes his hips into Warren’s body, pinning him against the wall with his body. The paralegal feels his own cock getting hard as he kisses Warren.

The paralegal reaches down to grab Warren’s cock with one hand. Warren gasps at the feeling that spreads throughout his body as he feels his body respond to the touch. With his other hand, he reaches for Warren’s shoulder and slides the silk bathrobe off of him, sending it sliding down the back of his body and to the floor.

Suddenly the paralegal pulls back and turns toward the bed, pulling Warren along behind him. The paralegal bends Warren over the side of the bed until his chin is touching the silk sheets. As he does this, he reaches down his body and pulls his hard cock out of his pant, beginning to stroke it.

Holding Warren down on the bed, the paralegal begins tying his hands together, just like he had done the first time they had slept together at the office. The first time, using rope had made it feel a bit frightening for Warren, but this time he felt better prepared. From his restrained position, all Warren can do is kneel and wait for what is coming next.

Warren feels the paralegal slide himself into his ass like he did before, and now that he is prepared for it, he feels turned on by the sensation. He feels his own cock getting hard against the mattress below him.

The paralegal thrusts himself in and out of Warren quickly, moaning loudly. The paralegal feels the build-up finally subside as he comes hard. He finishes before Warren so that he can finish Warren off in a different way.

The paralegal turns Warren around and drops to his knees in front of the bed. He takes Warren’s entire erection in his mouth, massaging the shaft with his lips. He slows down his approach, trying to get Warren to beg him to let him cum.

After trying out submission in their previous encounter, Warren is feeling more comfortable this time around. He is feeling more confident in this submissive role.

The paralegal knows just how to work Warren’s cock with his mouth. He knows that if he wants to send Warren over the edge, all he has to do is tug slightly at his sack, and his mouth will be filled with Warren’s pleasure, but he isn’t ready, nor is he going to make it that easy for Warren.

“Let me come!” Warren exclaims.

The paralegal makes him wait only a moment longer before practically swallowing his cock and tugging at his sack, and he takes every ounce that Warren has to offer. The paralegal stands up and wipes his mouth, staring at Warren.

He turns and switches off the recording function of a small camera that he had set up in the corner of the room. Warren lies back on the bed and pants heavily, collecting himself.


CHAPTER THREE

Warren had never imagined that there was anything missing from his sex life, and he had never even thought of exploring new things in the bedroom other than the classic positions and activities that he was used to. He had always had a good enough time with all of the women he had slept with, so he had never thought that there was anything more to look for in terms of his sex life. Now that he is spending his time exploring this new side of sex, he is beginning to find himself feeling intrigued. The thrill of the spontaneity always comes with some excitement-induced arousal, even if it is coming from blackmail.

Warren sits on the couch in the office, wearing a robe and a thong that he brought with him to work that day. It is eight o’clock in the evening and everybody has left for the night- except two people. Warren takes a sip of his drink and waits. He hears a door open behind him and turns around to look.

Warren looks at the paralegal and notices that he can see the outline of his penis through his dress pants. He stares at it for a moment. The paralegal takes a few steps toward him and he can see the bulge more clearly. This is something that Warren has only ever seen in a porno before.

He walks up to Warren and pushes him back into the couch. He climbs onto his lap and starts massaging his body with his hands. He moves his hands across Warren’s chest and down the front of his body, feeling his abs through his dress shirt. He leans in and massages Warren’s neck with his lips, and with his tongue. Warren’s body spasms under his touch. He arches his back off of the couch and breathes heavily.

The paralegal grabs a condom from his pocket, along with his favorite lube. He pulls down his pants to reveal his eager cock and pulls on the condom. He leans into Warren, demonstrating his intentions.

“If you’re a good girl, I won’t have to use this whip.” The paralegal says with a stone-cold expression on his face.

“But I’m not a good girl.” Warren says. “I’m a bad girl.”

“Do you want to find out what happens to bad girls?” The paralegal continues in his regular stone-cold manner. The paralegal nods sheepishly.

“You’ve been bad, Warren.” He slides one of his hands underneath the thin strap of his G-string and pulls it down toward his knees. “And now I will have my way with you.” He slides a hand between his legs and feels his sack. He moves his hand toward the front of his body and feels his cock, already becoming hard. “Mmm, you’re hard already. Good girl.” The paralegal says.

The paralegal rips off the robe that Warren is wearing. His cock is stiff and ready in the dim light of the office. The paralegal feels himself stiffening even further in excitement.

The paralegal begins a slow striptease in front of him.

“Turn over.” He commands.

Warren takes the command and turns over so that he is bent over the back of the couch.

The paralegal slaps Warren’s ass cheeks one at a time, the sound echoing in the large room. He knows that his cock is rock hard now. The paralegal slaps his ass again and again.

The paralegal puts one hand on his hip and one hand on his shoulder and moans as he slides his thick cock into Warren’s ass. He begins sliding himself in and out of Warren’s ass and they begin moving in synchronization.

Warren plants his hands on the couch in front of him and the paralegal grabs him by the hips with both hands. The paralegal begins sliding his cock in and out of Warren slowly and deeply. They both begin to moan quicker and louder, clearly enjoying every minute. After a few minutes, the paralegal stops suddenly.

“Get up.” He commands.

Warren stands and he can see that the paralegal’s cock is rock hard and pointing straight at him. Warren feels himself harden further at this sight.

The paralegal forcefully pushes Warren down to his knees.

He is on the rug on his hands and knees and the paralegal is standing over him, holding his cock. He gets down on his knees and rolls Warren over so that he is lying on his back. He is becoming extremely turned on by the way that the paralegal is dominating him, and the arousal he feels is making him forget his reasons for being here in the first place.

“Lift your legs for me.” He says, lowering himself between Warren’s legs as he follows the paralegal’s instructions.

He lifts Warren’s legs with his hands and begins stroking his cock as he sucks on the sensitive skin of Warren’s neck. He begins to moan in his ear as he does this. He finds Warren’s ass once again with the tip of his cock and slides it inside of him.

The paralegal wraps his hand around Warren’s neck and puts a little pressure on it. He begins pumping himself into him as deeply as he can, increasing the speed of penetration. He begins to squeeze his neck as he fucks him, and his arousal continues to mount. Warren begins to inhale less and less air, and the pressure that the paralegal’s hand is putting on his neck is making him hornier.

“You like that?” The paralegal asks him, satisfied with himself.

“Mhmm” Warren replies, the sound of his voice barely audible.

The paralegal lifts one of Warren’s legs and puts it on his shoulder, pushing himself deeper into his ass. This increases Warren’s pleasure to a new level, and he begins to moan though his air is becoming thinner.

“Tell me how much you like it.” The paralegal says, fully aware that Warren cannot answer him. All he can do is moan, as the pleasure is taking over his body.

The paralegal begins to moan as well as he plunges his cock as deeply as he can, and he feels the tightness of Warren’s ass at the base of his cock. This sends them both into a whirlwind of arousal, and the paralegal begins thrusting into him faster and faster, going balls deep every time.

Warren reaches down and wraps his hands around the paralegal’s cock, stroking it as he is being fucked.

Both of them are close to the edge and for each of them, seeing the other one in ecstasy makes their pleasure increase even more. All of a sudden, the paralegal grunts and he pulls out of Warren.

Without thinking, Warren pulls the paralegal toward him by his hips and positions him so that his hard cock is hovering close enough to Warren’s mouth that he can almost taste it. The head of his cock is glistening with precum.

Warren lowers his head toward the paralegal’s cock, closing his lips around it. The paralegal remarks that Warren knows exactly how to make him feel amazing using only his mouth, despite never having been with a man. The paralegal has to try hard to hold it together and avoid coming in a matter of a few seconds.

Warren moves his hand up and down the shaft of the paralegal’s cock as he sucks him off, giving him double the pleasure. Warren takes the paralegal’s entire cock in his mouth, and the paralegal can feel Warren’s mouth reaching all the way to his balls. He has never experienced pleasure like this before.

Warren pulls the paralegal’s cock out of his mouth and begins stroking it. The paralegal throws his head back, unable to last any longer. He releases himself all over Warren’s bare chest as he grunts loudly. His entire body begins to tremble as the orgasm overtakes him.

-          -

Tomorrow, my house. Same time.

Warren catches himself smiling as he reads the text message he has just received.

See you then.

Warren replies.

Warren finds himself enjoying the activities that he is engaging in and he begins to look forward to their encounters, despite them being forced at the beginning. He has been exploring a new side of himself with the paralegal and has discovered a number of new interests in the bedroom.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Richard is a successful salesman who works for a high-profile consulting firm in Manhattan.

Richard's boss- the owner of the consulting firm, is a man named Jonathan. Jonathan is attractive and tall, and he is all-around successful. Jonathan and Richard are colleagues and acquaintances, and they have spent time together outside of work, going to basketball games, and getting drinks together as an office group. Jonathan likes to keep morale high in the office, so he often plans social events and asks his staff to go for happy hour drinks after successful sales results come in. He and Richard have never spent much time one-on-one, but they have a great professional relationship.

It is another regular day in the office when Jonathan decides to try to end the week off on a positive note by asking his staff to get drinks after work. All of his staff have prior engagements since it is a last-minute request, except for Richard. Richard agrees as he doesn't have many friends in Manhattan yet.

Richard is an average man, one that you would pass in the street and glance at for a second, but not a second longer than that. He is good-hearted and likes to spend time with his family, but he is also known for being quite the party's life when he is comfortable (and when he has a few drinks in him). He is a career-driven man with good standing in the consulting firm that he works for. He worked for their California office for the past two years when they offered him a transfer to their new office in Manhattan. Richard is overjoyed to receive the promotion, and he accepted it without a second thought. Richard moved to his new apartment in Midtown Manhattan two months prior, and he is adjusting to his new life in the big city.

Richard considers himself to be good in bed, but he knows nothing is too remarkable about him. He is good-looking, in good health, and he can make good conversation with anyone. He knows that he isn't one of those ultra-hot, ripped guys like the ones he sees in porn videos, but he knows that other men find him attractive enough and that he is good enough in bed to keep them coming back for more. He still has a full head of light brown hair, and he enters any room he walks into with confidence. He is the type of guy who excels in sports and who finds that everything comes to him with ease throughout his life.

Richard has been sleeping around a little bit since moving to the city, just to get his rocks off now and then. He meets some men on various online dating apps, and he invites at least one of them over to watch a movie or have a drink at his new apartment every few days. This meeting always leads to kissing, groping, and eventually, fucking. This regular occurrence is about the extent of his social life since moving to New York City two months ago, and it has been leaving him feeling satisfied and relaxed enough in his new environment.

Despite this, he can’t help feeling like there is still something missing from his new Manhattan life. When these thoughts creep in, he simply chalks it up to loneliness for the most part, since he is without his friends and his family since moving to the city.

For this reason, when Jonathan asks the office to go for drinks on Thursday night, Richard agrees wholeheartedly.

Richard is sitting at his desk at 3:30 pm on Thursday when his desk phone rings.

“Hello?” Richard answers.

“Richard! It’s Jonathan,” his boss, Jonathan replies.

“Jonathan, hello,” Richard says, clearing his throat and making himself. Sound more professional suddenly.

"Well, it looks like it's going to be the two of us at the bar tonight; everyone else is busy. Are you still in?"

“Sure, of course!” Richard says, feeling a little unsure but not wanting to back out at the last minute. Richard is a man who respects authority, and he wants to maintain a good impression in front of his new boss. For this reason, he agrees to get a drink with him after work.

"Great, come up to my office after work, and we can go together. See you then!" Jonathan says, before hanging up the phone.

Richard stands there with the phone in his hand, and he hears the dial tone as Jonathan hangs up. He takes a deep breath and turns his attention back to his work for the rest of the day.

-          -

Richard makes his way up to the high-rise top floor, where his boss's office is. He arrives at Jonathan's office around 5:15 pm, not wanting to arrive too early, as he wants to show Jonathan that he is working hard for the company. The elevator doors open up to the most lavish and beautiful office he has ever seen, and he is shocked. The floor is marble, and the walls are all made of glass. A young, beautiful woman sits at a desk and speaks professionally into the phone. Richard waits, assuming this is Jonathan’s personal secretary.

The secretary finally finishes up his phone conversation and hangs up, looking at Richard expectantly.

“Uh- hello. I’m here to see Jonathan.” Richard says nervously.

“Richard, right? One minute, please have a seat.” The secretary tells him.

A few minutes later, Jonathan emerges from behind two large wooden doors.

“Let’s go!” He says excitedly. He is wearing an expensive suit and looks like he just stepped off the runway.

They walk to a close bar to the office where many of the finance executives are known to spend Friday afternoons. Luckily, it is a Thursday night, so the bar is relatively empty. They sit at the bar together and drink beer while they chat about the weather and basketball on television.

Richard is enjoying the company, as the alternative would be spending the evening at his apartment alone. He is admittedly nervous about being alone with his boss at a bar, but he tries to appear confident. Richard is glad to have someone to talk to, as he has been getting tired of the sound of his thoughts. He sighs, feeling satisfied.

This evening is the first time that Richard and Jonathan have been alone together, and they both realize that they get along quite well. Richard begins to feel more at ease the longer they spend at the bar, and he begins to loosen up. He notices that Jonathan is loosening up too.

