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CHAPTER ONE

Henry is a stockbroker on the New York Stock Exchange. He is successful and handsome, and he appears to have everything going for him. The problem is that he has a secret.

Henry works long hours and makes a lot of money. His job is very stressful, and he needs to be very focused each day from the time he sits down at his desk to the time he stands up at the end of the day, and sometimes for even longer than that. He wakes up at 5 am every morning, and he doesn't go to sleep until midnight. He has been living like this for years, and it works for him.

His secret is that while his job pays well, a large part of his income is made by other means- by illegal means. He practices insider trading, and no part of him is ashamed by this. He loves money more than anything else in the world, so he does what he needs to do to make as much as possible, even if that means there is a high level of risk involved.

Some of his coworkers are aware of this because they do it too. Others suspect, but they can't be sure. Henry has been insider trading for years without getting caught, so at this point, he feels pretty much invincible.

-          -

Henry arrives at his desk each morning much earlier than most other people in the office. He likes to begin his work early, uninterrupted, and away from curious eyes. His bosses won’t be in for a few more hours, so he takes care of his secret tasks first.

He sits at his desk, sips his coffee, and turns on his work computer to start the day. Before he can click on his email application, his desk phone rings, his tired eyes immediately widen as he is startled by the loud sound of the ring tone in the quiet stillness of the trading floor at this hour.

He sets down his steaming cup of coffee that he nearly spilled all over himself out of shock and looks at the caller-ID.  There is no name, no number; the display simply reads, "No Caller ID.”

"Who could it be? Why aren't they calling him on his cellphone this early in the morning? Whoever it was, knew that he would be at his desk already.

He lifts the phone receiver to his ear slowly and hesitantly.

He hears a muffled sound through the phone and waits for the other person to speak first, knowing that they must have something important to tell him.

“Henry.” Henry clears his throat. “Listen closely,” The voice says. Henry can tell that the person is using a voice-changing device. Henry waits for them to continue, wondering if one of his office mates is playing a prank on him. As soon as they speak again, he knows that this is no joke. “Henry, I Know What You’re Doing. I Know that you’re performing illegal activities on work time, using work property, and I have proof. Follow my instructions or I will expose you to everyone, including the police.”

Henry’s eyes widen. What is going on? He wonders.

“Who is this!” He demands into the phone.

“You must do everything I say, or I will expose you to the authorities. If you deny me, you can say goodbye to your job, your money and your reputation forever.” The voice says, ignoring his question.

“Who are you?” Henry asks again, his voice coming out more frightened than it had sounded in his head. “How do you know? What proof are you talking about?” The questions keep flowing out of his mouth.

“Wait for my next call, and I will tell you what you need to do,” The person says.

"Okay," Henry agrees, unsure of what else to do or to say. Clearly, this person wasn't up for answering any of his questions, and he knew that he shouldn't risk pissing them off. They probably wanted him to pay them off, which wouldn't be a problem; he had plenty of money. He sat at his desk, wondering when he was going to receive a call with further instructions.

He suddenly feels a sense of terror, thinking about how the person who is blackmailing him knows exactly where he works and that they are threatening him on his own desk line! 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.

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. Henry cannot think of anyone who knows about his illegal business activities that would expose him since everyone who knows is also involved. His job and his money are everything to him, and he does not want to jeopardize them.

Henry spends the day full of anxiety and feeling restless. He cannot focus on his work throughout the day, as he is preoccupied with thoughts about his phone call that morning. He knows that he will not be able to rest until it is over and done with.

He waits and waits, but the end of his workday comes, and he is the last one left in the office, still waiting for the call. After staying for an hour longer than he normally does- and three hours after everyone else had left for the day, he decided to go home.

He goes home confused and filled with fear that night. He isn’t sure what the blackmailer will make him do, and he is still wondering why he is being targeted.


After a restless night in and out of sleep, Henry makes his way to the office earlier than usual. He can't focus on getting any work done, and he looks like a mess, but he wants to be there when his phone rings.

When 8 am rolls around, Henry begins to feel like the call will never come. Just as he starts wondering if this is some kind of sick joke, his phone finally rings. He looks at the display, and once again, it reads "No Caller ID.” To his surprise, he feels relief knowing that it is his blackmailer.

He lifts the receiver to his ear and waits, just like he did the day before when he received his first call from the blackmailer.

“Go to the boardroom now. If you do not comply, I will release my proof of your illegal activities and will contact the police. I have eyes everywhere, do not cross me.”

“Uh…” Henry stammers, but before he can muster any words, the person on the other end of the phone hangs up the call. His hands are shaking, and he is afraid of what this person is planning to make him do and what this person will do to him if he doesn't oblige.

Henry looks around the office and notices that his coworkers are beginning to show up for the workday. He stands up from his chair and heads for the boardroom, scanning the office as he walks. The blackmailer said that he “has eyes everywhere,” what could that mean? Who was in on this? He wonders.

Henry enters the boardroom and closes the door behind him. As soon as the door clicks, the phone on the center of the boardroom table begins to ring. Henry walks toward it hesitantly, wondering if he should pick it up.

He picks up the phone when he notices that the caller ID display once again reads, “No Caller ID,” And he knows who will be on the other end of the call.

“Good work. Now, keep following my instructions. Close all the blinds and lock the door. Then, wait.” The phone hangs up mere seconds after the person utters the final word. Henry 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.

Henry does as he is told and closes the blinds, leaving him in a room that nobody else can see into. He feels a jolt of fear shoot down his spine. He leans against the boardroom table and waits, watching the door- the only entrance to this room.

A few minutes later, Henry hears something. He watches as the lock on the door spins slowly. Someone was unlocking the door with a key. Very few people had keys to this boardroom, and he watched in anticipation as the lock clicks open.

Wide-eyed, Henry peers around the door as it opens slowly. The man walking through the door is his direct boss. Henry’s first thought is that his boss has this meeting room booked, and he quickly tries to come up with an explanation for why he is standing there in the locked boardroom alone.

"Peter, hi! Sorry, I was just taking a client call. I wanted a quiet room-" He begins weaving his tale when Peter interrupts him.

“Stop talking!” Peter demands aggressively.

As he hears this uncharacteristic command from his boss, he quickly realizes that his boss is, in fact, the blackmailer who has been calling him. Henry's legs feel unsteady as the realization hits him like a ton of bricks. He begins thinking about how his career is over, his life is over, and how bad he fucked up. It all begins to make sense- how the caller knew he was at his desk, how the caller knew everything about him.

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

Henry’s boss, Peter, does not respond. Peter simply locks the door behind him.

Henry knows that he has no choice but to follow Peter’s instructions, whatever they may be.

Peter begins removing the jacket of his suit. He drapes it over the back of one of the chairs near the door and stands next to it, wearing a shirt, vest, and tie. He puts his hands on his hips and stares Henry up and down. 

“Sit.” Peter demands of Henry, motioning toward a chair. He pulls it out from under the table and waits for Henry to sit down.

Peter circles the chair where Henry is sitting and stops directly behind it. Henry does not turn around to look at him and simply wonders what he is plotting to do next. Peter crouches down behind the couch, and Henry can feel his breath on the back of his neck. It sends shivers of fear down his spine. Never in a million years did Henry think that his boss would be capable of something like this. His boss was well-respected and looked up to, but he wasn’t cruel or evil by any means- at least Henry hadn’t thought so.

Peter pulls a small tube out of his pocket. He holds it out in front of him so that Henry can see it.

“Put this lipstick on, now!” Peter commands.

“What?” Henry says, flabbergasted.

“Do it.” Peter says dryly. Henry sighs and reluctantly takes the tube of lipstick from Peter.

“There, happy?” Henry says.

“Now, put on this eyeshadow,” Peter says without answering Henry’s question.

He pulls a small square compact out of his other pocket and hands it to Henry with a sly smile. Henry reluctantly takes it and awkwardly begins spreading the pink powder over his eyelids. He knows that he looks ridiculous, and he is trying to get this entire encounter over with as soon as possible.


CHAPTER TWO

“Why are you doing this?” Henry asks as he hands the eyeshadow palette back to his boss.

“It’s February 14th. You’re going to be my slutty little valentine,” Peter says. “Put on this dress,” He says, turning and reaching into a cupboard along the wall. He pulls out a little black dress and holds it up to show Henry. “You’re going to look so sexy in this,”

“This has to be some kind of joke!” Henry scoffs. He stares at Peter, who is not smiling, but seems insistent.

“I will give you a choice between two options. Either you dress up like my slutty valentine and do what I say, or I will call the police right now and have you arrested.” Peter stands in front of Henry and pulls his phone out of his pocket. He places his fingers on the number pad.

Henry is sitting in the chair, barely able to move. He can’t believe what he is seeing and hearing.

“Now, put it on. Hurry,” Peter raises his voice impatiently.

Henry begins removing his pants, loosens his tie, and unbuttons his shirt. He is angry and repulsed by Peter’s actions, but he knows he has no choice but to follow his directions.

“I hate your guts,” Henry whispers under his breath. 

“Oh wow, I like when you disrespect me like that!” Peter says, satisfied. The disgust that Henry is feeling seems to be turning his boss on.

Henry rips the dress out of Peter’s outstretched hand. He sighs dramatically, hoping to convey his displeasure to Peter.

Henry steps into the little black dress and pulls it up to his muscular legs. He slides it over his hips and lets it rest on his muscular chest. He stares at Peter, who has a look of excitement across his face.

“Wow, you look incredibly sexy!” Peter says. “Why don’t you spin around for me so that I can see your tight little ass in that dress?” He asks, and Henry knows that it is not a real question.

Henry spins around on the spot, and Peter exclaims as he takes in the sight of Henry's body in the tight dress.

“Yummy, I like what I see,” Peter says, stepping toward Henry.

Peter turns and takes a pair of handcuffs out of the same cupboard that he got the dress earlier.

“I am going to handcuff you now,” Peter says.

“What?” Henry asks, wondering if he heard incorrectly.

“I’m going to handcuff you and you’re going to do everything I say,” Peter repeats himself.

He takes one of Henry’s wrists in his hand and fastens one side of the handcuffs around it. He takes the other wrist and fastens the second handcuff, and Henry’s hands are secured behind his back.

The handcuffs suddenly make this experience feel a lot more real to Henry, as it is clear that his boss has been planning this for some time. Henry is unsure of what his motive is, and he just wants this day to end.

It is clear to Henry now that Peter is planning some kind of BDSM-filled sexual experience, and this was not at all what Henry had been expecting when he had gotten that first blackmail call. Henry has never done anything like this before, and he has never even considered doing anything sexual with another man. He is being put in an impossible position, and he hates his boss for it. This would never have been something he would have done by choice, with a woman or with a man.

Peter leans in even closer and inhales the scent of his slutty valentine. He leans in even further, and his lips meet Henry’s lipstick-covered lips. They kiss, and Peter wraps a hand around the small of Henry’s back, underneath his handcuffed wrists, and pulls him in closer.

Peter pulls away from the kiss abruptly and spins Henry around on the spot. He looks down at Henry’s tight ass, perfectly sculpted in the slutty dress. Peter moves toward Henry and presses his growing cock against Henry’s hand. He presses the thick bulge in his pants against Henry’s hand and holds it there as his cock continues growing thicker in response.

“Get on the table!” Peter commands into Henry’s ear from behind him.

Henry doesn’t respond, resigned to the fact that he has no choice in the matter. He leans into the table so that he is sitting on top of it and slides his body awkwardly onto the tabletop. He finds it hard to maneuver himself with his hands handcuffed behind his back.

Peter pushes Henry into the table, speeding up the process.

“Lie face-down,” Peter says. Henry rolls over and lies face-down, the cold, hard tabletop against his cheek.

Peter climbs onto the table behind Henry. He drops his pants to the floor and leans forward, pressing his body against Henry’s. He grabs the little black dress on either side of Henry’s thighs and slides it up, exposing his ass.

He leans down and begins moving his tongue around Henry’s ass.

Henry jumps, shocked that Peter is touching him there, and he gasps in surprise and shock.

“What are you doing?” Henry snaps at him.

“You agreed to do everything I say, right?” Peter asks.

Henry thinks silently for a second, and then he turns back to the table, a silent agreement. He slowly nods his head, telling Peter to proceed.

With one hand, Peter begins stroking his own hard cock.

He puts his face to Henry’s ass and begins licking it in circles, gradually increasing the pressure and speed.

Henry can hear Peter making sounds of pleasure as he begins sliding his tongue between his ass cheeks and moving it back and forth. Henry cannot deny that it feels good, but he hates that he is being blackmailed into this.

Peter moves his tongue around Henry’s ass, and he starts to insert his tongue gently. Henry moans loudly in response as Peter’s gentle touch makes intense arousal flood his body.

As Peter licks and sucks, he starts moving his tongue in faster circles, and he places a hand under Henry's body, between his legs. He finds Henry's cock, which is rock-hard. He begins stroking it gently as he eats his ass.

Henry begins moaning even louder, and it echoes in the expansive boardroom.

Peter pulls his face away from Henry’s ass and replaces it with two of his fingers. Henry tenses his body, as this is yet another new sensation, but he quickly realizes that the faster he gets this over with, the faster he can leave.

Peter puts his fingers inside of Henry’s ass lightly and begins moving them around in slow movements. Henry is surprised at how good it feels. He begins moaning in response instinctively, even shocking himself.

“Yeah? I bet you like that you little slut,” Peter says.

He is confident despite forcing Henry to be there, and he seems to be having the time of his life.

Peter begins moving his lubricated fingers around Henry's ass slowly, and he begins sliding them in and out gently.

Henry has never experienced this type of pleasure before, but he likes how it feels, and he tries to imagine that Peter is a hot girl instead of his old boss. He imagines one of the many women that he has slept with in the past, and he tries to let himself absorb the pleasure as if he had chosen it.

With one finger inside, Peter begins to insert another finger, and Henry’s pleasure suddenly increases exponentially. He puts one more finger inside, and Henry cannot help but let out the loudest moans he had ever made, alone or with a woman.

He cannot control himself, and he begins crying out in pleasure as Peter works his way around Henry’s tight, virgin ass.

Henry’s pleasure begins building to such a high level that he feels as though he wants to come already.

Just when he feels like he could reach orgasm, Peter stops what he is doing. Embedded in his daydream of a beautiful woman, Henry almost finds himself feeling disappointed.

Peter rolls Henry over and pulls him off of the table. Henry puts his feet on the floor, and his giant cock sticks out in front of him, enticing Peter.

Peter lowers himself to his knees in front of Henry and immediately gets to work.

He begins blowing Henry with passion and vigor. With one hand, he grasps his own cock again and starts moving his hand along his thick shaft. He moves it in tandem with the rhythm of his mouth on Henry’s cock.

Henry moans and throws his head back in pleasure. Even though he doesn’t want to be in this situation in the first place, he can’t deny that the pleasure is incredible and that Peter knows how to work his cock.

Suddenly, Henry reaches climax, and he begins emptying himself into the back of Peter’s throat, his moans making Peter even harder than before.

As Henry spills his last drops into Peter’s mouth, he swallows it all in a single gulp.

Peter stands up and stares Henry in the eyes, demonstrating his empty mouth. He licks his lips and winks at Henry. He takes a step forward so that his body is close to Henry’s, and he begins moving his hands along Henry’s body.

“Come with me,” Peter whispers seductively.

“Come with you? Where?” Henry asks, afraid of the answer.

“We’re going on a little walk,” Peter says.

“I’m not going anywhere dressed like this! Come on, I’ve already done everything you’ve asked of me. Let’s call it a day,” Henry pleads.

“Mmm, no.” Peter says, after pretending to think for a quick second. “Now come, and hurry up!” Peter says, his demeanor suddenly changing from excited to dominating and demanding. “Let’s go, we’re going to my office, and we’re going to take the long way around, I want to show off my sexy valentine!” Peter says, winking at Henry.