As he thinks about where he has found himself in life, he turns to look at Jonathan with a smile. As he does this, he notices Jonathan is already looking at him, but not at his face- Jonathan is looking at the bulge in his pants. Feeling odd about having caught him, Richard takes a sip of his drink. He peers over at Jonathan curiously. As he looks at him, Richard notices that Jonathan's shirt is tight around his arms and that his pants are tight enough for a bulge to be seen between his legs too.

As he is thinking about how nice it is to spend an evening out with another man, Richard decides to take a wild chance.

“Two shots of whiskey, please!” Richard shouts to the bartender.

“Oh?” Says Jonathan, with a smile. The bartender brings them two shot glasses full of whiskey. Richard holds his shot glass up in the air and looks at Jonathan.

A pause follows as they sit in silence, their shot glasses still held in the air. They stare into each other's eyes as they hang at this moment. Suddenly, Richard snaps out of it.

“Cheers!” Richard says, unable to think of anything too clever at that moment.

Richard clinks his glass against Jonathan’s. They both take their shots and groan, the kind of groan that only straight liquor can produce.

Richard, feeling the effects of the alcohol, decides that now is the chance to take the chance. He puts his hand on Jonathan’s knee ever so slightly and casually takes a sip of his beer. Jonathan smiles slyly behind his beer as he sips it at the same time.

Richard moves his hand up Jonathan’s leg and gently slides it toward his waistband. The sexual tension is at an all-time high.

Richard lifts his glass and pours the rest of its contents into his mouth. He swallows with a seductive gulp. He rises to his feet and turns towards the back of the bar. He walks confidently past the tables scattered around the room, past the dartboards, and through a doorway at the very back wall, hoping that Jonathan got the message.

Jonathan sits there and debates his next move. Should he stay here a little longer with Richard and see how this night unfolds? Or should he just leave now before anything out of line happens? He is the boss, after all. He knows that he has a way of losing his reasoning and better judgment when he gets a drink or two in his system. Before he can make up his mind, he sees something out of the corner of his eye. It is Richard, in the corridor where the bathrooms are, waving Jonathan over.

“What the fuck?” Jonathan mouths to him. He knows what Richard wants, but does he want it?

Richard begins touching himself through his pants subtly, but enough for Jonathan to know what he is doing. At the sight of this, Jonathan feels a tingle between his legs. He stands up and practically runs to the back of the bar to where Richard is standing, partly wanting to make him stop before someone sees, and partly wanting to see what happens next.

As he sees Jonathan approaching, Richard ducks back into the door he came from, and it closes behind him just as Jonathan arrives in the corridor.

Jonathan pauses, glancing at the sign on the door that says Women, and turns back to the bar to find that it is full of men. “Good call, Richard,” he thinks, before pushing open the door and entering the restroom.

When he enters the bathroom, he turns his head to the right to see Richard standing in front of the bathroom counter with one hand in his pants, touching himself.

“My god! What if someone had walked in that wasn’t me?” Jonathan says, trying not to laugh. He turns to lock the door, just in case any women decide to show up and walks over to the counter to meet Richard.

"Did you see one woman out there? This bar is practically a gay singles bar!" Richard exclaims.

As Jonathan approaches the counter, Richard turns to face him, his cock soft, but getting harder by the second. Jonathan stands in front of Richard and stares him in the face.

Richard reaches forward for Jonathan’s belt and pulls it open. He opens the button and pulls down the zipper. Richard slides one hand down the front of Jonathan’s boxer briefs and finds his penis. He feels it grow hard in his hand as he wraps his hand around it.

Jonathan gasps in pleasure as he feels Richard’s hand wrap around his penis. He takes Jonathan’s stiff cock out of his pants and begins stroking it. 

Somehow, they were hooking up in a public bathroom, the fear of being caught turning them both on.

Richard turns Jonathan around, so that has his back to the mirror, and he motions for Jonathan to climb up on the counter. Jonathan obliges and climbs on, getting on all fours. Richard stands behind Jonathan and buries his face in his ass, spreading his cheeks with his hands. They both begin to moan in pleasure.

Jonathan puts one hand on his rock-hard cock as Richard makes his pleasure increase by the second, knowing just what to do with his tongue.

Richard begins to move his tongue back and forth over the opening of Jonathan's ass, which makes him scream out in intense pleasure. The combination of his hand stroking his own cock, with the pleasure of Richard teasing his ass, is almost enough to make Jonathan come right then and there. Richard senses that Jonathan is close to coming, so he pulls his face away from his ass, wanting to finish him off the right way.

Jonathan climbs off of the counter, so close to orgasm that he is about to beg Richard to keep going. Richard can see the hunger on his face, and he smiles.

Richard isn’t in the mood to tease; he wants to make Jonathan come quickly and leave him wanting more. He pulls Jonathan’s pants off from around his ankles and tosses them onto the counter. He puts a hand on Jonathan’s chest and guides him into a seated position on the counter.

Richard gets on his knees and takes Jonathan’s cock into his mouth as far as he can.

It had been a long time since Jonathan had felt this turned on. Richard sucks on Jonathan’s cock with urgency, encouraging him to come right into his mouth.

Suddenly, Richard feels Jonathan’s release, and it fills his mouth. He swallows and nurses Jonathan’s orgasm with his lips and tongue until the spasms stop coming. He runs his tongue across the tip just in time to take the very last of Jonathan in.

Richard pulls himself away from Jonathan’s cock and climbs to his feet.

Jonathan is out of breath from coming so hard, and he jumps off the counter to put on his pants.

Richard smiles at him and turns to leave the bathroom. He unlocks the door and steps out, walking toward the front of the bar where they had left their drinks.

Jonathan approaches a couple of minutes later.

"Hey, I can't stay long. I've got to be somewhere this evening." Jonathan says apologetically. Richard figures that a company owner like him must have a lot going on in his life, or he wants to get away to avoid any awkwardness that may ensue.

“No problem, you leave whenever you have to. I’m just going to stay here to watch the game and enjoy my beer!”

“Cheers to that!” Jonathan says, holding eye contact with Richard for an extra few seconds. Richard notices that he is flush from their rendezvous.

Jonathan drains the rest of his beer and grabs his coat. He puts a fifty-dollar bill on the counter.

“This round is on me. And the next few!” Jonathan says, winking at Richard.

"Hey, thanks, man. You don't have to do that."

"I'm the boss; I can handle it," Jonathan says slyly. He turns and walks out of the bar, leaving Richard with fifty dollars and a rock-hard cock in his pants.

-          -

The next day is Friday, and Richard works away normally. Most of his colleagues try to get out of the office early on Friday afternoons, but since Richard is new to this office, he wants to make a good impression, so he has stayed until the end of the day almost every night.

As the office grows more and more empty, Richard feels the familiar feeling of loneliness beginning to set in. He wishes that he had a reason to leave the office early on a Friday night, but the truth is, he doesn’t.

He works in silence until he hears someone’s voice behind him.

"What are you still doing here? It's Friday, and it's five fifteen already!" He recognizes it to be Jonathan's voice. Richard spins around in his chair to see Jonathan walking towards him in regular clothes. He almost doesn't recognize him without the expensive, tailored suit.

"Oh, I have almost finished, just a few more minutes and I’ll be out of here.”

“Didn’t you notice that everybody else left?” Jonathan mocks.

“I did, but I’ve got to finish this up so that I can come in on Monday ready to go.”

“Wow, such dedication. That’s what I like to see. I wish all of my employees were more like you.” Jonathan says as he gives Richard the same wink that he gave the night before. Richard feels his cheeks get hot in response.

Just then, the receptionist sticks his head around the corner to say goodnight to the two of them. Jonathan waves him off and wishes him a good weekend. As soon as he hears the front door close behind him, he spins around to face Richard again.

Richard is standing directly behind Jonathan when he spins around, only two feet of distance between them. Richard can practically smell the cologne on him. He remarks that Jonathan is looking at him with thirst and hunger in his eyes. Richard is startled to see this expression on his face, something he has never seen before.

Richard and Jonathan are the only two people left in the office as the daylight is dwindling, and they stand close to each other in the silence of the empty office, neither of them speaking.

Jonathan takes Richard by the hand and leads him to the boardroom. He had been waiting since the previous evening to have the opportunity to be alone with Richard again.

Richard notices that Jonathan is taking control this time, which he likes. After the day before, Richard is craving a whole lot more than his own hand to finish him off.

Once inside the boardroom, Jonathan grabs his own belt and unclips it. He pulls at his pants and lets them drop to the floor without saying a word. He stands in front of Richard with his cock bare and stares at him. He pushes Richard down to his knees by the shoulders until he is on his knees, staring eye-level to Jonathan’s cock. This situation is not the encounter Richard had expected, but he was intrigued, nonetheless.

“Open your mouth.” He orders.

Richard obediently opens his mouth. Jonathan thrusts his thick cock into Richard’s mouth with such urgency that it makes Richard gag. That only fuels his desire more, and his cock begins throbbing with desire.

He suddenly feels his pleasure mount, and he stops Richard right before he is about to cum.

“Stand up. Take off your clothes. Bend over,” Jonathan barks, and he stands expectantly, watching as Richard complies.

Richard takes off his pants and boxers, revealing his large cock that is already hard from deep-throating Jonathan.

“Lie down on there,” Jonathan says as he points to the boardroom table.

Richard climbs onto the table and lies down so that he is on his back, his head hanging off the edge of the table. Jonathan stands in front of him, his rock-hard cock just inches from Richard’s head.

Jonathan takes a step forward so that the tip of his cock touches Richard's lips. He wants to plunge his cock deep into Richard's throat once again, but he forces himself to take it slow to avoid coming too quickly.

Jonathan leans forward over Richard’s body, reaching Richard’s cock with his mouth.

Richard’s cock was in perfect line with his mouth and his with Richard’s mouth. Richard takes Jonathan's hips without saying a word and pulls his cock into his mouth, his head still hanging upside down off of the boardroom table.

They both suck on the other’s cock, taking them deep into their throats. Jonathan knows that he will not last long at all, so he tugs ever so lightly on Richard’s balls, leading Richard to immediately orgasm. As Richard comes into his mouth, Jonathan comes in response to the sensation of warm liquid filling his throat, and he blows right into Richard’s mouth at the same time.

Once they both finish, Jonathan steps back, pulling himself out of Richard's mouth, and pulls up on pants from around his ankles.

"Ahem, well, I'm going to get going now, it's getting late," Richard says awkwardly, looking around to gather his things. Jonathan doesn’t reply.

Richard puts his laptop into his briefcase and picks up a few small items on his desk. He lifts his coat from the back of his chair and drapes it over his arm. He feels Jonathan’s eyes on him, but he ignores it.

Richard takes a step forward to walk around Jonathan, but Jonathan steps to the side, standing in his way.

With Richard cornered, Jonathan finally speaks.

“You will agree to all of my demands and requests from now on. If you do not, I will tell everyone in this office, and everyone in this country that you like men. You know I’m well-connected, Richard.” Jonathan has a serious look on his face, and he does not flinch, let alone blink.

Richard is taken aback by this sudden confrontation, and he feels threatened by Jonathan’s status in the company.

"Um, oh-okay," Richard says hesitantly. He does not want his coworkers or his family to find out about his sexual preferences, and he knows that being the owner of such a large consulting firm gives him the connections he needs to ruin anyone’s life. He has so many questions flooding his mind, like how Jonathan even knows that he likes men, but he does not have time to find answers with this kind of threat looming.

“Great. First, you will dress up as a woman. Then, you will be my bride.” Jonathan says confidently, a serious expression on his face.

“What?” Richard asks, thinking that he must be joking.

“I will pick you up tomorrow morning from your apartment. Then we will wed in a beautiful ceremony.” Jonathan says, a hand on his hip.

Richard is confused and unsure, but he knows he has no choice but to accept and agree to everything Jonathan is saying, no matter how bizarre.


CHAPTER TWO

Richard tosses and turns all night as he thinks about the interaction he had with Jonathan at the office earlier that day. He thinks about how Jonathan threatened him and how he now has no choice but to agree to whatever Jonathan chooses to do to humiliate him.

When the first light of the morning shows itself, Richard has gotten a total of one hour of sleep at most. He climbs out of bed to make himself a coffee, knowing that he has a long day of torture and humiliation ahead of him.

He takes a shower at 7 am, and he sits on the couch, sipping his coffee, unsure of what time to expect Jonathan. He is also curious about how Jonathan knows where he lives, but he figures that it has something to do with him being well-connected, as Jonathan phrased it the day before. He decides that he does not want to give it too much thought, as he is already angry enough about the situation that he has now found himself in.

The doorbell rings around eight-thirty am, and Richard is surprised when he hears the chime, as he is sitting in the kitchen with a strong coffee, engulfed in his quiet thoughts. He pours the rest of his coffee into his mouth and reluctantly answers the door.

“Oh! Hello?” Richard is surprised to see that it is not Jonathan at the door, but a tall man in a suit and top hat.

“Hello Richard, I am here to escort you to your date with Jonathan.”

“Uh- Okay… just let me get my shoes on.” Richard is surprised that Jonathan sent a driver since he thought this would be a secret between them. He is also surprised to be receiving this level of service since Jonathan forced him into going on this date.

Richard does not know what to expect from this day; all he knows is that he cannot wait for it to be over.

The car pulls up outside of a small, tacky pink structure designed to look like a mini church. Richard scoffs, as the driver pulls up outside of it and turns off the engine. The driver gets out of the car and walks around to Richard’s door to open it for him. He lends him his hand to help him climb out of the car, and he walks him to the front door of the church. When they get to the door, Richard can see Jonathan inside, waiting by the door.

“Enjoy yourself, Richard,” The driver says to him with a smile.

“Huh?” Richard mumbles, thinking that the driver must be joking.

“Good morning, Richard,” Jonathan says when he arrives at the door. “Thank you, Mike," Jonathan says to the driver with a nod. “Follow me, Richard.”

Richard doesn't know what to say to Jonathan; he cannot form words to describe how he feels about the situation that he has found himself in.

Jonathan points Richard to a small table near the chapel's front door, where he entered only moments before.

Jonathan points to one chair and takes a seat in the other. He pops a bottle of champagne and pours each of them a glass.

“I’d like to begin by showing you how I like to treat my women," Jonathan says confidently.

“I’m not your woman. I’m only here because I have no choice, remember?” Richard is annoyed at Jonathan’s smug nature.

"Oh no, honey, I gave you a choice. Remember?" Jonathan shows him a false smile.

Richard scoffs and takes a sip of his champagne, deciding that if Jonathan is forcing him to do this, he might as well take the edge off first. As he takes a sip, he realizes that it is easily the fanciest bottle of champagne that he has ever tasted. He tries not to show how impressed he is, as Jonathan already has enough confidence for one man.

“Is the champagne, okay? I had to make a choice, and I thought you would like this one." Jonathan says after he, too, finishes savoring his first sip.

“Yeah. It’s fine.” He says, downplaying the shock he is feeling at the current situation.

Richard is amazed at how seriously Jonathan appears to be taking this, and the fact that he seems to be treating this like a real date.

As they finish their glasses of champagne, Jonathan moves onto the next portion of their day.

"Now, you are going to get ready for our wedding," Jonathan says, standing up from the table.

“First, you’re going to put on some makeup- lipstick and eyeshadow," Jonathan says.

“What?” Richard says, flabbergasted.

“Then, you will put on a beautiful wedding dress which I have handpicked for you, my bride," Jonathan says, giving Richard the now-familiar wink.

“You must be joking.” Richard scoffs. He looks at Jonathan in shock and notices that he is not smiling in the slightest.

“Now! Follow me! And hurry up!” Jonathan says, growing demanding and angry.

Richard stands and follows Jonathan down the hallway and toward a small dressing room.  Hanging on the far wall is a long, white wedding dress.

“Get dressed!” Jonathan says, closing the door of the small room behind them.

Richard shrugs out of his jacket and drops it on the table in the corner of the room. He takes off his belt and unzips his pants. He is feeling uncomfortable, but he knows that he has no choice. He leaves his underwear on and steps into the dress, pulling it up over his hips. The dress has puffy sleeves, which Richard pulls over his biceps.

“Beautiful. Just as I imagined.” Jonathan says with a smile.

Jonathan hands him a tube of lipstick, and Richard takes it reluctantly. He smears the red color across his lips and tosses it on the table with his clothes.

"Now, you wait here, and I'm going to go to my dressing room to get ready. I'll see you soon, my bride," He says with a wide smile and a giggle.

Richard does not reply; he simply takes a seat in the nearest chair and slumps down, feeling defeated.

Ten minutes later, there is a knock on the door of the room Richard is sitting in. He turns to look and sees an unfamiliar man standing in the doorway.

“We’re ready to begin,” The man says to Richard, giving him the same eerie smile that Jonathan had given him.

Richard stands and follows the man toward the chapel. When they arrive, Richard sees Jonathan standing at the front of the small, tacky church wearing a tuxedo and holding flowers.

“Go ahead.” The man says to Richard.

As the music begins to play, Richard takes a deep breath. He begins walking down the aisle toward Jonathan, his face filled with disgust and disdain. As he begins to take his first few steps down the aisle, he can see Jonathan more clearly with each step. He is growing angrier by the second, and he does not know if he will go through with this. As he approaches the altar where Jonathan stands, his steps grow slower. He wishes he could turn back and run out of there, but he knows he cannot.

“Hello, my bride,” Jonathan says. “It’s not every day that I come across a woman as beautiful as you,” He continues with utter seriousness.

“Mhmm,” Richard says, unimpressed and feeling humiliated.

Richard notices that Jonathan seems nervous and excited at the same time. Does he think this is real? Richard thinks to himself. 


Richard has the veil over his face, and Jonathan hands him the flowers he had in hand. 


When he reaches the end of the aisle, Richard begins to climb the altar steps to meet Jonathan. When he gets there, he realizes that if Jonathan is taking this seriously, he will have to kiss him. Richard shudders at the very thought of this. 

Jonathan stands there facing Richard, and he takes his hands in his, unable to wipe the smile from his face. 


Jonathan mouths, “Don’t be nervous,” as the officiant begins the wedding ceremony.  

“Nerves aren’t the issue here,” Richard says under his breath. 

The officiant begins his speech, and when the time comes, Jonathan says, "I do." Richard knows that he has no choice but to say the same, though he can barely make those two words escape from his lips. 

When the time comes, the officiant says those fateful words, “You may now kiss the bride.” 


Jonathan giggles like a schoolgirl and leans in, feeling relieved that he can finally do just what he has wanted to do ever since he first laid eyes on Richard at the office. 

Richard reluctantly leans in a few inches to let Jonathan kiss him on the lips. He has been dreading this moment, and he just wants to get it over with. 

When their lips meet, something unexpected happens that Richard cannot explain. 

The kiss ignites their passion and lust for each other for the first time, and Richard is shocked at what he feels. His insides feel as though they are on fire, passion filling him up from the inside. He immediately leans in further and begins kissing Jonathan passionately. He knows Jonathan feels it, too, because he does the same.

Jonathan and Richard are ravenous as if they had been waiting forever for this as if they could not get enough of each other. Richard’s lipstick stains Jonathan’s lips and face, but he doesn’t care. Neither of them cares about anything at that moment. 

The officiant clears his throat, reminding them of his presence, and Richard quickly pulls away from the kiss. He stands in place, shocked and unsure of what to do next. 

Jonathan reaches out and takes Richard's hand, and they walk hand in hand down the aisle. Richard is trying to figure out what happened back there, but nothing makes sense to him. 

“I’ve got us a hotel room for the night, let’s go up there and pop some more champagne, shall we?” Jonathan says excitedly, his hand still in Richard’s. 

Richard does not reply, still trying to make sense of the past few moments. 

As the driver takes them to the hotel, Richard does not speak. Jonathan is still holding his hand, and he does not let go, but Richard does not want him to.


CHAPTER THREE

When they arrive at the hotel room, Jonathan closes the heavy door behind them. Without stopping to take a beat, he approached Richard from behind and wraps his arms around him.

He spins Richard around, so they are face-to-face, and he leans in for another kiss. After their first kiss, all Jonathan could think about was doing it again.

Richard kisses him back; the passion is flooding him all over again.

This situation is the closest they have ever been, as they had never kissed during any of their sexual encounters before. Now that they are kissing, it feels electric. They are breathing together as one as their tongues dance around each other, unable to get any closer. With their mouths locked together, Jonathan wraps his arms around Richard’s legs and lifts him into the air, holding him in his arms like his bride. He walks over to the king-size bed and bends forward, gently placing Richard on his back. They kiss passionately, never separating their lips from one another. 

Jonathan stands, and Richard remains lying on his back, his wedding dress draped around him like a princess.

Jonathan turns and walks over to the mini-fridge. He reaches an arm in and takes out a can of whipped cream.

Richard isn’t sure what Jonathan has in store, but he isn't sure of much of anything after the wedding ceremony. Richard feels that whatever Jonathan has planned for them, he will enjoy every bit of it.

Jonathan walks to the closet and opens it up. Inside are two silk ties hanging on a clothes hanger. He takes them and walks back to the bed where Richard is waiting.

Jonathan begins to undress with urgency, and Richard sits up to do the same. Noticing this, Richard pushes him back onto the bed.

“Not yet, my bride,” He says to Richard.

Richard lies back down, awaiting further instructions.

Once undressed, Jonathan moves to the headboard and instructs Richard to lay there, his arms extended. He ties one of Richard’s wrists to each post of the headboard, not too tight, but just enough so that he cannot wiggle himself free from them.

Once he knows that Richard is tightly secured, Jonathan begins teasing him.

Jonathan slides a hand down the front of his body to his partially hard cock and begins giving it a slow, light stroke. He then lifts his gaze and makes eye contact with Richard, smiling. Then, with one of his hands and two fingers, he begins to rub his fingers across his nipple. 

“Mmm,” Jonathan says aloud, shifting his weight around enticingly. "Sometimes, I like to think about you going down on me and sucking me all over. Like right here”- he points to his nipple. “And right here”- he points to his hard cock.

Richard so badly wants to jump up and take Jonathan's cock in his mouth, to have it penetrate him, but he cannot move because his arms are tied to the bed.

With his free hand, Jonathan begins to hold onto his balls while still stroking his nipple. “You can also touch me right here,” He says. “And also, right here,” He moves his hand to start stroking his dick again. Jonathan has one hand on his cock, and the other is cupping his balls. “Oh yeah, just like that, yeah,” he says, as he continues stroking it. 

Jonathan stops teasing Richard and takes the can of whipped cream again. He begins to shake it.

He puts a small amount of whip cream on his index finger and sucks it off seductively. Richard’s erection gets harder at the sight of Jonathan sucking his own finger.

Richard doesn’t think he could get any harder, but his body proves him wrong as he watches Jonathan teasing him at the end of the bed.

Jonathan takes the can and sprays the whipped cream onto Richard’s stiff cock. He makes sure to cover it from tip to shaft. Then, using his fingers, he spreads some on Richard’s balls.

Starting with his balls, Jonathan begins to lick his way up to Richard's cock. He makes sure to stop and pay attention to the points he knows will give Richard the most pleasure and the most sexual frustration.

As if he is licking an ice cream cone, Jonathan seductively licks the cream from Richard’s cock.

Once Richard’s cock is completely clean, he takes the can of whip cream and sprays it on his own cock. He climbs onto the bed and straddles Richard’s face, getting him to lick it off of him.

There is something about the domination that Jonathan is exerting that makes Richard ready to cum, but he cannot touch himself.

When he licks all of the creams from Jonathan's cock, Jonathan climbs off of the bed and begins untying Richard’s arms from the headboard.

Excited to be freed and able to touch Jonathan and himself, Richard hops off of the bed. Before he can do anything to increase his pleasure, Jonathan grabs onto him by the hips and shoves him into the closet door with a thud.

Richard is still wearing the dress, just like Jonathan enjoys.

Jonathan spins Richard around to face the wall, and Jonathan stands in front of him, taking in his beauty in the wedding dress.

Jonathan lifts the dress and reveals Richard's briefs. He wraps his fingers under the waistband and pulls them to the floor, giving himself access to Richard. He pushes his hips forward so that the tip of his cock is barely touching Richard’s ass.

Jonathan easily slides himself into Richard’s ass and begins thrusting in and out of him with his hips.

He grips Richard’s hips with his fingers, digging them into his skin. Richard plants his hands on the wall in front of him, his knees growing weak as he approaches orgasm.

Using his big, strong hands and gripping Richard’s ass, Jonathan moves Richard up and down on his hard member.

Richard pushes into the wall in front of him, and Jonathan begins to thrust into him deeper, getting deeper penetration.

This very deep penetration makes Richard moan louder than Jonathan had ever heard before. As he begins to cum in response to Jonathan’s cock reaching deep within him, his cock begins to explode with hot liquid, spraying the wall in front of him.

There is something about this that pushes Jonathan himself over the edge, and he begins to feel his orgasm rising closer and closer to the surface. One more thrust is all it takes before he fills Richard with his come.

Richard is shocked at how hard Jonathan could make him come. Jonathan pulls out of Richard, and he takes a step back, unsteady on his feet at first.

Jonathan falls back into the bed behind him, and Richard falls into Jonathan. He wraps one arm around the back of Richard’s neck and begins kissing him deeply. Richard kisses him back with sheer lust and passion, both of them short of breath. Richard kisses Jonathan again, their tongues doing dances in each other’s mouths.

They lie side by side on the bed, panting and wrapped around each other. Richard is wearing the wedding dress, but for the first time all day, it makes him feel kind of sexy.

After a few minutes, Jonathan stands up and ducks into the bathroom.

"I got you something," He says to Richard. "A kind of wedding gift."

"What is it?" Richard says, intrigued.

Jonathan steps out of the bathroom with a shopping bag filled with tissue paper, the kind they use in fancy department stores. He hands Richard the bag.

Richard looks inside and pulls out a thin, lace thong. He looks at Jonathan.

"That's for next time," Jonathan says

"Or, I could wear it right now," Richard says flirtatiously.

"Even better," Jonathan smiles.

Richard climbs off of the bed and takes off his wedding dress. He stands there naked for a second before pulling on the lace thong.

"Beautiful," Jonathan says.  


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

One of the conditions of my continuing to live in my parent’s home while I attend University only part-time was that I would have to do the housekeeping.  Basically, I’d become a live-in houseboy.  You know, like a maid, only a boy.  They had, on occasion, had a foreign exchange student live-in and, instead of paying rent, they did all the housekeeping duties.  It was a good deal for them – and a great deal for my mom.  And most of them didn’t seem to mind.

My sister taunted me constantly, treating me like the low man on the totem pole.  She even tossed a sexy French maid’s outfit at me once.  Wonder where she got that!