Peter pulls the dress down over Henry’s hips, covering his now limp dick. He takes a final look and nods with satisfaction before turning toward the exit door.

Henry rolls his eyes and follows Peter. He is shocked at the turn that this encounter has taken and does not want to agree, but he knows that he will be arrested if his boss exposes him.

Peter unlocks the door to the boardroom and steps out into the office. The desks are starting to fill with people, just as Peter had planned.

Peter looks back at Henry and nods his head forward, toward the office.

"Are you ready, my valentine?" Peter says smugly.

Henry doesn't respond; he simply takes a few slow steps forward toward the door. As he begins the walk from the boardroom to his boss’s office, it feels like the longest journey that he has ever made. He looks down at his bare legs and the short, tight dress that barely covers his large cock. He keeps his eyes down as he walks through the narrow corridors between the endless rows of desks.

Henry begins to hear whistles and the sounds of hoots and hollers as he walks behind Peter. He glances up briefly and notices that all of his coworkers have turned their chairs around and that some are even standing up, clapping, and whistling at him.

As they approach the door to Peter’s office, the walk finally ends, and Henry cannot get inside fast enough. Peter takes out his keys and unlocks the door slowly. He steps inside, taking his time, and Henry silently wills him to hurry up.

As he rushes into Peter’s office behind his boss, he feels a firm hand make contact with his tight ass. It fills the office with the loud sound of a “smack.” He hears laughs roar throughout the office behind him, and he refuses to turn around. He knows that one of his coworkers just slapped him on the ass, and he doesn’t even want to know who it was.

“Someone likes what they see!” Peter says with a laugh. Henry sees Peter reach out to high-five someone, and the sound it makes reverberates in his ears.

Finally, Henry steps into Peter's office and closes the door behind him as quickly as he can. Once inside, he breathes a sigh of relief, but almost immediately, he realizes that there is more to come.


CHAPTER THREE

Henry knows exactly what Peter wants next, and his suspicions are solidified when he sees that Peter is looking at him with sheer desire and anticipation.

Peter steps toward Henry and starts massaging his body with his hands, with his lips, and with his tongue. Henry’s body spasms under his touch, and he wishes that he could control the physical reaction his body is having to this attention. He wants to stop his cock from getting hard, to stop his nipples from tightening, and stop his breath from shortening as Peter's tongue slides along his bare skin.

Peter pulls away, and his eyes linger on Henry's body as he steps away.

Henry watches as Peter walks around his desk and takes a seat in his chair. He slides a drawer open and reaches in, but Henry cannot yet see what he is reaching for.

It is not until Henry sees Peter holding a leather whip that he knows exactly what kind of kink Peter has. He puts the whip on his desk and reaches into the drawer for something else. He pulls out an eye mask and stands up.

He walks up to Henry, who is still standing next to the locked office door. He hands the pink, bedazzled feathered eye mask to Henry and holds his gaze.

Henry knows what he is supposed to do with it. He lifts it to his head hesitantly and fastens it around his head. He pulls it down over his eyes slowly, staring at Peter until his eyes are fully covered.

“Perfect. Now, you will continue to follow my rules, just like you have been doing. Then, I won’t have to punish you,” Peter says to him, getting horny all over again. He reaches down and grabs his cock, encouraging it to harden again. He needs to get off finally; after eating Henry’s ass and swallowing his come, he is ready for his own orgasm.

Peter takes the whip off of his desk and turns back to Henry, who is standing near the door, blindfolded.

Peter begins to take off his pants and tosses them off to the side of the room as quickly as he can. Then, he begins unbuttoning his shirt. When he is fully naked, he finds the key for Henry’s handcuffs and unclasps them. He frees Henry, who immediately pulls his hands from behind his back and shakes them out.

Peter takes one of Henry’s hands and puts it on his boner. Henry is surprised at first, but he settles when he realizes what is happening, and he wraps his hand around Peter’s cock. It is surprisingly thick, and it is rock-hard. The feeling of such a large cock in his hand makes Henry feel aroused, and he is shocked at himself.

Peter is giddy, and Henry thinks that he is having too much fun with something that is so wrong.

Peter takes Henry by the hand and guides him to the desk. He stands behind him and bends him over his desk. He plants one hand on his back and holds his body against the desk. With the other, he spanks Henry’s ass with the whip.

The sound of the leather making contact with Henry’s ass echoes in the small office, and Peter does it again and again. Each time Peter spanks him, Henry begins to exclaim with a combination of pain and pleasure. Each time he spanks Henry, Peter’s cock gets harder.

Peter presses into Henry’s body, pressing it over the desk. While stroking his cock with one hand, the other lifts Henry’s dress to expose his bare ass. With his raging boner in hand, Peter teases Henry’s ass with the tip of his hard cock.

He thrusts his hips forward and enters Henry’s ass with his hard and eager cock. Henry writhes around on the desk as Peter presses his thick, hard cock into him even deeper.

Henry can tell that Peter has been planning this for a long time, and he wonders if that plan had always involved him or if he is just the unlucky one. Peter acts as though he has choreographed the entire sexual encounter in his mind. Maybe he fantasizes about it? Henry thinks.

Peter thrusts himself into Henry’s ass with lust and desire, and he grunts with each thrust.

Henry feels Peter's cock push deeper into him, and it feels undeniably incredible. No matter how embarrassed he feels at being dressed like a slutty valentine, he cannot ignore the pleasure, and he begins to moan as Peter fucks him.

Peter loves being in charge of his pleasure and of Henry’s pleasure, and he is growing closer to climax by the second. Peter spanks Henry with the whip as hard as he can, and it leaves a red mark on his ass. Seeing this, Peter grows even more aroused.

Peter presses him into the desk in front of them with one hand, holding him in place firmer than before. He begins thrusting in and out of his ass quicker and quicker until they are both moaning so loudly that there is no doubt everyone in the office can hear them.

“Oh, you’re so sexy my valentine!” Peter cries out in what sounds like both a grunt and moans at the same time.

Peter’s hand finds the whip again, and he winds up before spanking him, the loudest and hardest spank yet.

“Lie down on your back,” Peter demands.

Since Henry is blindfolded, he moves slowly, but Peter hurries him by pushing him onto the desk. He climbs onto the desk with Henry, but he positions his cock directly over Henry’s mouth, and his own mouth is directly over Henry’s cock.

With the blindfold obstructing his visual sense, Henry has no idea what is coming next, and that is just how Peter likes it.

Peter lowers his head between Henry’s legs and begins sucking on his balls. Never having been with a man before, this is a new sensation for Henry. Peter’s mouth is larger than any woman that Henry has been with, and the rough sensation of his skin on Henry’s balls gives him a new kind of pleasure.

Peter then lowers his hips so that he can slide his giant cock into Henry’s mouth. It fills Henry’s mouth in a matter of seconds, and he nearly chokes on it before he can realize what is happening. He feels Peter's cock touch the back of his throat, and he gags on it. Peter pulls his cock out of Henry's mouth and then slides it in again, more gently this time.

Henry catches on and begins sucking Peter’s cock, pulling it into his mouth and sliding his tongue along the shaft each time.

With one hand, Peter squeezes Henry’s balls and sends a pleasurable tingle throughout his entire body. Then, he takes Henry’s cock into his mouth, returning the favor.

As Peter pleases him with his mouth, he also stimulates his sensitive balls with his hand. Henry moans and grunts in pleasure as the new sensations make him hornier than he ever thought he would be from 69-ing with a man.

Peter sucks on his cock, tightening his lips around it while holding his balls in one hand. Peter loves the feeling of Henry’s small mouth gagging on his massive cock. The more Henry moans, the better it feels, so he begins squeezing his balls harder.

He cannot last another second, and Peter begins to explode into Henry’s mouth. He quickly fills it, and he can hear Henry gagging on his come, which makes him come even harder. Knowing that Henry is blindfolded makes the sensations even better.

Peter climbs off of the table and sits beside Henry. Henry is still blindfolded, and he lies on the table, waiting for further instructions. When Peter collects himself, he pulls the blindfold off of Henry's eyes.

Henry looks around the room and waits for his eyes to adjust to the light. He licks his lips and then wipes his mouth with the blindfold. There are remnants to Peter's come on his face, and seeing it makes Peter aroused.

Peter climbs off of the desk and leans over it. His bare ass is perky and waiting.

“Fuck me,” He says to Henry.

Henry cannot believe what he is hearing. Peter cannot be serious. His boss wants him to fuck him in the ass? Henry tries to think of strategies to get him out of this situation, but he knows that there are no strategies to save him from this.

“Is there a safe word?” Henry asks.

“You’re doing what I say, we don’t need one,” Peter says.

“Now, fuck me,” Peter says, growing impatient.

Henry grabs onto Peter’s hips and pulls them toward him so that his bare ass is close enough for Henry to slide his cock into it.

“Wait!” Peter says, and he reaches over his desk. He takes a condom from somewhere behind his desk and hands it to Henry. “You probably want to use this, don’t you?” He asks, and Henry shrugs. He grabs the condom and rips it open with his teeth. He slides it onto his cock and takes a deep breath. He positions Peter so that his body is in the best position, hoping to minimize pain and maximize speed. He bends him over the table until Peter’s chin is touching the table.

“Hold on!” Peter says, stopping him again. He takes a small bottle from behind his computer monitor. “You might want this too,” He says, handing the bottle of lube to Henry.

Henry takes the bottle from Peter and squirts some lube onto his hand. He rubs his hand along his boner, making sure that he covers it entirely, and he begins nervously toying with the outside of Peter’s ass.

Henry examines Peter’s ass, and it looks as if it is welcoming him. He does not want to be in this position, but he knows that he needs to start so that he can finish as quickly as possible.

Henry slides his boner into Peter’s ass, letting out a groan as he did. He can hear Peter’s moans above his own, and he seems like he is experiencing pure ecstasy. Even though Henry isn’t in this position by choice, the feeling of his cock sliding into a tight ass feels incredible, and he finds himself getting lost in his sensations.

Henry feels so good that he almost comes after only a few thrusts, and he tries his hardest to hold out until Peter comes, hoping that this will be the last sexual favor that he must do for him.

The more he moves in and out of Peter, the closer he comes to an explosion. He can feel the twitch in his cock as his orgasm builds and builds, and it finally releases; he comes exploding and filling the condom.

With his cock still inside of Peter, Henry reaches around his body and strokes his cock with intention, trying to get him to reach orgasm as soon as possible.

Peter stands and turns to face Henry.

“Wow, you’re a natural,” Peter says, in awe of his skills. “Now, it’s my turn. Put the blindfold back on!” Peter says, taking it from the desk and handing it to Henry.

Henry glances at it, noticing the come stain on it from earlier that morning. He takes it and pulls it over his eyes.

“Good. Get on the floor,” Peter commands.

By now, Henry knows that there is no use in fighting it, so he gets on the ground immediately. He lies on his back on the carpet and waits, his eyes covered.

“Spread your legs for me,” Peter says.

Henry spreads his legs, and Peter moves them to the side with his hands. He spreads his legs as far as he can with his hands and begins stroking his cock as he sucks on the sensitive skin of Henry’s neck. Peter begins to moan in Henry’s ear as he gives him a deep and long hickey. He is placing his mark on his valentine because he wants everyone to know that Henry is his property.

Peter lifts them so that they are on his shoulders. Peter takes the lube off of the desk and squeezes some onto his hand. He rubs it around on his hand, and it makes a highly erotic sound. Henry's senses are heightened since his eyes are covered, and the sound of the lube turns him on.

Peter is already rock hard, still waiting to come after Henry fucked him, and he is becoming more turned on by the second.

Peter slides his lubricated cock into Henry’s ass with his legs firmly planted on his shoulders. He makes a few deep thrusts right off the bat, and Henry gasps as he feels Peter’s cock fill him up.

Peter pulls out of him and teases the outside of Henry's ass with the tip of his cock. Henry gasps as this new feeling make his body wonder what will happen next.

Peter stops teasing Henry and pulls out of him.

“Wait here, don’t move,” He commands.

Peter runs behind his desk and pulls something out of his mini-fridge. Henry can hear the familiar sound of the open and close of a fridge, and he wonders what could be coming next.

He runs back to where Henry is lying on the floor with a can of whipped cream. He begins to shake it, and Henry thinks he knows what Peter is doing.

Peter puts a small amount of whip cream on his index finger and puts it to Henry’s collar bone.  He leans down and licks the whipped cream off of Henry’s bare skin seductively.

Then, Peter takes the can and sprays the whipped cream onto Henry’s stiff cock. He spreads it around with his hand, from the tip all the way down his shaft. Using his fingers, he also spreads some on Henry’s balls. It feels cold, and it makes Henry's balls shrink.

Peter leans down and begins to lick the whipped cream off of his cock. Then, he moves onto Henry’s balls, and he begins to lick his way up to Henry's balls, all the way to the base of his shaft, to the tip.

Once Henry’s cock is completely clean, Peter rolls Henry over onto his stomach. He takes the can of whipped cream and sprays it all over Henry’s ass.

Peter loves exerting domination over anyone but being able to exert domination over one of his employees turns him on like nothing else.

Peter begins to lick the whipped cream off of Henry’s ass. As he moves closer to his asshole, Peter can taste the delicious flavor of the lube that he gave to Henry earlier. He licks every last drop of whipped cream from Henry’s tight ass, and it tastes amazing. He spends extra time between Henry’s ass cheeks and moves his tongue along it in slow and deliberate strokes. Henry lies face down on the carpet and lets Peter do whatever he wishes with his body.

Spent from an entire morning of having his way with his valentine, Peter lays on the floor next to Henry. He lies on the floor for a second, catching his breath and letting the blood flow reach his brain again.

Henry removes the blindfold from his eyes and looks at Peter questioningly. He tosses it to the side and begins to stand. To his surprise, Peter does not object. Henry is elated that this morning with his boss is finally over, and he begins searching around the room for his clothes.

“If you’re looking for your pants, they’re in the boardroom,” Peter says dryly.

Henry stops in his tracks. He cannot believe what he is hearing. How can he return to the boardroom wearing this? There is no way.

“Would you mind grabbing my clothes for me?” He asks Peter.

“You’re my valentine, I’m the one who gives you orders,” Peter says without looking at Henry.

Henry sits in Peter’s desk chair, refusing to cross the office again with this slutty dress on.

“Go get your clothes and get out of my office,” Peter says.

Henry doesn’t move. He has done everything that Peter asked him to, and now he is in control of himself again.

“No,” Henry says.

Peter sits up and stares and Henry.

“You’re doing what I say, and you are my sissy today. Now, get out of my office,” Peter demands with more intensity.

“We’re done here,” Henry says. “So, I don’t need to do what you tell me anymore,” He says.

“I will get your clothes on one condition,” Peter stares at Henry, waiting.

“Deal!” Henry says, too quickly.

“You will come home with me after work and be my sissy valentine all night,” Peter smiles at Henry, and he stands up. He begins getting his clothes back on, preparing to visit the boardroom.

Henry simply stands in the office and ponders the decision that he must make. His time is running out, as Peter is almost dressed. Peter begins tying his tie and making himself presentable to the office outside the door.

Henry is scared, and he doesn’t know what to do. He stands, frozen in time. Before he can make a decision, Peter unlocks his office door and opens the door to the trading floor. As the door opens, Henry can hear the loud sounds of the hustling and bustling stockbrokers on the floor, and he knows that he cannot bear to face them in this mini dress again. The first time was horrifying enough, and he knows that if he did so a second time, he would never be able to show his face at work again.