That’s how I ended up washing all of my mom’s – and my sister’s panties.  “They’re expensive.  It’s gotta be done by hand.”  They whined.  And then they had to be rolled in a towel till most of the water was squeezed out and then hung up to dry.  OMG!  I wanted to pull my hair out.  It probably would have been less painful.

That’s how I knew, when I saw that little bit of blue peeking out of the back of Professor M. Adam Curie’s pants when his shirt rode up, that I was looking at the lace trim on a Dita Von Teese Cora G-string.  Professor Curie was a cross-dresser. 

Then he dropped my test paper on my desk.  “Another F,” he sneered down at me.   

I couldn’t help but sneer back.  We’ll see who sneers last, Professor, I thought.  DeeDitata von Teese, indeed.

I sat patiently until the entire hall emptied.  Then I slowly made my way down the steps to where the professor was loading his papers into an old briefcase.  I waited at the edge of the stage.  Let him look down on me.  This will be the last time, I thought.  I guess I have a cruel streak.  I didn’t realize how quickly it would develop into a sadistic streak.

“My mother’s fond of Dita’s lingerie, too,” I said softly.

The professor’s back stiffened.  He stood up slowly.  He cleared his throat before slowly turning towards me.  Rumors abounded that he was gay.  I just thought he was a bit effeminate.  I wondered as he reached behind himself to smooth down the back of his shirt.

“And I’m fond of A’s.”  I tossed my test to the stage at his feet.  “Your panties are Dita Von Teese Cora G-string.  And my test score is an A…unless you want everyone to know.”

He didn’t say a thing.  He didn’t have to.  His face went pale.  Then he pulled himself up straight and tried to bluff.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I crossed my arms.  “Yours are blue.”  I waited for two heartbeats.  When he didn’t respond, I pulled a bluff of my own.  I whipped out my phone and shrugged my shoulders.  “It only takes two seconds for this video to go viral.”  I started pushing buttons.

“No.  No.  Wait. Wait.” 

I paused with my finger poised over the buttons.  He froze for a moment.  Then scrambled to pick up my test.

“Did I say ‘F’?  Surely, I was mistaken.  Of course, you got an A.  My best student.”  He corrected the letter on the test and held it out to me.  My finger remained poised.

“Let’s see the change in your grade book.”

“That’s all on my computer.  I don’t have that here. I’ll change it as soon as I get home.”  He gave me a little smile and a shoulder shrug.  As if I’d fall for that crap.  Who did he think I was?  Some ‘F’ student?  No, no.  I was an ‘A’ student – said so right there at the top of my test. 

“Fine.  Let’s go to your house right now.”  I followed the professor to his car, a shabby little VW Jetta with peeling red paint.  He had to clear garbage off the seat before I could get in.  He didn’t live too far away.  And we were in his spacious apartment in no time. 

The first thing I noticed was the sexy leg lamp in the corner.  It was the classic fishnet stockinged, high-heel wearing fringed lamp from “A Christmas Story”.  Most of the furniture was covered in piles of magazines or books but when I looked past those, I noticed that it was all covered in chintz or chenille – just like my grandma’s chairs.  This looked like an older woman’s apartment – not a man’s. 

“I see,” I said, as I made a slow circle.  I know it was rude because I hadn’t been invited, but I marched down the hallway and, to the professor’s protests, entered his bedroom.  Sure enough, it was decorated all in pink.  “Just as I suspected,” I announced.  Before he could stop me, I flung open the closet.  It was filled with lady’s garments, especially lingerie.

I heard him gasp in the doorway.  “Those…those…those aren’t mine.”

When I looked at him, he had his hand to his mouth, his body twisted in a peculiarly feminine position with one knee bent into the other. 

“Oh?”  I asked.  I pulled out a dress and held it up to him.  “Funny, it looks like your size.”  Then I bent down and picked up one of the low heels neatly stacked on the floor.  “Size 12.” I glanced at his feet.  They were a bit small for a man.  “I’d say this is your size too.”  I tossed them towards the bed as I went to the dresser to pull open a drawer filled with feminine undergarments.  “More Dita von Teese.  Yep, all your size.  Professor ****, either you are a Sissy Slut, or we’ve walked into the wrong apartment.”

The professor went utterly still and pale.

It took him several moments to recover before he said, “It’s my sisters?”

I chuckled.  “You question?”  I laughed again.  I wasn’t buying it.  I pulled out a fancy pair of frilly panties and a matching bra and threw them on the bed.  “Put all that on before you come out to change my grade.”

“But…but…” stammered the professor.

“I don’t want to see your butt.  Cover it in those.” I pointed to the bed and left.

It took him nearly an hour – so long that I began to doubt he’d come out at all – before he finally slunk out…in full drag.  He’d put on not only the clothes I’d chosen but also a blonde bobbed wig and full makeup.  And he didn’t look half bad.   He even had on fake boobs that filled out that beautiful lace push-up bra.  In fact, he looked appealing.

He was a small man.  At 5’ 7”, he was a good 5” shorter than me.  He was naturally thin, wiry, not muscular.  I suspected he kept himself that way so that he could maintain a feminine illusion.  His ‘breasts’ were small enough that they could have been natural and he had a nipped-in waist.  The dress was a knit number that clung to all his curves and his butt was very curvy, especially in those heels that tended to make it thrust out in the sexiest manner.  Mmmm, I wanted to…huh?  I wasn’t gay…was I?  Well, he was dressed up as a woman.  So that made me straight, right?  I was looking at a woman.

“Turn around,” I ordered.  I wanted a better look at that ass.  It thrust out in a purely feminine manner.  I could see the outline of the Dita von Teese g-string beneath it and I could feel my cock beginning to swell.  I cleared my throat.  I had to remind myself why I was there.  But looking at the professor from behind, I saw a woman, not the 32-year-old man that taught my Understanding Feminism class. 

“Change my grade in your computer, professor,” I ordered gruffly as I adjusted myself inside my pants. 

“Call me Sarina Honey,” a sultry voice murmured.  It took me aback because it sounded nothing like the professor.  It sounded like a sexy, sensual woman.  My cock responded.  Then she…she?...was bending over, reaching into her briefcase for her laptop. 

“Now, let’s see.  I’ll just pull up your class,” she said, smoothing her hand across your bottom and thigh to straighten her skirt as she gracefully sat in a chair.  She opened up the laptop before her.  “Do you want to watch,” she asked coyly wiggling her shoulders (and, thus, her cleavage) just a bit.  I noticed the pout of her lower lip and her widened eyes as well.  She was inviting me with her whole body.

My whole body responded.  I rose and went to her.  As I leaned over her shoulder to view the computer screen, I pressed my now full erection against her shoulder.  She twisted against me, pressing against my hard-on as she pointed to the screen.  “See there, I’ve changed your grade.  You now have an “A” in Understanding Feminism.  Ha!”  She tossed her head and slammed the notebook closed.

I might have left her alone if she’d been gracious.  But that little laugh cost her.  She’d humiliated me.  Now I’d have to repay her.  “I understand feminism, Sarina Honey,” I spat out her name, dripping it with as much sarcasm as I could, “about as well as you do.” 

I dragged the chair around with her sweet little butt sitting in it.  She wore bright red lipstick on those pouting lips.  I wanted those lips to finish what that tight ass had started on my cock.  “You're about to get a lesson in feminism yourself,” I told her as I took chin in my hand and squeezed her lips into a full pucker, “cause your about to show me just what feminine lips are for, bitch.” 

She gasped and her eyes went wide as I used my other hand to lower my zipper and pull out my throbbing shaft.  “Ooooh.  You’re going to make me suck you?”  She said it but it came out a little slurred cause I hadn’t released her mouth.  Instead, I used my grip to lead her head right down to my pecker.  She pretended to resist but her tongue flicked out at the head of my dick as she whined.  

I dripped pre-cum immediately.  I hadn’t had my dick sucked in way too long.  Living at home had its drawbacks.  No privacy.  I indulged in the tease of just the tip of her delicate tongue licking at my sensitive prick for a few moments.  Then I slammed my cock into her willing mouth with a loud groan. 

As she pulled her head back with a loud slurp, red lipstick trailed behind leaving a smear on my shaft.  Mmmm – delicious.  I throbbed in her mouth.  Her tongue rimmed around the head of my long prick before she slid her wet lips back down my dick.  Uh, I exhaled in a heavenly huff.  I wasn’t going to last long.  I needed release.  Head was my favorite form of sex.  I grabbed her head and fucked her face fast.  Oh, yeah, I was about to cum.  My body stiffened.  “Take that, you feminist whore,” I screamed as I began to blast my load deep into her throat.  I could hear her choking, but I didn’t care, I just kept on jazzing at the back of her throat till I’d let loose my entire load.  Then I collapsed back against the buffet behind me. 

“Fuck.  You suck, professor.”  I stroked my hand hard down the length of my shaft and shook the spunk off in her face.  She had the decency to look humiliated.  Yeah, I liked that.

She still looked hot – despite the smeared lipstick and the bit of five o’clock shadow on her chin.  Whore, was all I could think.  Then her eyes started to tear up. 

“Oh, shit, bitch.  Don’t you dare start crying.”

She wiped at her eyes as her lip quivered.  Mascara started to drip down her cheek.  Now she really looked like a whore – like the whore you wake up to the night after a real ripper.  The one you don’t remember picking up and you can’t remember her name to save your life.  It made me want to fuck her furiously.  Then fuck her again. 

Then a tear leaked out.  That made me mad.  “I warned you not to cry.  Now I’m going to have to punish you.”  Before I even realized what I intended, I had grabbed her by the arm, switched our places, and had her draped over my lap with her butt in the air.  “Disobedience must be met with punishment,” I told her.  “You will count.”

“Yes, master,” she mumbled.  Clearly, she already knew the rules.  But not my title.


CHAPTER TWO

“Since I am schooling you, you will call me ‘Professor’.” 

I laughed as she sobbed out, “Yes, professor.”

I raised her dress until that amply rounded ass was fully exposed.  “Kohlberg’s First Level of Moral Development – Psychology 101.  I’m an A student there, too.  And I didn’t have to punish the teacher to get it.  You disobeyed:  you must be punished.” I smacked her hard.

“One,” she squeaked.

I smiled.  “Ah, yes.  Excellent.”  I spanked her again.  The sound as my hand impacted her tender tush was most satisfying.

“Two,” she screeched. 

I knew her bottom would get a little numb after several smacks.  I remembered that from the spankings my mother – and then the principal – had given me.  I also knew how to make the pain last as long as possible.

I opened my hand to make it completely flat then hit her lower on her ass, where her butt connected to her thigh, a particularly sensitive area. 

“Three.  Shit!”  She practically jumped off my lap with that one.  The red handprint left behind was very satisfying.  I smirked as I rubbed my hand over the welt, feeling the raised flesh that almost goose-bumped around it.  My cock started to harden again. 

When Sarina felt my hardness beneath her, her body responded in kind.  She pressed the silkiness of those Dita von Teese panties against my thigh.  But that’s not where a tool should be during a spanking.  No, the best placement is between the spanker’s legs. 

“Remove your panties entirely,” I ordered. 

“Yes, professor,” Sarina demurred.  With an exaggerated wiggle of her conspicuously hairless ass, she slid the panties down her thighs and off her legs which she lifted into a sexy little V.  She kept all her sexually betraying equipment neatly tucked between her legs so that her appearance remained feminine to me.  Very appealing.

She anticipated my desire by insinuating her hard member between my thighs.  What I felt most was wetness that I could convince myself was pussy juice slipping down my thighs from her excitement at being punished as befitted a bad, bad girl.

I slapped my hand to her upthrust behind before she settled herself.

“Four,” she yelped.  The sound of her surprise and femininity shot a jolt of arousal straight through my Johnson.  I wanted to fuck.  Bad.  I insinuated my cock between her pinned back arm and her thigh.  Then I spanked her again.

“Five.”  She seemed to have gone a bit numb.  That wasn’t enough of a response for my satisfaction.

I adjusted the angle of my attack, hitting her at the top of her flesh behind where it was still virgin white.

“Six,” another surprised gasp.  That was more like it.

Smack.  “Seven.”  She thrust her pecker down between my tight thighs.  “Oh, professor,” she moaned. 

My body responded to that sound as though she had caressed me.  That’s what I wanted – her hand wrapped around my throbbing hard-on.  I put my dick right in her fingers and folded them around my hot flesh. 

Swat.  “Eight,” she screeched as she jerked.  Her butt bounced, her dick thrust, her hand stroked my cock.  Oh, yes.  The sensations jolted through me like a lightning bolt.  A few more of those and I might spill my seed all over her soft hand. 

My thighs were slick with her dripping spunk.  Would she jizz soon too?  The thought made my pulse against her hot fingers which grasp me tighter in response.  Oooo.  I thrust my hips up ever so slightly creating another stroke.  How long could I hold out?  I wanted to spurt all over, watch my creamy cum overflow as I felt her juice on my thighs as I slapped her rear-end harder.

Splat.  “Nine.  Oh, professor, please,” she gasped as she thrust her man tool between my thighs several times.  All the while, her derriere twitched upon my lap and her lovely stocking covered legs, neatly crossed at the ankles, thrust back and forth.  “I don’t think I can take any more.  Please, relieve me.”

Did she say, “Release me?” or “Relieve me?”  I was sure she said, “Relieve me.”  She wanted to cum too.  Oh, no.  This bitch had ridden me all semester.  And she’d given me an ‘F’.  She wasn’t gonna be rewarded with an orgasm.  No little cross-dressing whore deserved the big O.  Oh, no, no. 