He remains quiet as Peter steps onto the trading floor and starts walking toward the boardroom. Henry flops down into the chair and closes his eyes, feeling completely defeated. He must do all of this again later tonight, and he doesn’t know how he can spend that much time alone with his boss, let alone follow all of his instructions.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

While on his way home from work on a Wednesday evening, Vince thought about how he wanted to spend the rest of his day. He usually had to work late on Wednesdays, taking clients to dinner or something of the sort, but on this particular Wednesday, his schedule was free, and he was heading home much earlier than usual.

As he drove through the streets, he thought about how nice it would feel to walk through the door, take off his dress shoes, slump down on the couch, crack open a beer and sit next to his wife on the couch to watch some television, like they enjoyed doing on weeknights.

He wondered if his wife would be waiting for him with dinner, happy that he was coming home early. He wondered if she would have made his favorite dessert to celebrate. He wondered if she may even greet him with a kiss at the front door.

He caught himself smiling as he let his mind wander to daydreams about the evening that awaited him. Of course, he would love if the night ended with sex, but he knew that he would wait for Helen to initiate since she was often too stressed or too self-conscious to have sex with him these days.

Twenty minutes later, Vince pulled into his driveway. He took a deep breath and collected his belongings before climbing out of the car and making his way inside. He opened the unlocked door and walked inside.

When he entered the house, he didn’t see Helen in the kitchen or the living room, and he wondered if she was in the backyard, tending to her garden. Vince dropped his coat on the bench by the front door and took off his shoes, and then headed for his bedroom to change, looking for Helen along the way. As he walked toward the bedroom, he checked each room of the house for his wife. He figured he would look out their bedroom window to see if Helen was in the backyard while he changed out of his work clothes.

Vince found it a little odd that she was not sitting in the kitchen waiting for him, and he began to feel a little worried about her whereabouts, but he tried to calm himself, figuring that he was just paranoid.

As he approached their bedroom, Vince began to hear the sounds of sheets rustling and the familiar sound of their bed creaking. Vince was relieved to hear sounds, as this meant that Helen was home. Maybe she was taking a nap, he thought, though it was unlike her.

He kept walking and reached his arm out to turn the door handle. He pushed it open and stepped into the bedroom. His cheerful smile quickly turned to confusion and disbelief.

Suddenly, he was shocked. He stood, frozen in the doorway, and could not believe what was happening before his eyes.

In front of him on their bed, he saw Helen kneeling, naked. He also saw a man, a man whom he had never seen before. The man was kneeling behind Helen, and he was also completely naked. The man was holding Helen by the hips, and he was thrusting himself into her repeatedly from behind. Vince stared in awe, and his eyes wandered from the two of them down to the floor, where there were clothes strewn across it. It appeared as though they had been ripped off in a fury.

As Vince pushed the door open, the hinges creaked, and both the man and Helen turned to look. When Helen saw Vince standing there, she and the man both froze. Helen stared at Vince in shock. The man was still inside of her, and his hands rested on her hips.

The three of them were frozen in time, staring at each other, none of them choosing to move. Vince was shocked that Helen was having sex, let alone in a position that wasn’t Missionary! He wasn’t sure whether to feel impressed or hurt. He felt a mix of both, and rage began to bubble up in his chest.

“Vince…” Helen finally said. “I- I’m sorry,” She said, climbing off of the man’s cock and wrapping a blanket around herself.

The man turned away from Vince and sat on the edge of the bed, facing the opposite wall. “What a coward,” Vince thought to himself.

“What the fuck Helen?” Vince said, enraged.

“I’m sorry, please let me explain,” She began.

“There’s nothing you can say to change this,” Vince said.

The man turned around to look at them, his body still facing the wall.

“And who the fuck are you?” Vince spat at the man.

“I’m Tony,” The man said nervously, obviously feeling awkward about the situation that they were all in.

“Vince, come on, let’s go talk,” Helen said.

“Be gone by the time I come back, we’re getting a divorce,” Vince said.

"Vince…" Helen began, but Vince ignored her and walked out of the bedroom, out of the door, and got into his car. He revved the engine a few times before pulling out of the driveway and peeling down the street.

-          -

It had been just a few months shy of a year since Vince walked in on his wife cheating on him with another man. He still lived in the same house, but Helen was gone.

Vince was hopelessly single, and he was so horny since it had been over a year since he had touched a woman. Helen had kept their sex life to a minimum, and it had been nonexistent for the few months before their divorce. Now, Vince knew why.

It was Vince alone with porn and his hand every night, and he longed for the touch of a woman on his cock. He was still angry that Helen had cheated on him, and he wanted to forget about her by finding another woman to sleep with. So far, though, he had no luck.


Vince had done a great job of ignoring his ex-wife, though she had tried to reach out to him several times. Eventually, the calls had stopped, and Vince had even heard through a mutual friend that she had remarried already. This came as no surprise to Vince since he now knew what his slutty ex-wife was capable of.

Unfortunately, though, the time came when Vince had to pick up some of his belongings from his wife's new house. She had taken them with her when she moved out, and she had left a voicemail on his phone telling him that if he didn’t pick them up by the end of the week, she was going to toss them in the garbage.

While Vince hated having his hand forced, he didn’t want to see those belongings go to waste, and he wanted to show her that he wasn’t afraid to face her.

A few days later, on Friday afternoon, Vince was on his way to his ex-wife’s new house on his way home from work. He finished early and decided to get the awkward encounter over with before going home to settle into his favorite chair and drink beers until two in the morning.

He had typed the address into his GPS, and the screen showed him that he was only two minutes away.

When he arrived at the address, he decided to park on the street, thinking that it would allow for a quick exit if need be.

He knocked on the front door, and it opened a second later, but much to Vince's surprise, it was a man at the door. The man was tall and built, and he appeared to be about twenty years younger than Vince, making him twenty years younger than Helen as well. Vince chuckled under his breath at this realization.

“Hi, is Helen around?” Vince asked as casually as possible, trying to hide his nerves.

“She’s not home, but feel free to come inside,” The man said.

“Oh no, that’s okay. I’m just here to pick up some things. I’m not sure if she told you, I’m assuming you’re the husband?” Vince asked.

“That would be me! I’m Phil,” The man was oddly cheerful. “And you’re the ex?” He asked back.

“Vince. Anyways, if you wouldn’t mind, I’ll just get the boxes and then I’ll be on my way,”

“Nonsense, come in and have a drink first, then I’ll get you your things,” Phil said, ushering Vince into his house.

This situation was odd, to say the least, but he figured he would entertain it since he was already here, and he wondered if he could get some dirt on his wife since he wasn't above being petty at this stage in their divorce.


CHAPTER TWO

Vince took a seat in the living room while Phil ducked into the kitchen to fetch them two beers. As he waited, Vince looked around their living room. He saw wedding photos and a style of décor that Phil certainly had no hand in. Their wedding photos were cringey at best, as they looked like they were taken in Las Vegas. Vince laughed as he remarked this to himself. 

Phil emerged from the kitchen with two beers and a small bowl of nuts, and he began trying to make small talk. Chatting with his ex-wife’s new husband was not how Vince had seen this day turning out. 

Phil asked him about his work and made simple small talk about the weather and so on, but after a few minutes, Vince realized that Phil had not asked him to stay for a beer just to chit-chat. 

It began casually, but Phil quickly transitioned to topics that Vince was not comfortable discussing with someone whom he barely knew- let alone his ex-wife’s new husband. 


Phil began sharing information with Vince that only his ex-wife would know about him. 

"So, I heard that you quite enjoy anal play," Phil said with a smile, looking at Vince as he took a sip of his beer. Vince was taken aback. He had never shared this with anyone other than his wife, and it had been something that they explored together many years ago. Vince wasn't sure how to respond. 

“Umm,” He said. 

"Oh, don't worry! Your secret is safe with me!" Phil said, winking at Vince. Vince shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "I'll let you in on a little secret of my own…." Phil leaned in toward Vince. "I like anal play too," He whispered. 

Vince awkwardly sipped his beer and glanced at the door. 

“Come on, relax man! We’re just two guys enjoying a drink on a Friday afternoon!” He was oddly casual and personal, and Vince had only been there for less than fifteen minutes. 

Vince was a very private person, and he wasn’t the type to share much information about himself with others. His wife knew this about him, so Vince couldn’t help but feel hurt that she had shared this intimate detail about his life- his sex life. Vince was shocked that this secret information was now being spread by her new husband, and Vince began to wonder who else knew about this and what else she may have told him. 

Just when he thought it couldn’t get any more awkward and uncomfortable, Phil brought up something else that Vince had thought nobody, but he and his ex-wife knew. 

“She also told me all about your past,” Vince said, looking up from his drink. 

“My past?” Vince said, hoping that this wasn’t going where he suspected it was going. 

“Yes, your past. Your criminal activity and your lucky break,” Phil seemed to find this entertaining, and it made Vince bubble with anger. 

Vince knew exactly what he was talking about. About six years prior, he had a run-in with a group of people that led him down a path he was not proud of. After several months of criminal activity that made him some money, Vince had finally broken down and told his wife what he was doing. She had been angry, but she helped him get out of the mess he was in, and luckily, he stayed away from the law. He was lucky to get out of it relatively unscathed, and he knew that some of those people were now in jail- that was the lucky break that Phil was talking about. 

Vince glared across the coffee table at Phil, wondering where this was going. Why was he bringing this up? What was he trying to instigate? 

Vince put his beer down on the table and stood up. 

“I’m going to get going, tell Helen she can keep her shit, I don’t need it,” Vince was clearly angry, and he silently thanked himself for parking on the street. He turned toward the front door. 

“Wait!” Phil called, standing up. “I’m not finished,” He said. 

“I’m not interested in whatever it is you’re trying to do here,” Vince said without stopping or turning around. 

“Hear me out,” Phil said. Vince stopped and turned around. 

“Why are you doing this? Why are you telling me this and why did you want me to stay for a beer in the first place? What is going on here? Is Helen in on this?” All of Vince’s questions came flooding out at once. 

“Sit,” Phil said. 

Vince took a deep breath and crossed his arms over his chest. He didn’t move. 


“Alright fine, don’t sit, but listen,” Phil said. “Now. I want you to dress up like a slutty woman and serve me,” Phil said.

“What?” Vince asked.

“You have no choice here, Vince. It’s in your best interest. I want something from you, and you need to give me incentive to keep my mouth shut. You don’t want me to have to call the police, do you?”

Vince was being blackmailed, and he couldn't believe it. He should have known that this man was up to no good; he should have never agreed to stay for a beer, he thought.

“Now, as I was saying. I want you to dress up like my slutty maid and clean the house for me. Then, I’ll reward you and make it worth your while,” Phil said, stepping toward Vince seductively.

Vince did not move. He did not respond. He refused to make eye contact with Phil. He cursed Helen under his breath and suddenly found himself regretting every conversation he had had with her and all of their years of marriage.

“Come with me,” Phil said.

Vince followed sheepishly as Phil led him down the hall toward the master bedroom. They walked through the bedroom and into the en-suite. Phil opened a drawer and began rummaging through what appeared to Vince to be a bag full of makeup.

Phil took out a tube of lipstick and a brick of eyeshadow and looked up at Vince, smiling.

“Take a seat,” He said to Vince. Vince sat down on a small stool at the vanity and looked into the mirror at himself, questioning every decision that led him there. “Close your eyes,” Phil whispered.

He took a brush out of the drawer and dipped it into the pink eyeshadow powder. Vince closed his eyes as the brush approached his lids. He felt the smooth bristles sliding along his eyelids, and he clenched his jaw in rage.

When Phil finished the eyeshadow, Vince opened his eyes and looked in the mirror. Ridiculous, he thought.

“Purse your lips,” Phil ordered.

Vince had never worn makeup, and he didn't know how to purse his lips. Phil laughed as he spread the red lipstick across Vince's lips, and it made Vince even angrier.

“You look beautiful,” Phil said, admiring his artistic prowess. “Now, onto the next step,” Phil said, leaving the bathroom and walking into the large walk-in closet. He flipped through a rack of clothes and settled on a short black dress with white, frilly accents.

"This is the one," Phil said as if he had just chosen that dress. Vince knew that he had been planning this, so he wasn't buying the act.

Phil was making him dress up like a sexy maid, and that dress said it all.

“Put this on,” Phil said. “I’ll wait.”

Vince unbuttoned his pants and dropped them to the floor. He unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it onto a chair in the corner. He left his socks on and stepped into the dress. It was tight, and he wasn’t sure if it would fit him, but he pulled it on, just wanting to get this over with. He hoped that all he would need to do was shake his ass and dust some shelves, and then he could go home.

“Perfect!” Phil exclaimed. “We’ll start in the bathroom, I need you to scrub the bathtub for me, it needs to be sparkling clean,” Phil smiled slyly.

Vince walked into the bathroom and got on his knees next to the giant, clawfoot tub. Phil handed him a sponge, some rubber gloves, and a cleaning spray. Then, he took a seat on the bathroom countertop and watched.

Vince sprayed the bathtub and began rubbing the sponge along it halfheartedly. Phil watched him scrub for ten minutes, and then he jumped off of the counter.

He approached Vince from behind and lifted the dress, exposing Vince’s briefs.

“Let me see how good your ass looks in that dress, my slutty little slave!” He pulled Vince’s briefs down to expose his ass and spanked it. The sound of the slap filled the bathroom and echoed. Vince was humiliated.

After he finished with the bathroom, Phil had Vince perform several more tasks around the house like fluffing the couch cushions, dusting the house, and making the beds, and he watched Vince perform each of these tasks with a seductive, horny look on his face. He was clearly enjoying every second of it.

As Vince made the bed in the guest bedroom, Phil stood in the doorway watching him. He was bent over the bed, and his ass, now covered by his briefs and the maid dress, was shaking as he adjusted the sheets around the mattress and placed the pillows on the bed.

“Mmm, you’re so hot my sexy maid, I might just have to bend you over right here and now!” Phil said. He reached a hand into his pants and began touching himself.

Vince turned around and looked at him, shocked. He couldn’t believe that Phil was touching himself while watching him clean the house. He rolled his eyes and kept making the bed.

“Oh yeah,” Phil whispered as he touched himself. He leaned against the dresser and began stroking his cock. He bit his lip as he pleased himself, watching Vince the entire time.

Phil pleased himself, and when the pleasure became too great, he couldn’t wait any longer. He approached Vince from behind as Vince put the finishing touches on the guest bed.

Phil unzipped his pants just enough to take his fat, rock-hard cock out of them. It was already hard since he had been touching himself for the past ten minutes, and Phil clearly wanted him then and there.

Vince had not been expecting it, and he didn't know how to feel. He knew that he didn't have a choice in the matter, and all he could think about was how he hoped that Helen was not going to walk in on them.

Phil grabbed Vince by the hips and pressed his body into Vince’s from behind. He wanted Vince to feel how large he was. He wanted to tease him and make him horny.

Phil pressed his boner into Vince’s lower back and shifted his weight around. The tight muscles of Vince’s back made Phil’s cock feel so good. He moaned into Vince’s ear.

Vince stood still, letting Phil have his way, wondering what he was going to do next. By the sounds of it, Phil wasn’t going to last long, and Vince hoped that was the case.

Phil began moaning louder, and Vince wondered if he was going to come just from dry humping alone. The thought of that made Vince chuckle silently.

Phil, however, had other plans. He pulled the dress over Vince's ass and exposed his briefs. He pulled them down, exposing Vince's bare ass, and bent him forward onto the bed. He pressed his hand into Vince's back and put his weight into it, holding him against the bed. His briefs were removed just enough to expose his ass hole, but his cock was still hidden.

Phil took his cock in hand and guided it toward Vince’s ass. With speed and force, he thrust himself forward into Vince’s ass.

Vince moaned instinctively as Phil entered him. He had not felt that familiar, incredible sensation in a long time, and it was unfortunately blissful, given the situation.