I shoved her off my lap.  “Fuck that, bitch.”  She landed in an ungraceful pile on the ground.  She quickly clamped her legs closed, her first thought being to maintain the illusion of her femininity.  Understanding Femininity, indeed.  I gave a low, throaty chuckle as I sneered down at her. 

“Turn around, cunt.”  She obeyed, instinctively sticking her perky ass in the air.  It wasn’t pussy.  But I’d taken more than one woman up the ass.  I rather liked that tight sucking fit.  Yep.  This was going to be a special pleasure.

I spit on that puckered pink hole then rubbed my thumb around it, pushing the tip of my finger in to loosen it up a bit and prepare it for my entry.  She was clearly used to this kind of entry cause my finger slid right in.  When I pressed the tip of my cock against it, the little hole opened wide and said, “ah”.  I slipped right in.  Oh.  Home.  Yeah.  This is exactly what I wanted to feel. 

I smacked her sweet ass again.

“Nine.” 

I laughed.  Good girl.  I didn’t say it out loud ‘cause, frankly, she didn’t deserve the reward.

Once more.  “Ten.”  Her body jerked.  I shoved my cock back and forth, in and out of that tight puckered pink hole.  Then I grasp her hips.  “Oh.  Yes, professor.  Fuck me hard.”

“Shut up, whore!”  But it was too late, I was starting to pop.  My cock was exploding inside her bunghole. 

I smacked her again, hard, at the junction of thigh and buttocks where I knew it hurt the most.  She had already reached beneath herself to grab her sex organ.  The combination of pain and pleasure caused sensations she couldn’t control.  “Oh, professor.  Oh, my God.  I can’t help it.  I’m a useless cumming slut. Oh, shit.  I’m creaming everywhere.  Ooo.  Ooo.”

She squealed as I jerked and spurted deep inside her ass.  She jerked and shook until we were both spent.

I pulled out.  “Clean me off, cunt.” 

She turned around, pouting.  “Yes, professor.  Whatever you say, professor.”  I could tell she was reluctant to put her mouth on my dirty cock.  I didn’t care.  I made her lick it till it was spotless.  I was so spent it didn’t do anything sexually for me.  It just comforted me.  Plus, I was clean. 

“Now, make me some dinner.”

“Wha..?”

“You can cook, can’t you, slut?”  I glared at her.

“Of course.”  She’d slipped into her normal voice.  But quickly corrected.  “Of course,” she said, once again a sultry, feminine creature.  “Let me get my apron.” 

She disappeared into her bedroom.  I went to the bathroom.  Then I made myself at home in her overly-feminine living room. 

I’d had a lot of excitement that afternoon and two powerful orgasms.  The activity was starting to get to me.  I started to nod off.  Then I heard the click of Sarina’s heels indicate her return.  I looked up, startled out of my snooze.  Really startled ‘cause she was wearing a see-through French maids apron.  The only things she had underneath were a black lace pushup bra and a tiny pair of black Brazilian panties.  She wore black high-heeled Mary Janes with lace-trimmed bobby socks on her feet.

I thought I was tired, but my prick jumped at the sight of her.  “I’ll have your meal ready shortly,” her sultry red lips spoke.  I remembered how they felt around my member and it gave another little thump before she disappeared into the kitchen giving me a view of her pert derriere which still bore the marks of my handprint.  I felt pre-cum dampening my thigh.

I’d gone soft again before she returned with a steaming plate of stroganoff with a side of buttered French bread.  Shoot!  My mom didn’t treat me this well.  Maybe I should just move in here.  I had noticed the professor had an extra bedroom.

Sarina sat down next to me, crossing her long stocking-clad legs.  She swung the top one back and forth at me while she sipped her wine leaving a lipstick stain on the rim of the glass.  She leaned towards me just enough to show off her firm cleavage with each indrawn breath.  “Have you had enough?”  She finally asked.  “There’s more if you want it.  A growing boy needs a lot to eat so he can keep up his…” She boldly reached out and stroked my cock through my pants…”activities,” she completed her sentence.

“Yes, I do but I’ve had enough.  Just enough to fuck your mouth but not so much to keep me from cumming hard all over your overly made-up face, whore.”

She grimaced before dropping to her knees.  After a moment’s hesitation, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes, and patiently waited.  I’d never had anyone offer me a blowjob in quite that manner before.  It took me a moment before I unzipped my pants.  Then I stood up and shoved my throbbing dick in her mouth. 

You’d think after shooting my load twice in the last hour or so that I’d be slow this time around.  I wasn’t.  Her slutty blonde wig and the trail of red lipstick had me quickly aching for release.  Slow down, slut.  I ordered.  I don’t want to shoot before I’ve had a chance to enjoy myself.” 

I pulled my schlong from her mouth and rubbed it against her cheek.  She moaned coyly.  Then I smacked her with it.  I smacked the other cheek.  I had a pretty long dick.  It wasn’t as hard as it would have been if I hadn’t cum twice already so it made a good smacking noise against her face.  I sneered and called her a bitch before I clutched her chin, squeezing her mouth open and shoving my dick back home into her mouth.

She slavered her tongue all around the head of my cock, then sucked hard, nodding her head back and forth, her hair flying about.  She moaned as though she were excited to be sucking on me.  That made me harder.  I fucked her face as she sucked me.  I grabbed her by the ears so I could control her movements and I shoved my shlong so deep that she choked on it. 

That’s when I saw her hand furiously masturbating her own hardon.  That bitch was going to cum before I did if I didn’t jizz on her face soon.  The thought of a woman shooting a load sent me skyrocketing.  I yanked my throbbing pistol from her mouth and unloaded a huge blast on her face.  “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!”  I yelled as I squirt hot white shit all over her face again and again and again. 

“Uh, Uh.”  I heard her squealing and grunting and her hand was a furious blur.  Then she shot a furious load straight in the air as though a champagne bottle had popped its cork.

***

“Wait till you see what a sissy pad the teacher has.  And the costumes!”  I had been regaling my buddy Scott with tales of Professor M. Adam Curie, her transformation into Sarina, and my punishments of her as I drove us to his house.

I knocked on the door and the professor opened the door.  His face screwed up into a sneer as he blocked the door by bracing his hand on the frame.  He didn’t say a word, just glared at me.  He didn’t even spare a glance for Scott.

I gave him a half-grin.  “Step aside, Sarina, we’re coming in.  Your punishment isn’t over yet.”

“Who is it, Sarina, dear?”  A feminine sing-song voice chimed from inside the apartment.

I glared at Sarina.  Scott and I looked at each other in amazement.  “Who’s that?”  Scott asked.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Come in…if you dare,” Sarina…er…Professor Curie dropped her his hand and gestured us in.  We stumbled in and followed him down the hall.  “It’s just a couple of students, mother dear,” he called as he led us back to the pink bedroom.  “See,” he said softly, gesturing inside the room. 

In a floral chintz chair next to the bed sat a grey-haired woman in curlers and a comfy robe and nightgown.  Her legs stuck out before her in support hose and comfy ivory slippers.  She watched a TV across the room through gold-rimmed glasses.  Granny glasses, I believe they were called.

After staring a moment, Scott elbowed me.  “She looks just like Mrs. Doubtfire.”

I turned to Professor Curie.  The way his eyes swiveled towards me, I could tell we’d figured this one out.  “Mrs. Doubtfire, huh?”  I stomped into the room and yanked the wig off the head of…Mr. Culpepper, the university nurse.

He let out a shriek and jumped from the chair, covering his head with his hands.  He mumbled something about not knowing Curie was expecting company as he flew across the hall into the bathroom.  It was only moments later that he ran out of the bathroom in thrown on men’s clothing covered in a trench coat, hat pulled low on his head, a haphazardly stuffed bag clutched in his hands.

Professor Curie’s lower lip trembled.  “Now look what you’ve done.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a dress-up partner?” 

“Do you know how bad I have to punish you for this little deceit?”  I said very quietly. 

Professor Curie looked suitably alarmed.

Scott giggled beside me.  I swear he can be such a child.

I shoved him into the room.  “We’re going to sissify this bitch.  Go pick out a dress and shoes.”  I turned to the dresser.  The lingerie would be up to me.  I couldn’t trust something so important to a beginner like Scott.  “Take off your clothes,” I ordered the professor.

“What?  Here?  In front of…,” first he looked me up and down with disdain.  Then he thought better of it, ‘cause he gestured towards Scott and said, “him?”

“He’s seen men naked before.”

“But I’m not a…I mean…I’ve got…I’m…oh, please.  Let me change in the bathroom.  The effect is more…respectable.”  Suddenly, Professor M. Adam Curie took on a feminine pose and the transformation had begun.  I instantly saw that she had a point.  I didn’t really want to see her naked.  Not entirely.  I wanted to see a larger effect. 

I gathered up the dress and shoes Scott picked out – a garish purple silk and sequin blouse and a black pleather mini skirt with black suede mid-calf platform boots.  It looked like a terribly slutty combination to me.  I would have to pick out something understated to make the ensemble anything resembling femininity rather than just humiliation.  I went to the lingerie drawer.  Nothing Dita von Teese would do for this getup.  Dita von Teese was pure class.  This outfit was pure trash.  Too stark a contrast.  So I moved down to the next drawer.


CHAPTER THREE

“Huh?”  I gasped.  White granny panties and the ugliest bras I have ever seen.  These looked like they were meant for droopy disgusting cow udders. 

I heard the professor giggle.  “Those belong to ‘mother’,” he mewed. 

I raised my eyebrow and moved to the next drawer.  At last.  Some pretty pink panties with little lace bows and flowers trimming them and bras that might have been worn by the girls in the Brady Bunch.  Yep, innocent enough that anyone lifting up the slutty clothes Scott had chosen would be completely surprised and happily harden at the contrast.  Sort of a Madonna/Whore syndrome on one little lady/man. 

I picked up the clothing and threw them to the professor.  “Go put these on.  We’ll do your makeup when you come out.”

It only took him a couple of minutes to change into the outfit and she looked like a real slut when she came out.  But not quite slutty enough.

She needed makeup.  Fortunately, she had recently shaved and her skin was baby smooth.  We took her to the vanity in her room and sat her before the three-way mirror.  Scott started giggling again as he eyed the makeup.  He picked up a brush and a red lipstick.  And giggled again.  I rolled my eyes. 

“Turn your face this way.”  When Sarina had complied, I covered her lids in a bright purple that matched the silky shirt Scott had chosen for her.  Then I applied false eyelashes.  Neither was quite straight and she blinked rapidly several times.

“Oh, let me!” She finally cried in frustration, turning to the mirror.  My lips puckered in a line of frustration.  I wanted to do this myself.  I’d never made anyone up before and I kind of enjoyed it.

Before Sarina had quite finished, Scot grabbed her chin.  “Over here, bitch,” he snarled.  He had the lipstick turned up. 

“Not so high,” Sarina whined in a sexy purr.  Even I knew you didn’t put the lipstick that far out.  “It’ll break.  That’s my favorite color, you know.”  It was a beautiful red and it totally clashed with the purple blouse.  But I knew it would look awesome smeared across my dick.  I could feel myself beginning to harden.

When we had finished everything, we led her to a full-length mirror so she could have a good look at herself.  She leaned forward, pivoted, looked again.  Her lower lip trembled.  She blinked her eyes rapidly.  I could tell she was trying very hard to keep the weeping at bay. 

“Oh, my,” she finally muttered as the tears escaped.

“Yeah, you look like a real slut.”  Scott leered.  He clutched his crotch.  “Let’s fuck her,” he said, without taking his eyes off her reflection in the mirror.

Sarina rolled her eyes and turned away.  “At least I don’t have to go anywhere looking like this.”

Now Scott’s eyes met mine.  And he started giggling again.  “They have a garbage chute in this building, don’t they?”

Sarina gasped.  “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Hee, hee, hee.  She needs to be punished for ruining our beautiful paint job.” 

“Beautiful?  You’re a sicker mother fucker, Scott.”

He grabbed Sarina’s arm, pulling her to the kitchen.  He bagged up the garbage and handed it to her.  “To the dump.”  He shoved her out the front door then leaned against the doorframe to watch. 

She spun around awkwardly holding the trash out to her side so it wouldn’t touch her clothing.  She huffed, dashing the door.  But Scott and I blocked it.  I was in the doorway itself, Scott right next to it.  When she came towards us, he put up his hand to stop her.

She took a few steps away then quickly swiveled back in a fakey but that didn’t catch us either.  I could see the disappointment on her face.  She gave up.  Pulled herself into a regal posture and began to sashay down the hallway with the garbage delicately hanging from her wrist out at her side.  Boy, that girl could sway.

The shoot was at the far end of the hall.  When Sarina got close, she picked up her pace.  As she approached, a door opened.  She stopped, stunned.  A man in a business suit stepped out of his apartment.  He stopped too.  He starred.  He eyed her up and down. 

Scott giggled next to me.  Of course.  I elbowed him. 

The man pulled himself together and started down the hall, briefcase in hand.  He gave Sarina a small nod.  She nodded back, giving him a little jiggle of her shoulders.  Then they each went on their way.  When she’d dumped the garbage, she returned to us in a haute, fast strut, and pushed past us into the apartment.

Scott looked around.  He spotted a laundry basket.  With a smirk, he shoved it into her arms.  “Go wash these clothes.  Don’t come back ‘til they’ve been washed, dried, and folded.”

Sarina sucked in her breath.  She looked at me to save her.  I shrugged my shoulders.  I’d told Scott he could have fun with her today too.  If this was his idea of fun, who was I to interfere?

Resigned, Sarina grabbed the basket and strutted into the hall.  She went boldly to the elevator.  Once she got one, we went back into the apartment.

***

Sarina poked her head out of the elevator, insecure to be running about the building in such poor drag.  She never dressed so slutty or in such poor makeup.  She prided herself on her near-passing quality.  Now, she just looked like a whore. 

She scurried to the laundry room, loading up the washer as quickly as she could.  She leaned nervously against the washer, hoping no one else would need to do laundry that day.  Just as she’d begun to relax, a big man in a dirty t-shirt and baggy jeans carrying a tool bag walked in.  

He stopped when he saw her, eyeing her up and down.  Then doing it again.  “Huh, what have we got here?”  He dropped his toolbox.  “Don’t believe I’ve seen you before.”  He stepped closer.

Sarina stood up straight, crossed her arms before her crotch, her breath coming faster. 

The super (it said so on his shirt) walked around her, inspecting her.  “Nope.  I’ve never seen the likes of you.”  He grabbed her ass, squeezed. 

Sarina yelped. 

“Nice.”  He pulled Sarina around by her skirt then shoved her on the back, forcing her to bend over the washing machine.  “Let’s see what’s under this little outfit, shall we?”  Sarina’s position already revealed her pink panties and he immediately began to stroke them. 

“Oh, no.  I’m not that type,” Sarina protested, though she didn’t struggle. 

“We’ll just see about that,” he said, yanking her shirt over her head. 

Sarina wiggled so that it slipped off without trouble but she twisted her arms so that her hand became entangled, trapped in the knot of the blouse.  “I’m caught,” she exclaimed.

“A whore in pink underthings?  I’ve never seen that before,” the super commented as he groped Sarina’s small breasts in their pink cotton bra. He pulled one leg of her panties aside and stroked the soft skin of Sarina’s bottom.  He pressed his hardening cock against her thigh but he knew that wouldn’t be enough for long. 

Sarina jiggled as the washer beneath her went into the spin cycle.  The super groaned at the added friction.  He rubbed Sarina’s little red pucker hole with his thumb until she began to relax, moaning, thrusting herself towards him.  Suddenly, he pulled out his pecker, spit on it, and without ceremony, thrust it into Sarina’s asshole. 

Sarina squealed in delight.  “Oh, you’re such a big, hard super,” she cried, sliding herself back along his shaft. 

He grabbed her shoulders, pulling hard so that he could penetrate her deeper.  Sarina’s hands were stretched, bound, out before her over the washing machine.  The super thrust harder, faster and deeper. 

Sarina bucked as the washer jiggled out of balance. The super groaned. Sarina squealed as she sensed his impending orgasm.  “You’re going to cum already.”  With her words, he yanked out, grabbed his dick in his hand, and jerked a load of hot jizz out all over Sarina’s full white mounds.  “Ooooh.  You’re such a super super,” she gushed.

“Bitch,” he said.  He pulled her off the washing machine, reached inside, grabbed something wet to wipe his dick then shoved it in Sarina’s mouth. 

“I’ll take care of the laundry.  Let’s get you back to where you belong.”

Sarina shook her head furiously, her eyes wide.  The super gave her a questioning look.  When he took the gag out of her mouth, he let her explain, keeping her arms bound in her blouse before her.  When she’d finished, he grinned and stuffed the gag back in.  Then he dragged her behind him.

***

I heard a couple of sharp raps on the door.  Sarina hadn’t told us to expect anyone.  Surprised, I opened it a crack with Scott right behind me.

“I believe this belongs to you,” a brawny man in a sloppy t-shirt held Sarina by her pink bra strap.  Her hands were bound together by her blouse, a gag kept her quiet.  Her eyes were large and fearful.  She made mewling noises.

I grabbed her and pulled her, quickly slamming the door. 

We just stared at her for a moment.  I yanked out the gag.  “He fucked me,” she blurted.  “He jizzed on my ass.”

Scott gasped, then giggled.  He lifted her skirt.  Sure enough, a sticky white mess clung to her.  Some had stiffened on her pretty pink panties.

“Whoa.  Fuck.” Scott cock throbbed in his pants.  “I want that.”

“No.  I’m not a slut,” Sarina protested.

“Aren’t you?” I asked. 

“Well, at least put the gag in and let me pretend.”

Scott shoved the gag back in her mouth and shoved her over to the nearby couch where he bent her over the back.  “I’m gonna fuck the professor,” he whispered as he undid his pants.

This time, I giggled.  I watched as he spit on his hand and stroked his cock.  It was a big one, thick and long.  My butthole tightened at the thought of that thing trying to enter it.  But my dick throbbed.  I squeezed it through my pants.

Scott started trying to shove the head of his prick into that tight little bunghole but it just didn’t want to go.  “This bitch is too tight,” he said.  “I need some lube.  Find me some lotion.”

“Make her suck you,” I said as I went back to the bedroom to search.  I opened a drawer next to the bed.  Bingo!  There were dildos, condoms – even flavored ones – and sample packs of lots of different lubes.  I grabbed a couple of packs and headed back to the living room.  “Got just what you need, Scott,” I said.

His eyes were glazed over as he was sitting on the arm of the couch, Sarina’s head bouncing up and down on his glorious cock.  “I don’t think I can stop.”

“Sure you can,” I said, grabbing Sarina’s bra to pull her off.  She grunted and fell back on her butt.  Her little bitty skirt was tented by her the hardon in her panties.

Scott’s shaft was now a red mess of Sarina’s lipstick.  I looked at her.  Her face was even more garish now with the lipstick smeared everywhere.  My cock throbbed in response.  I wanted her to suck me – hard.  I already knew what that glorious mouth could do and I couldn’t wait to have those lips wrapped around my prick pleasuring me.

But Scott had picked up the gag.  He shoved it in her mouth before I could do anything.  So I stood watching as Scott lubed up Sarina’s asshole and stroked more lube over his cock before he pressed it to her puckered butt.  Then he was clutching her hips in both hands and ramming himself home.  If his groans were any indication, he’d been done in a few strokes. 

Sarina had her hand beneath her skirt pumping furiously.  Oh, no.  That bitch would not get relief before I did.  “Stop that, whore!”  I ordered, kicking her hand.

With an “ooof”, the gag flew out of her mouth.  I climbed on the couch in front of her, pulled out my throbbing fuck stick, and shoved it towards her waiting kisser.  Those lips wrapped around my schlong like it was the last lollipop on the planet.  Oh, the wet hot heat that surrounded my meat made me moan in pleasure. 

When I opened my eyes, Scott was staring at me.  “Oh, man.  This is the tightest hole ever.  My cock is being squeezed like a sausage extruder.  This bitch is gonna make me spurt.  Oh, fuck.”  But he kept going.

I kept banging into Sarina’s sloppy mouth like a piston, my fuck pole getting stiffer with each stroke.  Sarina’s hand was back to waking at her own meat.  We were all on the verge of massive explosions.

“Oh, yeah, I’m gonna spurt,” gasped Scott as he yanked his cock out of Sarina’s butt and started jerking over her back.

My eyes rolled back in my head.  I grasp Sarina’s head to keep my dick deep in her throat while I jizzed. Oooo, I was about to bust a nut.

Sarina’s hand flew.  We all three burst at once.  Cock juice flew everywhere – deep in Sarina’s throat, across her back, up over her belly.  I pulled out to drain the last drops on her face as she gagged and gasped.  What a cum fest!  


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Michael was beginning his third year, and he sat in the back row of his final class of the way daydreaming, waiting for the professor to begin. Graduation was still so far away, and he couldn’t wait to get out of university and begin his life. He was tired of listening to lecturer’s talk all day, and he wanted to do something exciting- but he had to wait until he graduated first.

He sat and listened as the professor walked to the podium at the front of the class and introduced himself.

"Hello, class, I'm Mr. Johnson, and I will be teaching your Astronomy class this semester." Mr. Johnson was a tall man who looked like he spent time in the gym. Michael found this odd, as most of his professors usually looked like they had not set foot in a gym in their lives. He chuckled to himself at this thought as Mr. Johnson began the class.

Michael was tired, and he wanted to go home. He was a good student, but he found it hard to concentrate because it was already 4 pm and he had been at it all day. He knew that he had to continue to get good grades for the rest of the year, but he was already finding it hard to focus, and it was only the first day.

Mr. Johnson scanned the room as he began teaching the first lesson of the new year. He could give the first lesson in his sleep, so he always used the first class to examine his students and try to determine which ones would become his favorites by the end of the semester.

As he spoke mindlessly, he noticed a few students who were furiously taking notes, and he remarked that they would be the "overachievers." There were always a few of those who attended his office hours and always had a million questions.

He continued to scan the room, and he noticed one student in particular that caught his eye. The student was tall and slim, so tall that he was hard to miss even though he was sitting in the lecture hall's back row. Something about this particular student caught Mr. Johnson's eye, and he watched him as he continued to give his lesson. The student didn't seem fascinated, but he didn't seem interested. He was listening, but he wasn't taking notes. Mr. Johnson remarked that this student would likely do well, as he seemed to be bright.

Mr. Johnson ended his lecture and began compiling his belongings as the class filed out of the room. They all descended the stairs toward the podium at the front and exited one by one. The student that had caught Mr. Johnson's eye descended the stairs slowly

"Thanks. See you next week." Hesaid.

“Oh, yes. Enjoy your evening, Mr-” Mr. Johnson said, waiting for him to fill in the blank.

“Mr. Riley. My name is Michael Riley.” Michael said.

"See you next week, Mr. Riley." Mr. Johnson said, and he waved him off.

Mr. Johnson was surprised that a student had thanked him for his lecture. He was not used to being acknowledged by his students; he was used to the stream of zombie-looking individuals entering and exiting his class every hour. He was happy that this particular student was so polite.

Michael left class and went home that night dreaming of the exciting future he had ahead of him once he finished university.

-          -

Mr. Johnson lived alone, as he had never gotten married. He lived a solitary life, but he was known to make friends with students in his class every year. He told people that he was helping them with their studies when, in reality, there was much more than that going on behind closed doors.

Mr. Johnson got into bed that night and began thinking about the student that he had met that day. As he did this, he began to feel a tingle in the pit of his groin.

He reached a hand into his pants to feel his cock already getting hard. He thought about Michael’s perfectly wavy hair and his tall, slim figure. He thought about how he had stopped to say thank you before leaving class.

Mr. Johnson was getting horny thinking about all of the things he would like to do to Michael, given a chance. He began stroking his cock slowly in the dark as he fantasized about everything he would do to that student. He thought about kissing him deeply and then spanking him roughly. He thought about roughing him up in the bedroom and then falling asleep in his arms. He let his mind wander to places he knew it would as soon as he had laid his eyes on Michael. He stroked his cock excitedly and let himself release with a grunt. He felt satisfied and pleased, and he couldn't wait until next week when he would see Michael again.


Over the next week, Mr. Johnson couldn’t stop thinking about Michael. He wanted to see him again, to speak with him again.

When the day of Michael's class finally rolled around, Mr. Johnson was more ready than ever. He wanted Michael so badly, and he was determined to make it happen, no matter what he had to do.

Michael was wearing a black t-shirt with a navy-blue button-up shirt over it with black pants on that particular day. Mr. Johnson noticed as Michael entered the room and walked past him that his pants sat just tight enough around his ass to drive Mr. Johnson’s imagination wild.

He sat on the edge of his desk at the front of the room, pretending to read a book, but he was looking right past it at Michael as he walked up the stairs to find a seat. While he did this, Mr. Johnson gazed at him, his eyes drifting from his perfectly wavy hair down his body, lingering on his built upper back and continuing down to his muscular legs and ass. Mr. Johnson tried not to drool. This hour was the best part of his week, and he had prepared himself by getting into position before the class entered so that he ensured he would see Michael walk up the stairs. That moment was exactly as he had imagined it, and he tried to hide his growing erection as he began his lecture.

He found himself staring at Michael during class, and he lost his train of thought a few times. He stood behind his desk so that the class couldn't see how excited he was by this particular student's presence.

Mr. Johnson decided that after class, he would make his move. He knew he couldn't wait another full week before seeing Michael again, so this was his chance.

Since Michael sat in the back row, he would be one of the last students to leave. Mr. Johnson knew that this would give him the perfect opportunity to speak to him alone.

As Michael walked down the stairs, a few students remained in the classroom, packing up their belongings. Mr. Johnson willed them to hurry, but he knew that he couldn’t wait for them to leave, or he would miss his moment.

“Michael. Michael Riley, right?” Mr. Johnson said, pretending that he hadn’t repeated the name over and over in his head all week.

"Yeah, that's right," Michael said, stopping in front of the professor's desk.

“Sit.” Mr. Johnson said to Michael, motioning toward the chair in the front row of the classroom.


CHAPTER TWO

He tried to play it cool as the rest of the students filed out of the classroom. Michael took a seat in the chair, a look of blissful ignorance on his face. He didn’t know what Mr. Johnson had in mind. The professor waved off the last few students and walked to the door to close it behind the last one. Michael was confused. He was unsure if this meeting had anything to do with university or something different altogether.

Mr. Johnson turned back to Michael, who was still seated in the chair, and began speaking.

“I have had my eye on you, Michael. I want you to be my sex slave.”

“What?” Michael said, surprised. He was confused about what the professor was saying.