Phil's mature cock plunged into him, and he maintained a tight grip on his hips as he fucked him. The feeling of his tight grip and his weight pressing Vince into the bed made him undeniably horny, and Vince hated that.

Phil placed a hand on Vince's shoulder and pulled him to a standing position. He reached around his body and lifted the dress at the front. He slid a hand into his briefs and was happy to find that Vince already had a boner.

“That’s what I like to see,” Phil moaned into Vince’s ear from behind. He nibbled on his earlobe as he thrust in and out, and he began stroking Vince’s cock under his briefs.

Phil began fucking him harder and faster, and he stroked his cock with more speed as he did so.

Vince looked down and watched as Phil gave him a handjob, and he moaned as the pleasure-filled his body, both from the front and the back.

That was all it took for Vince to find sexual relief after being sexually frustrated and abstinent for so long. He began moaning uncontrollably and felt his cock tremble. Phil felt it too, and he began stroking Vince’s cock faster and faster, encouraging him to come.

“Come for me my sexy maid,” Phil grunted in his ear. He thrust into him faster as he stroked with speed.

Vince moaned one final time, and he came all over the guest bed that he had just finished making. Phil grunted as he watched Vince explode all over his hand and the bed.

He let go of Vince's cock, and Vince fell forward onto the bed in front of him, into his pool of come.

Phil was panting, and he was satisfied. Before he could get blue balls, he wanted to move onto the next step of his plan.

"It looks like we're going to have to get you cleaned up." He said, "Let's go," Phil turned and walked into the bathroom. Vince remained on the bed, and he could hear Phil turn on the shower.

He gathered the strength and got up to continue this unexpected and undesired adventure with his ex-wife’s new husband.


CHAPTER THREE

Vince walked into the bathroom to find that Phil was already in the shower. It was a large, stand-up shower, and the steam was filling the bathroom.

“Hurry up and get in here,” Phil said.

Vince could see that he was stroking his cock, keeping his boner alive. Vince ripped off the maid dress, pulled off his socks and briefs, and stepped into the shower with Phil.

He let the water run over his body, and he closed his eyes. He tried to imagine that he was anywhere else, with anyone else. It was almost working until Phil spoke again, snapping him out of it.

“I’m not done with you yet!” Phil said.

Phil grabbed onto Vince’s hips and turned his around so that his back was facing him and Vince planted his hands on the shower wall in front of him. Phil put one hand on Vince’s shoulder and pushed his body forward so that he was bending over slightly.

Phil grabbed onto his penis, which was getting harder by the second, and he teased the outside of Vince's ass with it. This made Vince moan, even though he had just come. His cock was limp, and it wasn't ready for more yet, but his ass could keep taking it all day. He couldn't deny that it felt good to have Phil's giant cock inside of him, but he didn't want to be there, and he didn't want to give Phil the satisfaction of knowing that, so he held back his moans as much as he could.

Finally, after teasing him for some time, Phil slid his cock inside of Vince’s ass and began thrusting, holding onto his hips for support.

Vince began moaning louder, his hands still planted on the wall in front of him as the hot water poured over them.

Tell me how good it feels," Phil said to Vince.

“It feels too good,” Vince said hesitantly, not wanting any part of dirty talk.

“Beg me for more.” Phil commanded.

"Give me more, give it to me harder," Vince exclaimed angrily, hoping that it would shut him up.

Phil began thrusting deeper, and his legs were growing weak with pleasure.

“I'm getting close!" Phil screamed.

Phil pulled out of Vince and pushed him to his knees. He pressed his cock into Vince’s mouth and began fucking it.

Phil planted two hands against the wall in front of him, thrusting his hips and face fucking Vince.

Vince took Phil’s cock into his throat and sucked it faster and harder, and within a matter of seconds, came with a force that made his body fall into Vince’s. He tried to keep himself standing, gripping the wall of the shower for support.

He began to come, spraying Vince with a mixture of fresh cum and hot water from the shower. Vince finished him off as the water ran over his face, and his cum entered his mouth.

Phil’s body sank to the floor when he finished, and he collapsed on top of Vince. He looked at Vince and leaned in to kiss him with a passionate tongue kiss as the water rushed over them, and the come swirled down the drain.

They sat for a few minutes in silence, the shower cleansing them both for different reasons.

After a while, Phil snapped them out of their respective thoughts.

“You know, now I have even more blackmail material. If you tell anyone about this, I will spread every gory detail about what we just did,” Phil said dryly.

“What do you want now?” Vince asked, exasperated.

“I want you to be my sexy maid slave from now on, whenever I want you,” Phil said, finally looking at Vince. 

“I’m never coming back to this house again after today,” Vince said. 

“You will, or else I’ll expose you,” Phil said. 

"I said I'm not coming back here. If you're going to blackmail me into this, then we do it at my house. Not here," While Vince wanted to get out of this arrangement as soon as possible, he also knew that the only thing worse than being his ex-wife's new husband's sissy was doing it in her house. He refused to risk her walking in on them, and he refused to give her any ammo over him, so he refused to come back to that house ever again, and he was firm about that. 

“Fine. Deal," Phil agreed. "Now, let's get out of here, we've got more to do," Phil said, getting up and spraying himself with the handheld showerhead before stepping out into the bathroom. 

Vince shook his head and got out of the shower after him. Whatever Phil had in mind, he hoped it didn’t involve putting on that dress again. It was humiliating and extremely uncomfortable. 

“Grab any towel and follow me,” Phil said, leaving the bathroom completely naked after drying himself off with a towel and tossing it on the floor. 

When Vince came out of the bathroom, he noticed that Phil had gotten dressed in new clothes. He looked like he was trying to impress Vince. “It’s no use, I’m only here because I’m being blackmailed, remember?” Vince thought to himself. 


-          - 

In the kitchen, Phil cracked another beer for each of them and handed one to him with a genuine smile. Was it a peace offering? Vince wondered. Psh. 


Vince took the beer and gulped it back. He was sweating from the shower encounter, and the cold beer felt nice on the way down. 


“Take a seat with me, my sexy maid must be exhausted from the afternoon we’ve had so far!” He said.

Vince figured that he wanted him to play along, but he refused to play that game.

Vince sat on the couch, and Phil sat next to him this time, instead of across the table from him. Vince shifted on the couch to make room, but Phil moved closer.

The next thing Vince knew, Phil put his lips to his neck and started gently sucking, kissing, and nibbling on him. He moved his lips down from his neck to his upper chest, and he began unbuttoning his shirt as he worked his way down.

Vince had not had anyone touch him like this in a long, long time, and it felt great to be intimate in this way; he only wished that it was under different circumstances. Regardless, it felt good, and he wondered if Helen had also told Phil that this was Vince's weak spot. She used to kiss him there, and he loved it. That thought led him to wonder if Helen knew that this was happening and if that was why she was mysteriously out of the house when he came to pick up his things. He was snapped out of his thoughts as he felt Phil's teeth on his nipple, nibbling it.

“Ouch!” Vince exclaimed. Phil laughed.

Phil moved his lips to Vince’s collarbone and began kissing it gently. Vince put his head back and sighed as his lips made him feel so great. He figured that if he was going to be forced into this for the foreseeable future, he might as well get a little bit of pleasure from it.

The sensations made Vince shiver, as he loved being kissed in those spots so much. He must have known that this would turn Vince on so much. While it was odd that Phil knew, it was not as odd as the other intimate details he knew about Vince, so he decided to let it slide and try to enjoy it.

“Lie down,” Phil ordered.

Phil straddled Vince and looked down at him with a sinister look on his face.

He placed one hand on the back of Vince’s neck, holding him face-down on the couch in the living room, where they had sat to crack a beer just an hour earlier.

With his other hand, Phil reached for the candle that was burning on the coffee table, and he lifted it off of the table, moving it toward his mouth. He raised the candle to his lips, and he blew it out with a quick breath.

He moved the candle so that it was hovering over Vince’s body, and he held it there for a second.

Then, he turned it on its side and began pouring the hot wax all over Vince’s upper back and moved it along his shoulders, toward the back of his neck.

Vince felt the sudden shock of heat spreading along his back as the wax dripped down the back of his neck and spread along his back. The sensations began painfully, but that pain quickly turned to pleasure as the wax dried on his bare skin, and the pain began to turn from sharp and localized to dull and spread.

Phil put a hand on Vince’s shoulder and tugged on it, spinning him around so that he was lying on his back. Phil put his hand on Vince’s neck and put pressure onto his Adam’s apple. He held Vince to the couch under his grasp and looked him in the eyes. He had a satisfied look on his face, as he was clearly enjoying himself.

Vince could not move, and he felt his airflow beginning to wane as Phil pressed on his neck. As his breathing became increasingly stifled, it caused Vince to feel pleasure like he had never felt before.

The feeling of the hardened wax on his back and neck, coupled with the feeling of Phil's hand on his neck, made him feel sexual pleasure like he had never felt with his wife. At that moment, he was completely fine with the role of sissy maid, and he didn't care that he was being blackmailed any more.

Straddling Vince's waist with one hand on his neck, Phil reached for a second candle that sat on the coffee table. He lifted it to his lips and blew out the flame, just like he had done with the first candle. Then, he tilted the candle and began to pour the hot wax all over Vince's chest. He moved the stream of wax along Vince's chest toward his abdomen and stopped when he reached the sensitive skin above Vince's boxers. As the wax poured onto this area, Vince gasped, sucking in the small amount of air that he could get under Phil's grasp. The wax was hot, and that part of his body had not been touched in a long, long time, so the feeling of heat came as a shock to his body.

Phil watched as the hot wax dried all over Vince’s nipples, and he watched Vince’s face as it transitioned from pain to pleasure. The soft skin of his nipples hardened in response to the wax.

Phil set the candle down and began spreading the hot wax all over Vince’s body with his spare hand. As his fingers ran across his nipples, Vince took in another sharp inhale.

The pleasure of his rough hands spreading the hot wax over Vince’s smooth chest made his body tingle. The pleasure radiated from his nipples throughout the rest of his body.

Vince reached for Phil’s hand that was still around his neck and tried to loosen the grasp, but Phil took his wrist and held it above his head, stopping him.

“No, no, no,” He said, scolding Vince.

Vince could feel the hot wax drying on his nipples, and the sensation of the wax coupled with Phil’s firm hand squeezing his neck made Vince feel euphoric.

Vince struggled to catch his breath as the sensations became overwhelming, and Phil increased the tightness of his grasp on his neck as he watched the pleasure spread throughout his body.

Without removing his hand from Vince’s neck, Phil reached into Vince’s boxers. He maneuvered his hand inside and found his cock. It wasn’t limp, but it wasn’t yet hard enough to work with.

Phil wrapped his hand around Vince's dick and began stroking it firmly and slowly. As he stroked it, Vince began to breathe heavier, but he could not take in full breaths as his air source was limited. Vince was overwhelmed with pleasure, and he rolled back and forth under the weight of Phil's body as he touched him.

The dried wax on his body made his skin stiff, and as he moved around on the couch, it made him feel as though his movement was restricted even further.

This made Vince squirm, and Phil could feel that his body was responding well, as his cock was hardening in Phil’s hand.

Vince wanted to touch him, to remove his hand from his neck, to rip off his pants and swallow his cock, but Phil stopped Vince every time he tried, gripping his wrist and holding him hostage.

Phil began to stroke Vince’s cock with more urgency and speed as it hardened in his grasp. Vince’s moaned were stifled as he tried to release his pleasure verbally.

Vince moved his hips up and down, trying to increase his pleasure, but Phil only pressed his hand down tighter on his neck.

Vince began to see black spots in his vision, and his pleasure began to reach an all-time high. He felt his senses becoming dull, and he finally gave up full control to Phil. He let his body lay limp on the couch, and he released himself to Phil’s body.

At that, Phil removed his hand from Vince’s neck and watched as Vince came back to reality. He took a few deep breaths as he looked at Phil, feeling a connection like never before.

Phil climbed off of Vince’s body and kneeled above Vince’s face. He pulled his fat cock out of his pants, and it was long, thick, and rock-hard. He bent forward so that his cock was hovering over Vince’s lips, and he put the tip of it to Vince’s mouth.

"Open up," Phil ordered.

Vince parted his lips, and Phil pushed his cock inside. Vince took him into his mouth as Phil moved his hips forward and back, sliding his cock in deeper before pulling it out, and repeating. He moved his hips back and forth, and Vince tightened his lips around it, watching as Phil closed his eyes and enjoyed the pleasure.

Vince had never done anything like this before, but after the pleasure that he felt just minutes before, he couldn’t think straight. He was simply following directions. He was blinded by the erotic lust that he felt, and he didn’t know what had come over him.

Vince moved his tongue around the tip of Phil’s cock as it slid inside of his mouth. When Vince reached down to touch himself, thinking that Phil was too preoccupied to notice, Phil stopped him abruptly. He grabbed Vince by the wrists and held them together, preventing him from making any more moves of his own free will.

After several minutes, Phil's body leaned forward onto Vince's, and Vince felt Phil's mouth wrap around his cock. The feeling was completely different from than anytime his ex-wife had given him head, and he began to understand why Helen was with this man. He was good. Phil's mouth and tongue were warm and soft on his stiff cock.

Phil's body pressed against Vince's, and the pressure of his tall and heavy frame made it difficult for Vince to move his head up and down the length of Phil's cock. He moved his tongue around Phil's shaft, pinned under his body weight, with Phil's cock plunging deep into his throat. It was difficult for him to focus on his pleasure, as he was pressed against the couch once again, this time not only by his neck.

To Vince's delight, Phil stood up, and Vince could feel the release as his weight lifted off of him. He breathed a sigh of relief, with Phil's cock still in his mouth. Without warning, Phil placed his hands on either side of Vince's body and began thrusting his hips, forcing his cock in and out of Vince's mouth. He moved with speed and force, and Vince could feel his cock dipping to the back of his throat. Vince gagged on his cock as it touched his tonsils, but Phil did not slow down.

Vince reached up and gripped Phil by the thighs. He dug his hands into Phil’s thighs as he sucked him off, and he wondered if he was getting close to climax. Just as he thought this, Phil pulled out of Vince's mouth, and he began stroking his cock vigorously, hovering it over Vince’s face. Before it happened, Vince knew what was coming. He was the sissy, and Phil was about to really show it.

Phil stroked himself quickly, and he began moaning and grunting as he did so. He began grunting louder, and Vince braced himself. Seconds later, Phil grunted louder than before, and Vince closed his eyes. He could feel the warmth of Phil’s come as it exploded onto his face. He kept coming, and it felt like the stream was never-ending. Vince could feel it dripping down his face, and he could taste it on his lips.

-          -

After finishing their beers and taking a beat, Phil decided that it was time for the main event. He wanted Vince to fuck him. It was the part he had been waiting for all day, and he knew that Vince was ready.

“Take me,” Phil said to Vince seductively.

“What do you mean?” Vince was confused.

“You know what I mean,” Phil said matter-of-factly.

Phil got on his hands and knees and waited for Vince to get up the courage to begin.

Vince began to move his tongue around Phil’s ass. Phil moaned as it brought him intense pleasure, just the kind that he had been seeking. He teased Phil’s ass until he was begging Vince to penetrate him.

“Fuck me already!” Phil demanded when he couldn’t take it anymore.

Vince sat down on the couch, and Phil sat on his lap, facing away from him. Vince breathed heavily into the back of Phil’s neck- a combination of nerves and arousal.

Vince held Phil by the ass cheeks and lowered him onto his cock slowly. As he felt the tip of his cock enter his ass, he moaned and bit his lip in ecstasy. He lowered Phil’s body further, so he was inside him, and he began to thrust himself in and out in a perfect rhythm as if he had done it a thousand times before.

Phil was pleasantly surprised by Vince’s natural talent. They both moaned loudly as his giant cock stretched his ass and made him feel incredible.