"I know you like men, and I will please you as you have never been pleased before. You will be my sex slave, and I will dominate you, but you will like it." Mr. Johnson watched his face as he processed the information. Without saying anything, Michael watched Mr. Johnson pull a small tube from his jacket, which was draped over his podium at the front of the class. He lifted it and held it in front of himself so that Michael could see it.

“First, you’re going to put on this lipstick for me.” Mr. Johnson said.

"What?" Michael said flabbergasted.

“Then, you will put on this dress and be my maid.”

“You must be joking.” Michael scoffed. He looked back at Mr. Johnson and noticed that he was not smiling in the slightest.

"I will give you a choice between two options. Either you do this, or I will expose your homosexual tendencies to the entire third-year class." Mr. Johnson was standing in front of Michael with his phone in hand, typing away. "One-click, and I will send this tweet out on the University Twitter page, exposing you to everyone on campus!" His finger was hovering over the "post" button.

Michael was sitting in the chair, barely able to move.

Michael reluctantly took the tube of lipstick from Mr. Johnson and quickly smeared it across his lips. He sat in the chair and lowered his head, feeling embarrassed.

“Stand up.” Mr. Johnson said.

Mr. Johnson took a step towards Michael and began studying his face. He continued to study Michael’s face for a few minutes, taking in the sight of his sissy sex slave maid.

Mr. Johnson leaned in closer to Michael’s face. Michael turned to make eye contact with him, and their lips were just inches from each other.

Michael noticed a look in Mr. Johnson's eye that was different from anything he had seen before, especially from any of his professors. Was it desire? He wasn't sure. He had not been this close to another person in some time.

Mr. Johnson leaned in even closer and inhaled the scent of his beautiful maid. He leaned in even further, and their lips met each other. They kissed, and Mr. Johnson wrapped a hand around Michael’s head, taking a handful of his hair in his hand.

Mr. Johnson pulled away and spoke.

"Now, put on your maid dress quickly." Mr. Johnson said, putting the next steps of his plan in place. “You’re my favorite, Michael.” He replied, putting a hand on Michael’s bare shoulder as he changed into the dress.

Mr. Johnson groaned, thinking of everything he wanted to do to Michael. He was so close to having his fantasies become a reality.

Michael pulled the dress onto his shoulders and turned to face Mr. Johnson.

“It’s perfect!” He said to Michael as he looked him up and down. With that, Mr. Johnson's hands reached for Michael. He pulled his body closer to him and lifted him by his bare legs, and sat him on his desk. He could lift him with ease because his body was so slim.

Michael obliged, widening his legs and wrapping them around Mr. Johnson’s waist.

“I wanted to have this chance before you graduate,” Mr. Johnson said in his ear, “I’ve had my eye on you.” In the dim light that was growing dimmer as the sun was setting, Michael could see the excitement on Mr. Johnson’s face.

“Mmm, I love how you look laying across my desk.” Mr. Louis grunted.

Mr. Johnson took Michael’s hand and placed it on the thick bulge in his pants. He held Michael’s hand there as his cock was growing thicker.

“You will submit to me, my maid.” Mr. Johnson said. He reached down and unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Even in the dark, Mr. Johnson noticed how brooding and handsome Michael was.

Michael was sure that Mr. Johnson had had this fantasy for a long time and had just needed someone to act it out with him. Now, here he was, the compliant party.

Mr. Johnson reached under the maid's dress that Michael was wearing and slid his boxers off him. He pulled them down his legs and dropped them on the floor by his feet.

Then, Mr. Johnson dropped his pants to the floor and leaned in, pressing his body against Michael's.

He wrapped his arm around Michael’s lower back and pulled him as close to his body as he could. He lifted Michael and put his feet on the floor.

He spun his body around and bent Michael forward over the desk. Mr. Johnson lifted his dress and teased his ass with the tip of his hard cock.

He thrust his hips forward and entered Michael’s ass with his hard and eager cock.

Michael could tell that Mr. Johnson wanted him and that he had fantasized about this moment. He acted as though he choreographed the entire encounter in his mind.

He thrust himself into Michael with passion, and he grunted with each thrust. He wrapped his hands underneath his thighs and lifted him off of the floor, taking a few steps back and holding Michael suspended in his arms, his cock still inside of him from behind.

Being suspended in his grasp, Michael felt Mr. Johnson's cock push deeper into him, and it felt incredible. No matter how embarrassed he felt, he couldn’t deny the pleasure that it was causing him.

Mr. Johnson walked over to the chair in the front row of the classroom with Michael in his arms, facing the same direction. He set Michael down on the ground and bent his body forward with his arm. With his other hand, he reached for Michael's young cock. It was hard and perky.

He set the candle down and grabbed onto Michael’s ass cheeks, spreading them so that he could slide himself in deeper.

He lowered himself so that his mouth was next to Michael's ear from behind, and he whispered with his deep and gruff voice.

“If you want to show me that you are a good girl, you need to finish me with your mouth.”

Michael stood and lifted himself off of him, turning to meet his eyes. He lowered himself to his knees in front of Mr. Johnson.

Kneeling before him, Michael wasted no time. He began blowing him hard right away, wrapping his hand around Mr. Johnson’s thick shaft and moving it in tandem with the movement of his mouth, up and down his large cock.

Mr. Johnson held onto Michael's thick head of hair and held his head in place as his cock trembled, and he reached the climax, emptying himself into the back of Michael's throat, his moans echoing in the large lecture hall.

“Now, swallow.” Mr. Johnson said to Michael.

Michael could feel the warm sensation of Mr. Johnson's cum in his throat, and this feeling, coupled with his firm hands in his hair, made him moan in pleasure. His orgasm was quickly approaching.

Michael didn’t know what had come over him, but he suddenly felt desire and lust like he never had before. He stood up and swallowed dramatically, licking his lips. He took a step forward so that his body was close to Mr. Johnson's, and he began moving his hands along Mr. Johnson's body. He felt Mr. Johnson wrap his hands around his hips and grip his small body, which only made it better.

Mr. Johnson kissed him deeply, and the passion between them was suddenly palpable. Michael had not wanted to do this at first, but now that his boner was raging and he saw how good Mr. Johnson was at fucking him, he felt desire and passion for the moment.

Mr. Johnson lay back on top of his desk, and Michael climbed on top of him. They kissed and groped each other as they lay on the professor's desk.

As they kissed, Mr. Johnson reached down and wrapped his hand around Michael’s cock. He began stroking it slowly as they groped each other. Mr. Johnson had already come, but he was getting horny all over again.

“Lie down.” Mr. Johnson commanded.

Michael got off of Mr. Johnson and laid down on the desk as he was instructed to. Mr. Johnson climbed on top of him, straddling his legs.

He stroked his cock a few times to bring it to full hardness and toyed with the outside of Michael’s ass. He could see that Michael was welcoming him, so he slid in, letting out a tremendous groan as he did.

Michael was so horny by that point that he was practically begging to be fucked. He was enjoying the submissive role that this maid costume was putting him in.

Mr. Johnson took his free hand, wrapped it around Michael's member and began stroking it with each of his thrusts. He could hear Michael’s moans above his own.

He could feel the twitch as Michael finally let go and came all over his hand and his desk. He stroked him slower and slower to get him through the afterglow. Then he made three more deep thrusts before he gave in to his own orgasm and collapsed on top of Michael.

They lay on his desk in Michael’s come and panted heavily, trying to process the events of the last hour.

Mr. Johnson climbed off of Michael and stood with his hands on his hips in a commanding manner.

"Clean that up; you're the maid, remember?" He said.

Michael got off the desk and looked down at the white liquid that he had exploded all over it. The maid costume he was wearing was a mess, so he pulled it over his head and wiped the desk with it.

“Mmmm," Mr. Johnson said, loving every minute of this role play.

They got dressed, and Michael left the classroom, surprised that he had loved the encounter as much as he had.

-          -

Mr. Johnson woke up the next morning with a massive hard-on. Since the night before, he had not been able to shake the arousal that had come with their meeting. The silkiness of his sheets didn’t help it slid over his erection. It had been so long since he had been touched by another man, let alone one that looked like Michael. He took his hand and grabbed onto his cock, gently at first and then more aggressively as he thought about what it would feel like to have Michael’s small mouth gagging on his cock. That was all it took for him to find relief. He laid there for a few minutes basking in his release and thought about when they would meet again.


Michael went home that night and thought about the afternoon he had. He felt oddly pleased, though it had not been what he expected when he went into Mr. Johnson’s class that day. Even though he had been threatened, he had thoroughly enjoyed himself.

Michael found himself looking forward to class the next week, and he almost forgot that he was being blackmailed into it in the first place.

Michael drifted off to sleep fantasizing about being dominated like that again, and he was getting hot and bothered as his dreams were filled with thoughts of his sexy professor.

The next evening, as he sat at his desk, studying for a test, Michael's phone rang. He did not recognize the number on his display, so he picked up the call with curiosity.

“Hello?” Michael said.

“Michael. It’s Professor Johnson.” Michael was surprised to hear who was calling him. “I would like to invite you to my house for an extra credit lesson this evening.”

“Umm…” Michael was taken aback, but he found himself feeling exhilarated by this proposition.

“Remember what will happen if you decline.” Mr. Johnson said.

"Sure, I think I could use the help," Michael said flirtatiously. He was getting turned on by the thought of being blackmailed again.”

“Great. I’ll see you in an hour. I will send you my address.” Mr. Johnson hung up the phone immediately.

Michael hung up the phone and closed his books. He undressed and got into the shower. As he let the steam fill his lungs, he thought about how the night might turn out for him. He imagined Mr. Johnson touching him, and he looked down to see his dick becoming hard. Water ran over his stiff shaft, and it felt nice. He wanted to save himself for later, so he tried to ignore the sensations and put his mind on something else.

As he hopped out of the shower, he heard his phone chime. It was a text message from the number that Mr. Johnson had called him from. The message contained only an address and nothing else.

Once Michael was dressed and ready to go, he called an Uber to get him there as fast as possible, as he couldn’t hold off his raging boner much longer.

The Uber pulled up outside of a modest house that was close to the University campus. The porch light was turned off, and the curtains were drawn. The house looked like it was uninhabited, except for the immaculately maintained lawn and garden. Michael chuckled to himself at the sight of this house, and he hopped out of the Uber excitedly.

Michael climbed the steps of the porch and approached the front door. Before he could knock or ring the doorbell, the door opened, and a hand reached out, pulling Michael in by the collar of his shirt. The inside of the house was dark, so he could not see who was inside, and he hoped that he was in the right place.

The door closed abruptly behind Michael, and he felt the breath of another person on his face. Once his eyes adjusted to the darkness inside the house, Michael saw Mr. Johnson standing in front of him.

“Nice house.” Michael joked.

“Shhh.” Mr. Johnson said, pressing a finger to his lips. This gesture turned Michael on.

"Mmm," Michael said from behind his closed lips.

Mr. Johnson got closer and pressed his lips to Michael's. They both slowly moved backward until Michael was wedged between Mr. Johnson's body and the front entranceway wall. 

Mr. Johnson took his hands and ran them up and down Michael's body slowly. There was growing tension in both of their jeans, leading Michael to believe that Mr. Johnson had been anticipating this just as much as he had since the last time they met.

Michael could feel Mr. Johnson’s erection throbbing against his as their bodies pressed together. He started to speak, but Mr. Johnson pressed his index finger to his lips to hush him once again.

Mr. Johnson moved his hands down Michael's body and released his belt with one twist of his hand. Next, the button was undone, and the zipper was down. Mr. Johnson pulled Michael's shirt off over his head and threw it to the ground. Mr. Johnson began to kiss his way down Michael’s body. He stopped at the small patch of hair that emerged from his boxer briefs- the only thing he was wearing at that point. He nuzzled the patch, and Michael let out a soft groan.

Mr. Johnson playfully tugged at the waistband of his boxer briefs, and Michael felt like he could burst at any moment, though he had not even been touched yet. The next few minutes happened so fast that Michael didn't know what hit him. First, Mr. Johnson was teasing him, and the next, he felt his tight lips surrounding him. He could feel the back of Mr. Johnson’s throat with the tip of his cock, and Mr. Johnson took it freely. Before he knew it, he couldn’t hold back any longer, and he felt himself shoot straight back to the back of Mr. Johnson’s throat. Michael shuddered as the release radiated outward through his body with a grunt. When the tremors finally stopped, Mr. Johnson pulled Michael’s pants back up and buckled them.

“Mmm,” Mr. Johnson said, licking his lips. “Now that I’ve had my appetizer, how about some dinner? Are you hungry?” He asked Michael.

“Only if I can have dessert afterward?” Michael said, playing along.

“I think that request can be handled,” Mr. Johnson said in an unnecessarily serious tone.

Michael put his clothes back on and followed Mr. Johnson into the darkness of the house. As they reached the back of the main floor, they entered a lit room, unlike the rest of the house. They were in the kitchen, and it was filled with the smell of fresh cooking. It had been a while since Michael had had a home-cooked meal, and he was loving being taken care of in this way.

“Sit.” Mr. Johnson said, gesturing toward a table that was set at one end of the kitchen.

Michael took the instructions and sat down. In front of him was a plate and utensils, and another place setting across the table.

Mr. Johnson carried a pot of something over to the table and set it down in the middle. He served what seemed to be a type of pasta dish onto Michael's plate.

“Eat. You’ll need the energy.” Mr. Johnson said.

Michael loved how flirtatious Mr. Johnson was outside of the campus walls, and he could get used to it, he thought.