Vince increased the speed as their pleasure increased, and he began to grunt, getting close to coming. He reached around Phil’s body and began stroking his cock with vigor as he came close to the edge.

"I'm going to come!" Phil shouted, and he gripped Vince’s forearms as he came.

Moments later, as he experienced his final moments of pleasure, Vince began to come, and he filled Phil up with his warm liquid.

Vince lifted him off of his cock, and he watched as the cream pie he gave Phil began to trickle out of his ass down the back of his legs. Even though Vince hadn’t wanted to be there, seeing that turned him on like no other.

Phil felt the warmth fill him up inside, and he gladly took in every last drop.

Phil went to the bathroom and came back with a towel. He cleaned himself up and then handed it to Vince.

Vince got himself together, and then Phil helped him load the boxes into his car that were the reason for his visit.

“See you soon,” Phil said as Vince started the car. Vince rolled his eyes and peeled off down the street, chuckling.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Jason was a young man that was in generally good health. He went to the gym now and then, and he had a great social life.

One day, he felt under the weather. He decided to visit his doctor to get a prescription and make sure that there was nothing serious going on in his body.

He visits his family doctor, whom he calls Doctor Michael. Luckily, he could get an appointment with ease, and he went in later that day. He waited in the examination room for Doctor Michael to enter the room, and when he did, he took a quick look over Jason, wrote him a prescription, and left the room in a hurry. Jason was used to this kind of experience at the Doctor's office. Doctor Michael usually seemed busy and distracted when Jason came for an appointment, and he always seemed to be rushing his patients out of his office as quickly as possible.

Jason thanked Doctor Michael as he walked out of the room and headed for the in-house pharmacy.

The pharmacist asked Jason if he wanted to add the cost of his prescription to his bill, and he agreed, happy that he would now have some extra cash to get himself a Big Mac on his way home.

Twenty minutes later, he had his prescription and was on his way home with a hot lunch.

Two weeks later, Jason is on his way home from spending the evening at a friend’s house, and he stops to get his mail on the way through the door.

He flipped through the flyers and promotional materials and stopped when he saw that his Doctor's office bill was the final item in his hand.

It came in a small envelope with a professional-looking crest in the top corner that Jason recognized right away. He shook his head as he ripped open the envelope and braced himself for the damage.

He pulled out the piece of paper and unfolded it. He scanned the paper, ignoring all of the information as he scanned, looking for the final total.

His eyes widened as he found what he was looking for.

"One thousand two hundred and sixty-three dollars?" Jason said aloud to himself. He stopped walking. He couldn't afford that! What was he going to do? He already had enough bills that had gone unpaid; he didn't know how he was going to pay this bill.

He pulled his eyes away from the number on the page and climbed the rest of the stairs to his apartment. He felt defeated and anxious suddenly.

Once inside, he dropped all of his belongings on the floor, except for the piece of paper. He held it tightly in his hand as he called the Doctor's office. His voice was shaky as he told the receptionist his name and the reason for his call.

“I’d like to discuss a payment plan,” He said. “Is that possible?”

“Hold on dear, I’m going to ask Doctor Michael about this, please hold.” She said, a friendly tone in her voice that made Jason feel slightly better.

“Thank you,” He said, relieved.

Jason waited, listening to the elevator-style music through the phone. It stopped suddenly, and the receptionist came back to the phone.

"Hi Jason, thanks for waiting," She said. "The Doctor would like to discuss payment options with you in person. Are you available to visit the clinic tomorrow for a meeting?”

“Sure,” Jason said.

He made an appointment to visit the clinic the next day to discuss the payment plan with the Doctor, feeling both relieved and nervous at the same time.

-          -

Doctor Michael was in desperate need of getting off. He was almost finished his workday, and his receptionist had just informed him that his hottest, most muscular patient was coming in for an appointment with him the next day. He almost leaped out of his chair as he heard the news since he was so horny and frankly bored of seeing the same patients week after week. Finally, for the first time in weeks, he was going to have some excitement injected into his workday, and the thought of it made him hornier than he already had been.

After finding out the good news, the Doctor sat in his office in between patient appointments with a raging hard-on and an intense urge to do something about it.

He let his mind wander to dirty places as he closed his eyes and put his hands on the fat bulge in his pants.

“Oh yeah, right there," Doctor Michael whispered to himself in the solitude of his office. He took a deep inhale and tried to relax. He had been too keyed-up lately, and an orgasm was just what he needed. He knew that getting himself off wasn't going to do the trick, but it would tide him over until tomorrow.

With his other hand, he began to rub his nipple between his finger and his thumb.

“Mmm,” he said aloud to himself, shifting his weight in his leather chair.

He began to let himself fantasize about what would happen if he had his way with Jason. He wanted to show that hot, muscular young 25-year-old a thing or two, and the thought of that made him reach full hardness instantly.

Michael thought about how thick, and long his cock likely was. He thought about going down on him and taking that thick cock into his mouth.

He looked down at his own hard cock that he was still rubbing over his pants. He still had a few appointments left in his workday, and he knew that he couldn't wait until he got home (or even until he got into his car at the end of the day) to get off.

He reached his hand into his pants. He found his thick cock and wrapped his hand around the tip. He held it in his hand and squeezed it lightly.

With his other hand, he began to rub his nipple between his thumb and finger faster and with more pressure.

“Mmm touch me right there,” he said, imagining that he was talking to Jason. “And also, right here,” He whispered to himself as he became completely absorbed in his fantasy.

He was stroking his dick faster, and he unfastened his belt and unbuttoned his pants to give himself better access.

“Oh yeah, just like that, yeah,” he said, imagining that he is saying those things to Jason or that Jason was saying them to him as he continued to stroke himself.

His cock was rock hard, and he knew that he wasn’t going to last much longer if he kept going like this. He felt his hand become wet as his pre-come began flowing, and he knew that he was close.

He was making his body feel better and better by the second. It was becoming harder for him to think straight, but he didn’t need to think now that his pleasure was building. He was so focused on his fantasy that he really felt like it was Jason touching him. He tried to stifle his moans as he came closer and closer to coming.

A few seconds later, he exploded his load into his hand with a grunt and a moan that he tried and failed to hold back.

He cleaned himself up and headed home with ample time to prepare himself for the next day and the excitement that it would contain.


Jason awoke the next morning and found that he was nervous. He didn’t know what kind of conversation he was going to have when he met with Doctor Michael. They had barely spoken ten words to one another over the past several years, so he wondered how he was going to come to an arrangement with him.

Nonetheless, he got out of bed and got his day started since he had several things to do before his meeting that afternoon.


CHAPTER TWO

The wait was pleasurably agonizing for Michael, ever since the receptionist had told him the day prior that he had a private meeting with Jason this afternoon. In the hours between finding out and arriving at work the next morning, he had been incredibly horny.

Throughout the entirety of that morning, each time he had heard the bell above the front door chime, he felt himself getting excited and his cock hardening at the idea that it could be Jason arriving for his appointment. He had tried to keep it together while he talked to his patients and addressed all of their issues, but his mind was running wild with daydreams and erotic fantasies. Every small and almost inaudible sound that came from the hallway made his cock shiver, and he had to calm himself down each time he realized that it was not yet Jason.

Jason made his way to the clinic in the afternoon, and he ensured that he arrived a few minutes early, just to show the Doctor that he was serious about coming to some kind of agreement.

He took a deep breath, and he walked through the door. The bell above the door chimed as he walked in, and he looked around the waiting room. There were a few people there, and he hoped that the wait wouldn’t be too long.

He approached the receptionist’s desk and let her know that he was there for his meeting. She welcomed him with her familiar smile and told him to take a seat to wait for the Doctor to call him in.

Finally, after what had felt like a lifetime, Michael heard the receptionist say Jason's name at around two in the afternoon.

The Doctor pushed his chair back and stood up slowly, checking to make sure that his boner would not be visible to Jason, the receptionist, or anyone else in the waiting room. As hard as it would be, he had to maintain an air of professionalism.

After readjusting, and with a tingle that ran all the way down his spine and through the length of his shaft, he ran to peek through the window in his office door. He stepped into the hallway and glanced into the waiting room. He noticed that Jason looked particularly put together that day, more so than any other time he had come to visit his Doctor. Michael was pleased, and he smiled, triple checking that his cock was still secured beneath the waistband of his pants.

He stood in his office in excited anticipation, waiting for the receptionist to come and let him know that his next appointment had arrived.

As he heard the familiar clip clip of the receptionist’s high-heeled shoes on the tile floor, he stepped back from the door and pretended that he had not been waiting for that moment to arrive.

“Doctor, Jason is here for his meeting, can I send him in?” The receptionist said with a smile.

“I will come and escort him,” Doctor Michael said.

Doctor Michael followed the receptionist to the waiting room and greeted Jason, who looked nervous.

“Good afternoon Jason,” He said, “Follow me please,”

Jason followed as the Doctor led him down the narrow hallway of the clinic. Instead of meeting in one of the patient examination rooms like Jason had expected, the Doctor took Jason all the way to his office. Jason was surprised, but he didn’t think much of it past that.

Doctor Michael led Jason to his office with a smile on his face that was not visible to Jason. In any case, he would soon reveal his thoughts. The Doctor was feeling on top of the world, and he wasn’t afraid to show it.

Jason stepped into the office behind his Doctor and closed the door behind him, wondering why he was being led into the back of the clinic rather than speaking to his Doctor in a patient examination room.

Michael walked around his desk and took a seat in his chair. He swiveled it around on its wheels so that he was facing Jason, and he put both of his legs up on the desk. He placed his legs across his desk, so they were reaching toward Jason on the other side of the table. The Doctor had put on his best white button-down and his freshly shined brown wing-tip shoes especially for this meeting, and he wanted Jason to take it all in.

He sat with his legs on his desk and daydreamed about what Jason would look like when he was dressed up like a slutty woman. He began to drool, and he licked his lips, realizing that he first had to initiate the dialogue that would lead them there.

Now that they sat a mere two feet from one another in his office, Michael gazed at him with a look of thirst, his eyes drifting from his squared jaw down his body, lingering on his built chest that could be made out through his shirt and his defined legs in his tight pants. His eyes then settled on the natural bulge in his pants, and it made him shiver.

Michael thought about how sexy Jason would be and how he was probably so inexperienced that he would come within a matter of seconds once Michael began touching him.

Michael knew that he would be unable to take his eyes and his hands off of Jason once he slipped into that little black dress, and as he thought about it, he caught himself smiling at his silent, dirty thoughts.

Jason was wearing a black tie with a navy-blue button-up shirt and black pants that sat just tight enough around his lower body to drive Michael’s imagination wild.

He could not wait any longer, and he could tell that Jason was nervous, so he began, hoping that starting a rapport would ease his nerves.

“How about we get right to it, shall we?” Michael asks Jason with a warm smile.

“Sure,” Jason replied, nervous.

Jason was normally a confident man, but he was especially nervous for his meeting with Doctor Smith because he knew that it would take him a long, long time to pay back his medical fees, and he was nervous about the reaction that his Doctor would have when he revealed that information.

“Look, you have a substantial bill here with us at the clinic, and I understand that you are not in a position to pay it anytime soon?” Michael said.  Jason was taken aback by the casual tone with which his Doctor was approaching him.

“Um, yes that’s true,” Jason said, his face reddening a little.

“I have an arrangement that you will surely be interested in, would you like to hear more?”

"Yes!" Jason replied quickly, shocked at how well the Doctor was taking this matter.

“Listen closely Jason,” Michael began. “You will follow all of my instructions and subit to all of my demands, no matter what they are. You will be my sissy, slutty sex slave and I will have my way with you. Agree to this, or I will prevent you from getting any other medical procedure at this clinic, or any other clinic in the Bay Area, ever again,” Michael finished, studying Jason’s face.

"What?" Jason said, figuring that his Doctor must be joking. Michael did not respond; he simply sat and waited for an answer.

“You really do not have a choice in the matter, unless of course you can come up with thirty thousand dollars by the end of the month?”

“Uh, no,” Jason was backed into a corner.

“Great, then we have a deal,” Michael said, putting on his warm smile again. He held out his hand for a handshake.

Jason hesitantly took Michael’s hand and shook it, wondering what in the hell was about to happen. He was nervous because he knew that it would take him a long time to pay back his medical fees.

“Just relax and do everything I say, and this will be fun for both of us,” Michael said.

Michael got up from his chair and walked around his desk. He walked past the chair that Jason was sitting in and up to the door of his office. He peered out the window in the door, looking in both directions, and then shut the blinds. He then proceeded to lock the door.

“Stand up,” He commanded without turning around. Jason stood up. “Come here,” He said. Jason obliged and stood beside Michael, waiting and bracing himself for further instructions.

Michael turned to face Jason. They were standing very close together, neither of them moving. Michael tried to hide the excitement he felt about how easy it had been to get Jason to agree to this plan.

All of a sudden, Michael leaned in close and pressed his lips to Jason’s. As he kissed him, he pressed his body into Jason’s, and they moved backward until Jason was wedged between Michael’s body and the wall.

Michael took his hands and ran them up and down Jason's body slowly. There was a lot of tension in Michael's pants at this point, and Jason could feel Michael's erection throbbing against his own limp cock.

He started to speak, but Michael pressed his index finger to his lips to hush him.

Michael slid his hands down Jason's body and released his belt with one twist of his hand. Next, the button was undone, and the zipper was down. Michael pulled at the buttons of Jason's shirt, and when he decided that it was taking too long, he ripped it off over Jason’s head and threw it to the ground. He began to kiss down his body slow and sensually, and he closed his eyes, taking in the scent of Jason’s body. It was a mix of musk and cheap cologne, and the scent made Michael hot.

He stopped at the small patch of hair that emerged from his boxer briefs, spending extra time there.

Michael let out a soft groan as he finally touched the man that he had been dreaming about. He had to hold back from completely devouring him.

Michael tugged at the waistband of Jason’s pants and pulled them down to his ankles.

Jason stood still and watched Michael, waiting for his next move. He watched and waited.

As much as Jason was ready and willing since he had accepted that he no choice, he was growing more and more nervous by the second. He wasn’t sure how these things were supposed to progress, and he needed Michael to make the next move. And the one after that.

Michael felt like he could burst at any moment, but he knew that he had to hold back, as they had just begun.

The next few minutes happened so fast that Michael could barely remember what happened. It was a blur of passion, lust, and desire, and all he remembered was that it was amazing.

From what he could remember, he had been teasing Jason, trying to encourage his cock to harden for him. The next thing he remembered, his lips were completely surrounding Jason's long, thick cock, and he was filled with pleasure as he gagged on his shaft.

He could feel the tip of Jason’s cock on the back of his throat, and he took it inside gladly, every inch turning him on even more.

Before he knew it, he was stroking his own cock as he sucked off Jason’s, and he felt himself coming as he kneeled in front of Jason’s tall frame. He shuddered as the release radiated through his body, and he moaned with Jason’s cock still plunging in and out of his throat.

When the orgasm finally subsided, Michael stood up and returned to his chair to continue their discussion.


CHAPTER THREE

“There is more to this arrangement than I mentioned,” Michael began. “You will also need to dress the part, so I can really get into it. If you’re going to be my sissy sex slave, you need to look like one.” Michael said. He didn’t wait for Jason to respond before he continued. “First, you’re going to put on this lipstick for me,”

“What?” Jason blurted out, but Michael ignored him.

“Then, you will put on this tight, slutty dress and then, and only then, will you look like my sexy, slutty slave,” Michael said, satisfied with himself.

“This has to be some kind of sick joke,” Jason said, shocked. He looked at Michael, waiting for him to reveal that this was all a joke, but Michael had no semblance of a smile on his face.

As Michael gave instructions, Jason stared at him, studying his face. He was trying to figure out why his Doctor was doing this, but he couldn't come up with any answers.

“Why?” Jason asked him.

Michael did not respond; instead,, he stood up from the chair that he had been sitting in and walked around his desk to stand between Jason and the door.

Jason took a step back after a few seconds and shook his head. He was clearly torn.

Michael held out the tube of lipstick, and Jason took it from him. He figured that if this was the way to erase his debt, he would just get it over with.

Jason rubbed the red stick across his lips.

“Beautiful,” Michael said. Then, he turned and nodded toward a little black dress that was hanging on a hanger on the side of a tall filing cabinet.

Jason walked over to the dress and put it on over his boxers. It hugged every inch of his body and accentuated his large cock. He walked back to where Michael stood, waiting for a sign of approval.

Michael said nothing but instead reached out his arm, grabbed Jason's tie, and pulled his body to his. As he pulled Jason's large, toned body against his, Jason could feel the thick bulge in Michael's pants through the thin layers of fabric that were separating them.

Michael pulled his tie harder, and he pulled Jason’s thick neck to meet his mouth. He began nibbling the sensitive skin of Jason’s neck between his teeth. Jason gasped at the sensation, and he tried to resist, though he could feel Michael’s excitement building in his pants by the second.

“I know that you can’t resist this,” Michael whispered into Jason’s neck.

He groaned, his own words making him hot, and he reached for the waistband of Jason’s boxers. He moved his hands along Jason’s body, feeling his skin on his fingertips.

He wrapped his hands around Jason’s waist and pulled him in closer. Suddenly, he pushed Jason into the door of his office with a thud.

He put his hands on Jason’s inner thighs and spread his legs.

“You would look so sexy bent over across my desk,” Jason grunted.

Michael reached between Jason’s legs and wrapped his arm underneath. He gripped the thick bulge in his pants. He grabbed him through his pants and could feel his member grow in his hand instinctively.

Jason grunted, and Michael took it as a sign. He smiled, concluding that he had made Jason feel good, and he knew that Jason wouldn’t turn back now.

Jason pulled off Jason's boxers and slid them down his thick legs. He dropped them on the floor. He wrapped his hand around Jason's bare cock, and Jason gasped at the sensation. He had not been expecting this to happen at his meeting, and he had never had another man touch him like this before, but Jason's big, manly hand felt different than a woman's hand did, and it felt good.

Michael dropped his own pants to the floor, followed by his boxers, and he looked down to see his fat cock rock-hard with desire for Jason. He leaned forward, and his body met Jason's, skin to skin.

He reached around Jason's body and found his nipples with both hands. He rubbed his nipples between his fingers, and Jason began breathing heavier.

Michael then wrapped his arm Michael’s abdomen and pulled his body as close to his own as he could.

He lifted his hips and entered Jason from behind, slowly and sensually with his giant rock-hard and eager cock.

Michael gasped in pleasure as his cock slid inside of Jason’s tight ass. Jason grunted as it entered him, and he did not appear to feel the same way that he had just a few minutes before. He almost appeared to be enjoying himself. He was no longer complaining, and he even began moaning as Michael began fucking him slowly and deeply.

Michael began to thrust himself faster and faster into Jason as he noticed Jason's cock getting harder and his sounds moving in the direction of pleasure.

When he pushed himself inside deeper, Michael gasped and moaned into Jason’s ear, showing him how good his ass was making Michael feel.

Michael reached for Jason’s thick head of hair and grabbed a handful, gripping it as he fucked him faster. His large, manly hands pulled Jason’s head back as he held on tightly, his body filling with pleasure and Jason’s body feeling a mixture of pleasure and pain.

Michael convinced himself that Jason wanted him as much as he wanted Jason, and it made his pleasure even greater.

Michael thrust himself into Jason's tight ass with passion, and he grunted in his ear with each thrust. He wrapped his hands around Jason's body and pulled himself inside as deeply as he could.

Michael grabbed Jason by the hips and pulled out of his ass suddenly. He spun Jason around without a word and bent him over the desk forcefully. He put a hand on Jason's back and pressed his upper body into the desk. He took his cock in hand and entered him from behind once again. Jason moaned as Michael's cock filled him up.

Jason felt Michael's cock push even deeper into his ass, deeper than it ever had before, and he could feel his prostate bringing him intense pleasure as he had never felt before. He had never been fucked in the ass, and he had never fucked anyone that deeply before.

Michael moaned in his ear, trying to remain quiet when all he wanted to do was scream Jason’s name at the top of his lungs, releasing his pleasure and passion. Though, stifling his sensations only made it hotter.

Michael pressed his hand into Jason’s upper back and held his body in a forward bent position onto his desk. He held him down, the pressure making him aroused.

He felt his cock tremble, and he knew that he was getting close. He pulled out of Jason and pulled him by the shoulder, turning his body so that they were face to face. He reached down and ripped the condom off, tossing it onto the floor.

He put a hand on Jason’s shoulder and pushed him down to his knees. He pressed on Jason’s shoulder, holding him in position on his knees.

With his other hand, he held his cock and put the tip to Jason's lips. He watched as the red lipstick that Jason was wearing smeared onto his glistening cock.

He pressed his hips forward and slid his cock into Jason’s mouth with one smooth motion.

With his tongue, Jason traced the underside of Michael's cock, slowly and deliberately. As he did this, he looked up at Michael. Michael looked down at him, and he felt his cock tingling with desire. He knew that he was about to come. Jason ran his tongue back and forth along Michael's cock, reaching his balls and sucking on them. Michael began grunting as the pleasure built and built, about to overflow. Jason pulled away and then took the tip into his mouth again, working his way back down to his balls and repeating this over and over.

Michael tried to keep quiet, which only gave him more pleasure, making it harder for him to stifle his moans of ecstasy.

Michael grunted, and his cock began to tremble, and finally, his come came spilling out of it with force, filling Jason's throat.

He released with force onto Jason’s tongue. He pulled out of his mouth and came all over Jason’s face, watching as he spilled his load on his sissy slave. The look on his face was pure bliss. He slid his cock back into Jason’s mouth, spilling the last few drops into his throat, making him swallow.

He tried to remain silent as he came, his body tensing and trembling as he tried to remain standing, hunching forward into Jason, his hands on the desk behind his sissy.

Jason reached out to cover Michael’s mouth with his hand so that his sounds of pleasure would not be detected by anyone else in the clinic. He couldn’t risk being found out, especially since he had taken the blackmail deal.

Michael loved the feeling of Jason's big, strong hands forcing him into silence, but he wouldn't let Jason know this. He needed Jason to know that the Doctor was in control.

When he finished and finally found the strength to collect himself, Michael walked around his desk and sat back in his leather chair, his cock moist and glistening, his lungs out of air. Michael looked at Jason closely before speaking.

“Don’t you ever silence me again,” He said.

Michael sat in the chair, his clothes half removed, his hair a mess. He was blissfully euphoric and out of breath. He wasn’t as young as he used to be, so he couldn’t recover as quickly, but he knew he had time- Jason wasn’t going anywhere.

Doctor Michael climbed onto the table and got on all fours, his hung cock dangling between his knees, visible to Jason from where he sat. Jason could see everything-his tight ass and his long, thick cock, and though he was forced into this method of payment, he felt a tingle in his balls as he looked at the Doctor’s body.

“For that, you are going to be punished,” Doctor Michael continued after a long pause. “Stand up,” He ordered.

Jason stood in front of the desk where Doctor Michael sat on all fours.

The Doctor lowered his mouth and put his lips to Jason’s youthful cock, unable to resist it staring at him. He had dreamt about this since they had met and now was his chance to experience everything he wanted first-hand.

Jason wrapped his hand around Doctor Michael’s head and shoved his cock deeper into the Doctor's mouth. It hardened immediately, and the Doctor was in awe of his quick recovery time. He took it into his mouth and gagged on it happily.

After sucking him off for several minutes, the Doctor wanted to change things up. He wanted to get in as many positions as possible, so he didn't want to spend too long on any single one.

Michael got off the desk and sat on the floor. He pointed to the floor in front of him, and Jason sat down.

“Sit like a lady,” Michael said with a smile. Jason rearranged his legs in front of him and waited.

Michael sat in front of Jason, making direct eye contact with him. He got on his knees and fell forward onto his hands, hovering just inches from Jason’s face. He stayed there on all fours for a second, holding his gaze just inches from his face.

Michael inched forward on his hands and knees slowly and stopped when his lips were practically touching Jason’s.

Michael stared Jason in the eyes and reached his hand under Jason’s dress. He reached for his cock and took it in hand, watching Jason’s reaction as he began stroking.

Jason looked at Michael and looked down his body. He watched as his cock hardened before his eyes.

Jason felt his cock stiffening as Michael’s firm grasp tightened. Jason didn't move; he just looked straight back into Michael’s gaze.

Michael began moving his hand back and forth, stroking Jason’s cock. He spat on his hand and began rubbing it faster. Jason’s cock was becoming increasingly hard as he did this, and Jason couldn’t help but make his pleasure audible.

Michael smiled as he heard Jason’s moan of pleasure, realizing that he was finally relaxing into the experience.

Jason still hadn’t moved an inch.

Michael took Jason's face in his hand. He leaned in and kissed him hard. As Jason kissed him back, Michael tightened his grasp on Jason’s hard dick, skin to skin.

Jason had never been with another man before, but the feeling of Michael’s hand around his dick made him feel incredible. He had never had his dick touched by another man before, and it felt amazing. He could barely contain himself, even though he hadn’t wanted it.

“Whoa,” Jason said, between heavy breaths.

Michael leaned in to kiss Jason again, and they began furiously making out. Michael’s hand began moving up and down the shaft of Jason’s hard dick.

Jason reached for Michael’s cock then. He hesitated and then continued moving his hand along the shaft of Michael’s cock. He wasn’t great at touching another man since he had never done it before and felt a little embarrassed at not being smoother with this process.

He looked down and saw Michael’s long, hard cock protruding before him. He felt a jolt of pleasure and began stroking it faster. Jason was a little nervous, but he was suddenly so horny that his nerves didn’t stop him. Michael was great at giving a hand job.

He reached down and took the shaft of Michael’s cock in his hand. It felt different to hold someone else’s dick. It felt familiar yet different. In some ways, he liked the feeling of a cock in his hand, as he knew exactly what to do with it.

As Jason stroked Michael’s thick, beautiful cock, Michael began moaning as he kissed Jason.

Jason could tell that Michael was finding it hard to keep himself from coming, and Jason felt the same. Seeing and hearing how horny Michael was made Jason even hornier.

The next thing he knew, Jason felt moisture covering his hand as Michael came, and his load came spilling all over Jason’s hand. As this happened, Jason felt his cock tremble with lust and desire.

When Michael finished coming, he put a hand on Jason’s chest and pushed him back onto the floor behind him. Jason lay back onto the floor, looking up at Michael.

Jason knew what was coming next, and he knew that he wouldn’t be able to last long once he was inside of Michael’s mouth. He moaned before Michael had even touched him.

Michael leaned his head forward and wrapped his lips around the tip of Jason’s cock. He moved his head up and down the shaft. This made Jason feel pleasure like he never had before. Seconds later, he exploded straight into Michael’s mouth 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 fell back, his eyes closed and his body shaking.

Michael got up and leaned in to kiss Jason again. He kissed him, filling his mouth with the taste of Jason’s come.

"Come here," Doctor Michael said to Jason, pointing to his ass, “It’s your turn,” he said, grinning.

Jason walked around the desk and sat on the chair behind his Doctor. He put his lips to his ass and began eating him out. Jason closed his eyes and moved his tongue in circles. He could hear the Doctor groaning in pleasure at the feeling of his soft tongue in his sensitive parts.

Jason climbed onto the table with Doctor Michael and lay down in front of him so that Doctor Michael could take his turn. Doctor Michael put his face between Jason’s legs and began teasing his clit with his tongue.

Jason was thoroughly hard by that point, and he started stroking his cock gently as he ate the Doctor's ass. He felt a jolt of lust pulse through his body, and he began moving his tongue with more urgency.

He climbed onto the desk and got on his knees behind Doctor Michael. Several papers and folders fell off of the desk and onto the floor. There was the sound of paper clips and sheets of paper hitting the ground as Jason got into position and began to take him from behind, doggy style.

With one hand, Doctor Michael reached for his own cock and stroked it with his hand. With the other hand, he steadied his body on the desk as he rocked back and forth on Jason’s cock.

Jason leaned forward so that his body wrapped around the Doctor's, and he thrust himself deep inside of him with a grunt each time.

He thrust in and out of his ass in that position, and his cock went deeper with every thrust.

Doctor Michael began moaning in pleasure, still stroking his cock as his wildest fantasies come true.

Doctor Michael was close to coming already, but he wanted to last as long as he could. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, edging for as long as he could.

He began stroking his cock slower, fending off his orgasm.

He moved his hips with Jason as he fucked him from behind, and he felt himself filling to the brim with pleasure.

Jason began moaning as he fucked the Doctor. Michael was writhing around on the table, and Jason felt his own orgasm building at the same time.

The two men came in unison, their sounds of pleasure filling the room.

He got up and looked at Jason. He was in awe of the situation that he had just been a part of.

“See you next week, Jason,” Doctor Michael said, putting his clothes back on.

“Pardon me?” Jason asked him.

“I’ll see you next week, same day and same time, for another meeting. I’ll need to have you in once a week for check-ups,” Doctor Michael said.

Doctor Michael was fully dressed then, and he left the room. He closed the door behind him and headed for the front door, leaving Jason behind. He was finished his work for the day, and he had decided to leave early.

Before getting himself dressed, Jason tried to process the information that he had just been told.

“See you next week!” The receptionist said to Jason as he walked past the front desk.

“Uh, bye,” Jason said, walking out the door.

-          -

Jason sat in the Doctor's office and waited for his Doctor to enter the room. It was a familiar feeling, but he knew that this was not a regular appointment. He wasn't sure when he would have a regular appointment with his Doctor again.

Jason sat in the chair and watched Michael, this time feeling more prepared than he had the last. He watched and waited for Michael to move.

As much as Jason was ready and willing since he had spent the past week trying to accept that he no choice, he was growing more and more lustful with anticipation by the second.

He wasn’t sure how this was going to progress after what happened the last time, and he was going to wait for Michael to make the next move. And the one after that, just like he had the last time.

“You know what to do. Get dressed,” Michael finally spoke.

He stood and took the dress- the same dress that he had worn last week. He took off his clothes (except for his briefs) and pulled the dress on. He smeared the lipstick across his lips and looked at Michael, looking at him and waiting.

“Now, this,” Michael said. He handed Jason a pink, skimpy G-string, and Jason’s eyes widened. “Put it on,” Michael said.

Jason was horrified, but he knew that the sooner he followed instructions, the sooner he would be set free. He removed his briefs and pulled on the G-String under his dress. He stared at Michael, unimpressed.

“You’ve been a bad girl.” Michael said in a flirtatious tone.

Jason’s jaw dropped. He thought that he had seen it all last week, but this new side of his Doctor was shocking. It was as if he was a completely different man! This kind of dirty talk was new, and he wasn’t sure if he was comfortable with it at all.

Jason didn’t know what to do. He had not expected this kind of kinky play, and he didn’t know where to take it from here.

"Now, tell me that you’ll be a good girl," Doctor Michael said.

“Um,” Jason began. “I’ll be a good girl?” Jason said.

Jason couldn’t believe his ears. He was a vanilla man, and it had been years since he had tried something new in the bedroom. He definitely could not remember a time when he had talked dirty like that, and he felt wildly uncomfortable.

He felt a strange combination of arousal and anxiety building inside of him. He wanted to leave, but he couldn’t leave dressed like a slutty woman.