They ate mostly in silence until Michael spoke.

“Why are we eating dinner? No offense, but I thought you only wanted me for the sex.” Michael genuinely wanted an answer to that question.

"I don't use people for sex; I take care of them too," Mr. Johnson said matter-of-factly.

Hmm,” Michael thought it was odd, but he kept eating.

Once they had finished, Mr. Johnson jumped up to clear the table. He tossed the plates in the sink and cleared the eating area quicker than Michael had ever seen anyone clean.

Mr. Johnson cleared his throat and left the room. “Follow me,” He said as he walked away, not turning around.


CHAPTER THREE

Mr. Johnson led Michael down a set of stairs into the basement of his house. Michael closed the door at the top of the stairs and followed him into the room at the bottom. It looked like some kind of sex dungeon. The walls were covered with fabric, and there was a king-sized bed at the center of the room. A chair was hanging from the ceiling in one corner of the room. In another corner, there was a fully-stocked bar.

Mr. Johnson was a dom, and Michael was his sub. This room was something that he had only ever seen in a porno before.

Michael stood at the bottom of the stairs, not knowing where to look. There was so much going on in the room, and he wondered where they were going to begin.

“Come here,” Mr. Johnson commanded. He stood at the foot of the bed and began taking off his clothes. Michael didn’t move just yet. He watched as Mr. Johnson removed his shirt, his socks, and pants and finally his briefs. He stood there naked, facing Michael with a look of confidence on his face.

Once he was naked, Mr. Johnson walked to a dresser at one end of the room and opened the top drawer. He pulled out a dress and held it up for Michael to examine.

“Put this on,” He said.

“Why?” Michael asked, “Don’t you want me naked?” He genuinely wondered.

“You’re my sex slave, my servant. Remember?” Mr. Johnson said, keeping up with the serious tone he had been using all night.

“Ah,” Michael said.

He approached Mr. Johnson and took the dress from his hands. He quickly got undressed and pulled the dress on. It was a pink dress that looked like something out of a cartoon. Michael was so horny after the blowjob he had received earlier that he would have done anything to have it continue. Mr. Johnson knew what he was doing when it came to sex, and Michael wanted more.

Mr. Johnson looked Michael up and down. "Perfect," he said, "Oh! I almost forgot." He exclaimed as he turned back to the dresser and pulled out a tube of lipstick. "Put this on, and let's get started. I can barely contain myself any longer." Mr. Johnson seemed to be growing excited now that Michael was dressed up.

Michael quickly smeared the lipstick across his lips just like he had the first time they had done this, and he tossed it onto the bed. He approached Mr. Johnson and leaned in to kiss him, wanting to start as soon as possible.

They stood in the sex dungeon and kissed deeply; both of them exuding urgency. Michael ran his hands along Mr. Johnson’s body, and he became aroused immediately as he could see that Mr. Johnson’s cock was already rock hard since he had put on the dress. Seeing this began to get Michael quite excited, too, as he and his professor explored each other’s bodies with their strong hands.

As they kissed, Mr. Johnson opened his eyes to sneak a look at Michael out of the corner of his eye. He could see that Michael was aroused and horny, and he could feel that he was becoming increasingly hard, as he could feel the stiffness of his cock through the dress on his bare skin.

Michael could feel his cock hard as ever underneath the dress, trembling, and begging to be touched.

Michael reached down the front of Mr. Johnson’s body and took his rock-hard cock in hand. With his other hand, he reached down to find the hem of the dress. He lifted the dress up from the bottom and revealed his thick, hard cock. As he revealed himself, Mr. Johnson reached out for Michael’s raging boner and wrapped his thick, firm hand around it.

"Oh, baby, you look great in that dress.” Mr. Johnson whispered to Michael, barely audible to him.

"Just for you," Michael replied, sexily.

“I love it.” Mr. Johnson said back, "Now do as I say." He commanded. This domination turned Michael on, as he had been waiting to be dominated. “Fuck me already.” Mr. Johnson said to Michael seductively between heavy breaths as they kissed and touched each other’s bodies all over.

Michael was surprised when he heard this, as he had never had the experience of being on top before. He was a strict bottom, and he had never been dominated by someone on the bottom before. Maybe it was because of the looming threat of blackmail, or because he was too horny to think, but Michael did exactly as he was told.

His cock was stiff and glistening in the dim light of the basement. Mr. Johnson turned his back to Michael and bent forward, his body half lying on the bed. Michael put one hand on Mr. Johnson’s hip and one hand on his shoulder. He moaned as he felt the novel sensation of sliding his thick cock into Mr. Johnson’s tight ass. He began sliding himself in and out of Mr. Johnson's ass, and they began moving in synchronicity.

Michael was sliding his cock in and out of Mr. Johnson slow and deep, and they both moaned so loud that Michael felt glad they were in the security of a basement sex dungeon. Michael took one hand off of Mr. Johnson’s hip and grabbed his ass cheeks, spreading them to penetrate even deeper. Mr. Johnson began to moan quicker and louder, clearly enjoying every minute.

“Fuck me harder!” Mr. Johnson commanded.

Suddenly, Michael opened his mouth and gasped in pleasure, throwing his head back in ecstasy. He dug his fingers into Mr. Johnson’s ass, squeezing harder as he moaned louder.

"Don't stop!" Mr. Johnson ordered not wanting his pleasure to stop.

Michael tried to keep fucking him as he came, finding it hard to keep up a rhythm. As a result, Mr. Johnson stood up and turned around to face Michael.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” He asked Michael, sounding irritated.

"Y-yes, sir," Michael said, feeling self-conscious suddenly.

“Now, finish me off. You serve me. Or have you forgotten that?” Mr. Johnson scolded him.

Michael got on his knees and took Mr. Johnson’s cock into his mouth. He was still out of breath from coming so hard, but he had to finish Mr. Johnson off. He was still wearing the dress, and he felt stupid in it now that he wasn’t dazed by arousal.

He took Mr. Johnson as far into his mouth as he could, and he felt a hand on the back of his head. Mr. Johnson plunged himself into Michael’s throat, pulling his head towards him at the same time. Michael's head moved according to the rhythm that Mr. Johnson thrust and Michael felt himself gagging on Mr. Johnson's size. Seeing this made Mr. Johnson hornier, and he kept going with increasing speed. Michael sucked him off hard until he felt Mr. Johnson come straight into the back of his throat.

“That was hot,” Mr. Johnson said to Michael, “I can’t resist you in that dress.” He said.

“You like?” Michael joked. He was getting used to this.

Michael stood up and wiped his mouth clean. Mr. Johnson stepped forward, took his head in his hands, and leaned in to kiss him deeply. They kissed passionately for a minute until Mr. Johnson let go and turned around to put his clothes back on.

Michael climbed out of the dress and put his clothes back on. He was still out of breath, and he felt different after trying something new with an older man. He felt mature.

Michael followed his professor up the stairs to the main floor of the house.

"I'll give you a ride home; it's late," Mr. Johnson said.

"It's alright; you don't have to-" Michael began.

“I will give you a ride home. It’s late,” Mr. Johnson interrupted aggressively.

They exited the house through the back door, and Mr. Johnson's car was parked behind the house. They climbed in and started down the street towards Michael's apartment. It was dark, and Michael could barely make out Mr. Johnson's face in the driver's seat. He glanced over now and then and thought about the experience that they had just had. He became aroused just thinking about it, and he wanted more already.

When they got closer to Michael’s apartment, Mr. Johnson pulled over around the corner from his building.

"I'll stop here; I don't want to get too close; we're not far from campus." Mr. Johnson said. He turned off the ignition of his car, unbuckled his seatbelt, and got out. He walked around the car to Michael's door and opened it- such a gentleman. Michael guessed that he took his vow to "treat people right" quite seriously. First dinner, and now this. 

Michael got out of the car and stood in front of Mr. Johnson, who still had a hand on the car door. They were mere inches apart, and Michael didn't know what came over him. He suddenly felt an urge to kiss Mr. Johnson. Maybe it was the gentleman he was being or the experience of that night, but he leaned in and kissed him passionately. Mr. Johnson kissed him back without hesitation. After some time, through intense kisses, Mr. Johnson spoke.

“Let’s go inside,” He was breathing heavily.

Mr. Johnson fumbled with his car keys, trying to unlock all of the doors. Michael waited, biting his lip and looking at Mr. Johnson with thirst and lust. When Mr. Johnson finally got the doors unlocked, he opened the rear door and climbed into the back seat. Michael climbed in after him, hurriedly.

As soon as they were inside and the door closed behind them, their bodies found each other, and Michael felt his pants tightening around his crotch. They moved their hands along each other’s backs and through each other’s hair as they swirled their tongues around in each other’s mouths. The back seat was barely big enough for the two of them, and they could barely move around in it without every inch of their bodies pressing against one another.

Mr. Johnson put a hand on Michael’s knee and slid it up to his thigh until he reached the zipper of Michael’s pants.

“Sorry, I don’t have a maid costume with me,” Michael said, teasing.

“This will do.” Mr. Johnson said, barely stopping to think about what Michael had said.

Mr. Johnson leaned forward and planted his hands on the middle seat, holding Michael’s gaze just inches from his face. Michael sat still and watched Mr. Johnson, waiting for his next move.

Michael wanted Mr. Johnson to make the next move. At the same time, he could barely hold himself back from ripping his pants off.

Mr. Johnson inched forward on his hands and stopped when his face was mere inches from Michael’s. He put a hand in Michael’s lap and grabbed onto his stiff dick through his pants.

Michael felt himself becoming harder as Mr. Johnson’s firm grasp tightened. Michael was confused, “why was he acting so submissive all of a sudden?” But he wanted more, that was a fact. He didn't move; he just looked straight back into Mr. Johnson's gaze.

Mr. Johnson began moving his hand back and forth over the bulge in Michael’s pants, still grasping his cock. It was becoming increasingly hard as he did this, and Michael couldn’t help but make his pleasure audible.

Mr. Johnson smiled as he heard Michael's moan of pleasure, and he continued. Michael still hadn’t moved an inch. He took Mr. Johnson’s face in his hand. He leaned in and kissed him once again, hard.

As Michael kissed him, Mr. Johnson stuck a hand inside of his pants and wrapped his hand around Michael’s hard dick, skin to skin. The feeling of Mr. Johnson’s hand around his dick in the cold air of the night made him inhale sharply.

The next thing he knew, Michael was putting his hand down the front of Mr. Johnson's pants. As he lowered his hand underneath the waistband of his underwear, Michael began to feel Mr. Johnson's hard cock against the tips of his fingers. He hesitated and then continued moving his hand deeper into Mr. Johnson's pants. He was waiting for another command, some kind of domination, but Mr. Johnson was quiet for once.

“One second,” Mr. Johnson grunted. He reached down and unbuttoned his pants, unzipped them, and pulled them down to his knees. “Now, take yours off and turn over.”

“There it was,” Michael thought. Was Mr. Johnson scared of getting caught? He wondered to himself.

He looked down and saw Mr. Johnson's long, hard cock protruding before him. He was kneeling on the seat, and his pants were at his knees.

Michael was a little nervous about getting caught too, but he was so horny that nothing could stop him. He reached down and took the shaft of Mr. Johnson’s cock in his hand.

He began to stroke Mr. Johnson's cock, and Mr. Johnson started moaning, clearly trying to remain quiet. Michael felt his cock tremble with lust and desire. He followed instructions and took off his pants. He turned over as smoothly as he could in the constriction of the back seat and waited for Mr. Johnson to fuck him. He pulled Michael’s pants down to his ankles and put his hands onto Michael’s ass cheeks. He spread them apart and pressed his face against them, circling Michael’s ass with his tongue.

Mr. Johnson lay his body across the back seat, giving him full access to his body from behind.

Michael knew what was coming next, and he knew that he wouldn’t be able to last long once Mr. Johnson was inside of him. He was moaning loudly as Mr. Johnson gave him a rim job. As his moans grew louder, he felt Mr. Johnson’s hand wrap around his mouth, stifling his noises. Mr. Johnson began dominating him again, turning them both on. 

Mr. Johnson leaned his head forward and put his lips next to Michael’s ear.

"Be quiet; you better not get us caught," He whispered.

This demanding threat made Michael feel pleasure like he never had before. He was so close to coming that he had to try hard to hold back.

Mr. Johnson lifted his face from between Michael's cheeks and took his cock in hand. He pushed his hips forward, and the tip of his cock found Michael's ass. He slid himself inside gently.

Michael began moaning and could barely keep quiet. He bit Mr. Johnson’s fingers that were covering his mouth. Mr. Johnson loved the pain and pleasure of it. Not thirty seconds later, Michael exploded all over the back seat of Mr. Johnson's car without warning. He came for what felt like two full minutes, his entire body tensing, and his toes curling.

He released himself with a loud grunt and collapsed, his eyes closed and his body shaking.

Michael looked down at Mr. Johnson’s cock, which was still rock hard. Mr. Johnson had his hand wrapped around it, and he was gently stroking it. 

“Watch me. I’m going to finish myself off,” Mr. Johnson said to Michael. He began to stroke his cock with more urgency. He watched Michael's face as he stroked his cock. He liked being watched; it made him feel powerful. 

Michael enjoyed watching, and it only took about thirty seconds before Mr. Johnson came too.

They sat for a few minutes in the back seat of the car, naked and catching their breath. They had not even been able to make it through a ten-minute car ride without fucking; making it through the semester as lecturer and student would prove to be quite difficult.  


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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