Michael untied his dress shoes and kicked them off, trying to remain quiet. He removed his jacket and draped it over the chair.

Michael walked around his desk and reached for the top drawer. He pulled out a pink, furry whip.

“He keeps that in there?” Jason wondered to himself.  Michael turned back to Jason, the whip in hand.

“Lie face-down,” Michael demanded of his mistress.

Jason climbed onto the desktop and lay face down, following his command.

Doctor Michael began removing his shirt, revealing his chest hair. He pulled off his pants and stood in his boxers, examining Jason’s body.

Michael climbed onto the desk with Jason and swung one of his legs over Jason’s body. He straddled his ankles, pinning his body to the desk. Jason was wearing nothing but the slutty dress.

Michael reached for the strap of Jason’s dress, and with one swift movement, he removed it from his shoulder. Michael seemed so confident, and something about it was intriguing to Jason, despite being here against his will.

Michael began lifting the slutty dress from the bottom, slowly revealing Jason’s tight, smooth ass. He put his lips to Jason’s ass and began taking off his G-string with his teeth, still straddling his legs and pinning his legs to the bed under his weight, moving his tongue and teeth along his ass, pulling the G-string with him.

Jason lay in front of him, face down with his lower half fully naked and exposed.

When his G-string was around his knees, Michael lifted the pink, furry whip and spanked Jason’s ass cheeks with it, one at a time. The sound echoed in the room, and Jason suddenly felt lust for the Doctor.

Michael lowered his body and began to work his way down the backside of Jason’s body with his tongue, gently gliding it over his naked skin. He ran the whip along his body as he moved his tongue, threatening to crack it any second. The threat made Jason horny.

Jason squirmed as he kissed him gently, and Michael reached for his butt cheeks. He began massaging them with his hands, kissing them all over. He put his face to his ass and began to lick it lightly. With the whip, he spanked his ass cheek, right next to his face.

Jason began to feel his cock quivering, a familiar feeling, but one that he had not felt for a long while. He didn't want to get horny since he was forced to be here, but he was seeing his Doctor in a new light, and it was sexy. The way he was making him feel was undeniably pleasurable.

Michael was licking his ass gently, and Jason was writhing in pleasure, moaning into his hands. Jason waited, all of his senses heightened, as Michael spread his ass cheeks and slid his tongue inside.

“Mmm,” Jason groaned.

“Do as I say,” Michael said in a commanding tone that made Jason horny.

Michael sat up and straddled Jason’s knees. He began to stroke himself roughly while he stared at Jason’s perky ass. With his other hand, he lifted the whip and cracked it down onto Jason’s ass, making it shake seductively. He did this over and over, stroking himself faster with each spank.

"Put it in me!" Jason shouted desperately, and he even surprised himself.

"No." Michael scolded him like a schoolteacher.

Jason looked back at Michael and studied his face. He looked naughty and sexy.

He continued to rub his cock while spanking Jason’s ass. The pain felt great. He watched him writhe on the desk top, filled with sexual frustration and begging to be fucked.

Witnessing this frustration was enough to make Michael rock hard, and he stroked himself faster and faster as he spanked Jason.

In a matter of a few minutes, he blew his load all over Jason’s ass cheeks. He grunted as he came. He got on his knees and began to stroke the last drops of come onto his lower back.

Jason began to feel himself getting increasingly horny, and he pressed his body into the desk beneath him, pleasing himself as much as he could while being pressed into the desk under Michael's weight.

As he came, Michael spanked Jason’s ass, again and again, his come splashing onto his ass and the desk with each spank. Then, he rolled Jason over roughly, onto his back, so that he was facing him. They made eye contact as Michael spilled his final few drops onto Jason’s dress.

Michael reached for Jason’s cock and began teasing him, touching it as gently as possible.

He ran the whip along the length of Jason’s shaft, which was now rock hard. He moaned as the whip pleased him. Michael reached under Jason’s body and slid two fingers into his tight ass. He moved it around slowly and then inserted another and another finger. All of his fingers were inside of his ass, and he loved it.

He fisted his ass while pleased his cock with the whip.

"I'm going to come," Jason shouted at him as he fisted his ass roughly.

“You may come for me,” Michael said in a deep, sexy voice that Jason did not recognize.

Jason finally let himself go, and his entire body trembled as he came. Michael continued to fist his ass until Jason was spewing come all over the dress and all over Michael’s whip.

He lay on the desktop, his arms and legs spread, panting. His eyes were closed, and Michael stared at him with pleasure.

Satisfied, Michael climbed off of the desk. Like he had done the previous time, he began to get dressed.

“See you next week at our follow-up,” Doctor Michael said. Just like the last time, he turned and left the room without waiting for Jason to respond.

On these days, Michael left work early, right after his appointment with Jason. He walked down the hall and out of the clinic, and he smiled as he walked to his car.

Jason sat up on the desk and looked around. Doctor Michael's office door was ajar, but the clinic was almost empty, except for the receptionist.

Jason got off of the desk and closed the door to the office quietly. He leaned against it and slid his body down the wall. He sat on the floor.

Jason thought back on the experience that he had just had, and he closed his eyes.

He was overcome with arousal, and he needed to touch himself. He wanted to come again; once was not enough. He was so horny that he surprised himself when he reached down and found that his cock was already getting hard.

He began stroking his cock to the thought of Michael spanking him and coming all over his bare ass. He brought himself to full hardness within a matter of minutes, and he stroked himself, leaning against the door to the office.

As he came, he tried to remain as silent as possible, moaning into the crook of his elbow as his body shook, and he exploded all over the slutty dress that he was wearing.

He found himself looking forward to the next appointment that he had with Michael, as he anticipated excitedly what was to come. The thought of it excited and aroused him.


THE END

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

One day, while on his way home from work, Evan catches sight of the most beautiful woman he has ever seen. As soon as Evan notices Paula, he cannot take his eyes off of her. Evan feels the need to understand her and find out what goes on in that beautiful head of hers, so he stops her and asks her name.

Paula cannot deny that she is attracted to him too, and she feels the same inexplicable connection to him that he feels to her. Even before they have spoken a word to each other, they feel the connection.

Evan asks her to go on a date with him, but he quickly finds out that she is married. Disappointed, he apologizes to her and watches as she walks away.

Over the next several days, neither Paula nor Evan can take their mind off of the other. Paula knows that it is wrong, but she cannot explain the soul connection she shared with Evan. She decides that if she ever sees him again, she will take it as a sign of fate and will go on one single date with him.

Luckily for her and for Evan, that is exactly what happens.

One week after their initial meeting, Evan is on his way home from work, and he sees the beautiful Paula once again. This time, though, he knows that she is married, so he keeps his distance, but he gazes at her longingly.

When Paula sees him, she knows that it is fate at play, and she approaches him this time. Evan is delighted when she tells him that she will go on one date with him, and he is ecstatic when she tells him not to worry about her husband.

“I don’t know why, but I feel like I have known you my whole life,” Evan says to Paula as they begin their first date.

“I feel the exact same way, and I don’t know why.” Paula replies with a warm smile that makes Evan feel at home.

They proceed to talk about their lives and their pasts, and what brings them joy. After some time, the light of the day begins to fade, and Paula knows that she must be getting home to her husband, though she wants to stay there and talk to Evan forever. She leaves, but not before getting his number.

Evan stands to say goodbye, and they embrace for a few minutes. Eventually, Evan pulls away from Paula, looking her in the eyes. He leans in slowly and plants a soft kiss on her lips. Paula smiles through the kiss, and they kiss each other passionately, neither one of them letting go. When Evan pulls away, they smile at each other, holding each other's gaze for a minute more.

"I don't want to, but I should let you go now." Evan says finally. Paula stands, holding Evan's hands, and smiles.

"I will call you, I promise," She says before turning to leave.

For the entirety of that evening and the following week, Paula cannot get Evan out of her mind. Evan cannot stop thinking of Paula either. They both know that it was love at first sight, and it takes everything Evan has not to call her, though he must respect her wishes and wait for her to call him since she is married.

He cannot wait until they finally get to see each other once again. They both toss and turn in their respective beds, night after night, dreaming of what their next meeting will be like and anticipating it excitedly.

One night, Evan gets a call around 10 pm. He does not have the number saved in his phone, but he picks it up anyway. To his delight, it is Paula.

“My husband is away for the night, come over!” She says right away. Immediately, he agrees, and he jumps up to get ready to visit her.

When Evan pulls into Paula’s driveway, she is standing on the front stoop of her house, her hair blowing in the nighttime breeze, waiting for him.

Evan remarks how beautiful she looks, and he cannot wait to kiss her again.

As he wraps his arms around her in a tight hug, Paula sighs out loud like a teenager in love, and she looks up at him, waiting for him to kiss her.

Once inside, Evan catches himself imagining a life with her, as if he had just come home to her after a long day of work, and he loves it.

Evan wants to kiss her forever, and he cannot take his eyes off of her as she takes his coat and hangs it in the front closet. He wraps his arms around her, and she turns, kissing him again. Their sweet kisses quickly turn passionate, and before they know it, they are ripping each other's clothes off with lust and desire. They make their way to the bedroom, climb into bed together, get naked, and touch each other everywhere.

They are so engulfed at the moment together that they do not hear a car pull into the driveway or the front door open.

Brad, Paula's husband, walks through the front door of his house, and he looks for Paula silently. As he approaches their bedroom, he begins to hear the sounds of sheets rustling and the bed creaking.

Suddenly, he freezes. He stands, frozen in the doorway, and cannot take his eyes away from what he sees before him.

In front of him on their bed, he sees Evan, naked lying on top of his wife, Paula, who is also naked. They are kissing passionately and are completely unaware that he is there.

He cannot move; he cannot speak. He cannot take his eyes off of them.

Paula spreads her legs in the air and places them on Evan’s shoulders. He lowers himself between her legs and slides his cock inside of her. She leans her head back with her eyes closed and begins moaning.

They made out furiously, swirling their tongues around each other’s mouths and sharing a passionate moment with their eyes closed and their bodies locked together. They were both so horny and lusting after each other.

Evan pulled away from the kiss and rolled over, pulling Paula with him so that she was straddling him. Paula moved her body to sit on Evan’s face, positioning her clit over his mouth.

Evan began to kiss her clit, and he moved his tongue over it in slow, deliberate circles.

Paula lowered her body so that she could take his cock into her mouth, and she began sucking it as he ate her out.

Evan grabbed Paula’s ass cheeks and massaged them as he moaned from her mouth on his cock.

He grabbed onto her ass tightly as his pleasure increased, squeezing it as he went deep with his tongue on her clit.

Brad was surprised to see his wife having such passionate sex with another man since he had never seen her this passionate in bed with him before.

Paula climbed off of Evan’s face and got on all fours in front of him, wanting him to fuck her doggy style.

Evan put his hands around her waist and pulled her body towards him. She felt the tip of his cock find her pussy, and she gasped in anticipation. She let her excitement build as she awaited the penetration by his fat cock. All of a sudden, he gripped her hips tighter, and he thrust himself deep into her pussy, filling her with his rock-hard member. She moaned as he went deeper and deeper.

Evan knew that he wouldn’t last much longer, as the pleasure was becoming too great for him to hold off his orgasm much longer. Evan thrust himself into her deeply from behind, and he reached an orgasm that took over his entire body as he moaned and grunted in delight.

Paula fell into the bed and rolled to the side, and Evan fell onto the bed next to her. They began kissing as he put his fingers to her clit and began rubbing it gently.

Paula came as he rubbed her clit, and she moaned as they made out.

The two of them lay in the bed, panting and gazing into each other’s eyes lovingly.

Finally, Brad felt the sensation come back to his body, and he clears his throat loudly, and they both freeze and stare at him like two deer in headlights.

The three of them are frozen in time, staring at each other, and none of them choose to move.

“Brad,” Paula says.

Brad had seen enough. After seeing how Paula and Evan had looked at each other, he knew it was over. He stormed out of the room and toward the front door. He was furious. As he ran out, he felt himself bubbling with anger and trying to decide how to get back at Evan for stealing his wife.

Paula and Evan lay in bed together and looked at each other. Suddenly, they both burst out laughing. They didn’t care that Brad had walked in on them because they wanted to be with each other, and Brad was getting in the way of that.

As they lay there together, they began kissing, which led to fucking all over again. They were full of lust and passion, like two kids in love. They were happier than ever.

Paula sat down with Brad later that week, and he knew what was coming before she even spoke.

“I’m leaving you, Brad,” Paula said.

“I knew it, I saw how you looked at Evan,” He said.

They discussed logistics and decided how they were going to divide their assets. They decided that Paula would keep the house and that Brad would get a new house.

Almost immediately, Paula and Evan moved in together, and they were completely enamored with each other day in and day out.


CHAPTER TWO

One day, after Paula and Evan had been living together for several months, Paula decided that she wanted Evan to meet her friends. She knew that one of her best friends had a housewarming party coming up, and she decided that she was going to take Evan with her.

Friday night came, and the party arrived. Evan was excited to meet Paula's friends, and they went to the housewarming party together arm in arm.

Upon arriving at the party, Paula walked around the living room, introducing Evan to her friends. She introduced him as her boyfriend, knowing that these friends were mutual friends of her ex-husband and that he was likely to show up any minute.

Paula and Evan were acting like a teenage couple in love, full of PDA and wandering hands as they greeted friends and poured each other drinks. Paula's friends were happy to see her so in love, but they couldn't help but feel bad for Brad since they knew that Paula had left him for Evan.

Paula’s ex-husband, Brad, arrived about an hour later, and the entire vibe of the party changed since the house was full of mutual friends of Brad and Paula.

Just as Evan was wondering whether Brad would approach them, he saw Brad walking over.

“Good evening,” Brad said in an overly formal tone.

“Hi Brad,” Paula said. “You remember Evan?”

“How could I forget,” Brad said, rolling his eyes.

Brad and Evan had only ever met once when Brad walked in on them, and they had never been formally introduced, so Evan felt a little uncomfortable. Evan stuck out a hand for a handshake, and Brad squeezed his hand firmly. 


After they had gotten the initial awkward introduction over with, Evan and Paula got back to the party and back to putting their hands all over each other.

After a few more drinks, Brad came up to Evan once again. Evan braced himself for a punch in the face or something of the sort, but instead, he smiled.

“Can I talk to you for a second?” Brad said. Evan looked at Paula and then back to Brad.

"Sure, man," Evan said. He figured that it would be better to have a good relationship with Brad since he now knew their mutual friends and planned to stay in Paula's life for a long time.

“Come with me, let’s talk, man to man,” Brad said. Though Evan was a little hesitant, he knew that it was the least he could do after stealing Brad’s wife.

They walked toward the back of the house, where the music was less audible and where there were much fewer people. Brad ducked into a small bathroom at the back of the house, and Evan followed him, finding it odd but going with him anyway. 

Once inside, Evan closed the door. Brad looked at him with a serious face and began. 

“Look, I know all about you buddy,” Brad said, his tone changing suddenly. “I have a friend who is a Private Investigator, and he looked into you. I know things about you that will make Paula leave you forever and never speak to you again.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” Evan asked. 

“I want you to follow all of my demands, and if you do, I won’t tell Paula everything I know about you,” Evan bubbled with anger as he heard this. He was being blackmailed, and he hated it. 

“I’m not interested in whatever it is you’re trying to do here,” Evan said without stopping or turning around. 


“This will ruin you, She won’t love you anymore, I know her, Evan.” Brad said. Evan stopped and turned around. 

“Why are you doing this? What is going on here?” Evan took a deep breath and crossed his arms over his chest. He didn’t move. 

“I want you to make up an excuse, tell Paula that you need to go out on Friday night. Then, come to my house, and I’ll tell you what I want from you,” Brad said.

“Fuck you,” Evan said.

“See you then,” Brad said. “But wait- there’s something you can do for me tonight, first.” He said.

Evan stared at him as Brad took a few steps forward in the small bathroom. They were face-to-face, close enough to touch.

Brad grabbed onto Evan's hips and pulled his body into him. He turned him around roughly so that his back was facing him. Brad put one hand on Evan's shoulder and bent him over. Evan hated this, but he loved Paula so much, and he didn't want to lose her. Brad was right, and if she found out about his past, she would surely leave him. He had no choice but to do everything Brad wanted him to.

Brad pressed his body into Evan's and pushed him into the wall in front of them. Evan planted his hands on the wall in front of him as Brad pressed himself into him from behind.

Brad grabbed onto his cock, over his pants, which was getting harder by the second.

Brad tugged at Evan's pants and pulled them down to his ankles. He took his own cock out of his pants and teased the outside of Evan's ass with it. This made Evan moan instinctively, though he didn't want Brad to think that he enjoyed himself.

Brad's cock got even harder as he heard Evan moan. Finally, after teasing him for some time, Brad slid his cock inside of Evan's ass and began thrusting, holding onto his hips for support. Evan began moaning louder, trying hard to hold back but unable to, as Brad's massive cock entered him. His hands were still planted on the wall in front of him, and their bodies moved together with each thrust.

Brad began thrusting deeper, and Evan's legs were growing weak with pleasure.

Evan began moaning louder and louder, trying to stifle it, and before Brad could silence him by putting a hand over his mouth, Evan came with a force that had him sinking to the floor.

Brad stood over him and began to stroke his cock, getting close now too. He stroked it faster and harder, and within a matter of seconds, he began to come, spraying himself directly into Evan’s mouth. Brad reached out a hand and pulled Evan’s head onto his cock deeper as he came into the back of his throat.

When he finished, he reached out his hand and pulled Evan up to his feet.

“Let’s get back out there, before she notices that we’re gone,” Brad said, zipping up his pants and turning to leave the bathroom. “See you on Friday, or else,” Brad said before opening the door and stepping out, closing it behind him.

Evan got himself together and checked himself in the mirror, making sure he was presentable before leaving and joining the party once again. He picked up a new beer in the kitchen on his way back to the living room, where Paula was sitting with some girlfriends. He kissed her on the cheek as she greeted him, and he inserted himself into the group conversation casually.

After drinking many more beers in an effort to try to forget what he had done that evening, Evan was too drunk to drive, so Paula drove them home at around 2 am.

“Someone had fun tonight!” Paula exclaimed as they drove home.

“Uh, yeah, it was nice to meet your friends,” Evan said, trying to remain casual.

When they arrived at home, Paula went straight to bed, and Evan told her that he was going to be there shortly, as he wanted to get himself a sports drink to try to fend off the hangover before it could even begin.

He stood in the kitchen, wobbling a little, and thought back on his night. He reached down to scratch his abdomen, and he let his hand sit there for a minute.

He slowly began moving his hand down the front of his body as he continued to think of the night he had just had. Now that he was drunk, he felt a little differently about his encounter with Brad in the bathroom. He hadn’t wanted it to happen, but Brad had fucked him so well, and it had felt amazing.

He moved his hand down his body until he could feel his cock over his pants. It was stiff with lust and desire as he remembered Brad’s touch. He began rubbing it slowly and sensually through his pants. It was getting stiffer with each second that passed.

He lifted his hand and slid it inside of his pants, where he felt the engorged skin of his cock on his hand. He pulled his pants down and dropped them to the floor so that he could touch himself without restriction. He leaned his back against the kitchen counter and began stroking his erect cock slowly as he thought about Brad, fucking him in such a confident and sexy way.

As the pleasure was building, he slid his body down to the floor and kicked his pants off of his feet so that he could move freely. He was the perfect amount of intoxicated, and Paula was already sleeping, so he had all the time in the world. There were no distractions or worries, and he was in the mood to get off again. He continued touching himself as he sat on the floor. He didn’t even know it had been possible to be this turned on without watching porn. All he was doing was thinking back on the night, and he was rock-hard.

He reached a point where he was so horny that it was hard to hold off his orgasm, but he wanted to ride this pleasure out for as long as possible.

He reached up for the kitchen cupboard beside him and pulled out a tub of coconut oil. He had nothing else on hand, and he wanted something to use as lube, as he needed it for what he was about to do.

He took a big scoop of coconut oil, and he rubbed it around on his hand. He began stroking his cock with this hand, and it slid easily, making him quiver with pleasure. He got on his hands and knees on the kitchen floor, and he began to take deep breaths. Then using his lubed-up hand, he began to explore his ass.

He began by teasing the area around the hole for a while, the coconut oil he had used as lube making this pleasurable and hot. His hard cock was trembling with desire.

He closed his eyes and let his feelings guide him, shutting off his mind for the first time in a long while. He began to move his finger around the hole gently and slowly, sliding his fingers around it as the hole expanded in response.

Then, when he could not take it anymore, he slid his finger into his anus with vigor. He reached for the coconut oil again and stuck two fingers into the jar, covering them with oil. He relaxed into his pleasure as he slid his fingers back inside slowly and gently, which was hard given his level of arousal! He stuck his fingers in as far as he could, and he felt his prostate. He knew he had found it because it sent a jolt of pleasure through his body that almost made him cum right then and there.

He curved them towards his prostate with his fingers inside and began to massage this spot, letting the sensations build. He increased the pressure and got into a rhythm. He rolled onto his side on the floor, and with his other hand, he began to stroke his cock, which was still rock hard and still lubed with the coconut oil. This made his hand glide up and down his shaft easily.

Both types of pleasure began to take over his body, and he began moving his hand faster and deeper until he reached the most pleasure he had ever felt, climaxing with a spray of cum across the kitchen with a force representative of what he had just experienced. He had just had an orgasm like never before.

He collapsed onto the kitchen floor, his hands falling to the floor in front of him. He lay there panting, his hands, his cock, and his ass covered in oil and a naughty look on his face as he thought about all of the things that he had done that night that he had never done before. He didn't care, as he was still reveling in that orgasm.

-          -

The birds chirped, and Evan stirred. He blinked and looked around. It was the first light of day, and his eyes darted around the kitchen in confusion.

Evan noticed that his pants and boxers were on the floor, there was a jar of coconut oil on the floor beside him, and his cock was glistening- still covered in coconut oil. Suddenly, he remembered the night before, and it all made sense to him.

He pulled himself off the floor so that Paula would not walk into the kitchen and wonder what the fuck he was doing. He got to his feet and grabbed his pants, put the coconut oil in the cupboard, and quickly wiped up the floor with a rag.

He took the sports drink with him as he could feel the first nagging sensations of a hangover coming over him. He climbed the stairs quietly so as not to wake Paula and got in the shower. He decided that he would tell her that he fell asleep on the couch last night, as he didn’t want to wake her when he got in bed with her, and he didn’t want her to wonder why he hadn’t come to bed that night.


CHAPTER THREE

When Friday night came, Evan knew that he had to visit Brad’s house. He had agreed to do whatever Brad said to avoid having their relationship ruined, and he found himself thinking about what might happen that night.

When his workday finished, he got into his car and gave Paula a quick call.

“Hey babe, I have to stay late tonight at work, but I’ll be home later to spend time with you! Can’t wait to see you,” He said.

“Okay honey, don’t work too hard!” She said.

Evan hung up and began the drive to Brad’s new house.

When he arrived, Evan took a seat in the living room, and Brad cracked open two beers. Brad began trying to make small talk. Chatting with his lover’s ex-husband was not how Evan wanted to spend his Friday night. 

Brad asked him about his work and made simple small talk about the weather and so on, but after a few minutes, Evan just wanted to get the evening over with. 

“Let’s talk about why I’m really here,” Evan said. 

“Oh, you want to jump right into it?" Brad said. Sure, your choice," He cleared his throat and took a sip of beer. "Well, after the other night, it seems like you quite enjoy being on the bottom," Brad said with a smile, looking at Evan as he took another sip of his beer. Evan was taken aback. 


“Umm,” He said. 

"Oh, don't worry! Your secret is safe with me!" Brad said, winking at Evan. “I’m just trying to plan out our night,” He laughed. Evan shifted uncomfortably in his seat. 


Evan awkwardly sipped his beer and glanced at the door. 

“Anyway, let’s get started, shall we?” Brad said. “Let’s role play” He looked at Evan with excitement. 

“What do you mean?” Evan said, suddenly nervous.

“You’re going to dress up for me. You’re going to wear a slutty dress, and I’m going to dominate you, my little sissy,” Brad said. 


Brad was thirsty for a power dynamic in the bedroom, and he wanted to get back at Evan for stealing his wife, and he thought that this was the best way to do it. Brad wanted Evan to submit to him and all his demands.

Brad stood up from his seat on the couch beside Evan, and he stood in front of him. He reached out and grabbed onto Evan’s necktie, pulling at it a little before untying it. He then commanded Evan to stand up.

“Stand.” Said Brad, getting into his role.

Brad was already prepared, and he had a short, tight dress sitting on the armchair next to the couch. He grabbed it and tossed it to Evan.

“Put it on,” He demanded.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Evan said, looking at the dress.

“Now,” Brad ordered.

Evan took off his clothes, leaving him standing naked in Brad's living room. He pulled the dress up his legs, and it sat tightly on his thin body.

Brad said nothing, and he was simply taking it all in. He tried not to smile as it didn't his dom role, but he enjoyed all of this thoroughly.

“Turn around,” Brad said to Evan. He grabbed him by the shoulder and spun him around so that his back was to Brad. He then grabbed onto Evan’s wrists and held them together with one hand behind his back. He wrapped Evan’s necktie around his wrists, securing them by tying a knot. Brad had complete control.

“Let’s go,” Brad ordered.

They climbed the stairs together, heading toward Brad’s room. He was holding onto Evan’s wrists behind his back the entire time, his grip not loosening even once. When they arrived in the bedroom, Brad pushed Evan onto the bed on his stomach, his face buried in the covers. Brad untied the tie from Evan’s wrists and instructed him to lie down at the top of the bed on his back.

“I’m going to tie you down and punish you,” Brad said, a serious expression on his face that gave Evan a jolt of electricity deep within his testicles.

Evan had still not spoken, and he simply continued to follow each one of Brad’s instructions. Evan turned over onto his back with his hands free, and he slid his body to the top of the bed, lying back and placing his head on one of the pillows. Brad had made the bed neatly, and Evan was impressed at how thoroughly Brad had prepared for his visit.

Brad hopped onto the bed with Evan’s necktie still in his hand and began to tie his wrists together, fastening them to the bed frame.

Evan was lying across the bed, his hands tied up behind him. He was still wearing the tight, slutty dress, and Brad could see the outline of his dick.

Brad looked at the thick outline of Evan’s dick under the dress, and his own cock was becoming hard beneath his pants. He took off his shirt and pants before climbing onto the bed, straddling Evan.

He began touching Evan over the dress, moving his hand back and forth along the shaft. Evan watched as Brad moved sensually, and he could see that his boner was visible through the thin layer of his tight dress. Brad looked down at Evan’s cock, poking through the dress fabric, and looked back up to Evan.

“I guess you like being dominated,” Brad said.

Hearing this remark turned Evan on even more, and he could practically feel himself getting even stiffer. He was sure that Brad had noticed. Evan lay underneath Brad, wondering what Brad was going to do next.

Brad took the top of the strapless dress that Evan was wearing and pulled it down to expose his nipples. Brad lowered his head and began moving his tongue over Evan's stiff nipples. He moved back and forth from one to the other and then took one nipple between his teeth. Evan gasped.

Brad began biting his nipple harder, and he squeezed the other between his fingers. Evan began moaning as the pain pleased him.

Brad worked his way down the front of Evan’s body with his hands, moving along his abdomen and across his erect cock. When he reached the hem of the dress, he stopped.

He looked up at Evan and saw that his eyes were closed, and he threw his head back against the pillow. Brad pulled the dress up from the bottom, exposing Evan’s raging hard on. He pulled the dress up enough that both his nipples and his cock were exposed.

He pulled Evan’s legs apart so that he could slide his body between them. He positioned himself between his spread legs, and he spat into his hand.

He grabbed onto Evan's fat cock, and his spit dripped down the length of his shaft, all the way to his balls. Brad squeezed it in his hand before sliding his giant cock into his throat. Brad began sliding his tongue along Evan’s cock and bobbing up and down with every movement.

The sensation of Brad squeezing Evan’s cock while he sucked on it, coupled with the lubrication of his spit, was turning Evan on like no other.

Evan wanted to reach down and pull Brad’s hair and push his face deeper onto his cock, but he couldn’t move because he was tied to the bed. The frustration that this caused only increased his arousal.

Just as it was starting to feel even better, Brad stood and climbed off of the bed. He pulled off his boxers, exposing his huge, solid cock. He was already rock hard, and the mere sight of this made Evan want to reach out and jump his bones. Being tied down was making him so horny for Brad, and this feeling caught him by surprise.

Brad stood on the bed and began to touch himself. He stroked his huge cock and grunted in pleasure. He stood over Evan, stroking himself. The sight of him made Evan want him. It made Evan want to sit up and grab him, to put that large cock in his mouth and suck him off. To reach down and touch himself. But he couldn’t do any of these things because he was tied to the headboard.

Evan could see how tying him up made Brad so horny. The building frustration Evan felt was only making him more aroused, and he could tell by the look on Brad’s face that he liked teasing Evan. He was torturing him sexually, and Brad loved it.

Brad got to his knees and lay his body on top of Evan’s, their stiff cocks rubbing on each other. His soft but stiff skin made Evan weak.

“Untie me!” Evan shouted desperately.

“No. Not yet.” Brad scolded him like a teacher to a student. Or a prison guard to an inmate.

He continued to rub his cock on Evan’s as he moved his body up and down on top of him. 

“You want more, don’t you?” brad asked, teasing Evan.

“Yes,” Evan responded, wanting Brad to make the next move already.

Suddenly, Brad slid his arms underneath Evan’s legs and lifted his knees to his chest, spreading them. He thrust his hips forward and slid himself into Evan’s behind deeply. Evan screamed out in ecstasy. It felt amazing to Evan to finally have him inside of him after all of that teasing he had been doing. He thrust himself into Evan, and they both began to moan louder and louder. Evan could feel his pleasure building to a peak.

"I'm going to come," Brad shouted.

Brad let himself go, and pleasure flooded his entire body as he continued to thrust himself into Evan. Evan’s movement was restricted as Brad was on top of him, and his hands were still tied to the bed and watching him helplessly take his cock made Brad so horny. His cock exploded as he reached the climax, his load filling Evan up.

Evan lay there, still unable to move.

After coming, Brad collapsed onto the bed beside Evan and reached up to untie his wrists from the bedposts.

Evan had not touched Brad’s cock at all, but Brad had clearly loved it.

Brad hopped off of the bed and found his boxers. He put them on and began walking down the stairs.

“Get your dress back on, you’re going to cook me dinner!” Brad shouted behind him.

Evan grunted after being left blue-balled; cooking was the last thing on his mind. He put the dress back in place over his boner and descended the stairs to the kitchen.

“Can’t we just order a pizza or something if you’re hungry?” Evan asked Brad.

“You’re my sissy, you do what I want,” Brad said.

Evan began cooking the only thing he knew how while Brad watched television with a beer in hand. Evan whipped up the most basic pasta recipe in twenty minutes, and he placed two plates on the kitchen table.

Brad took his seat across the table from Evan and began eating.

“Eat up, you’ll need the energy,” Brad said, winking at Evan.

-          -

Brad looked at Evan, and Evan stared back at him. Brad smiled, and Evan smiled back. Evan saw a flicker in Brad's eyes, and before he knew it, Brad was leaning forward to kiss him. Evan kissed him back hard. He was still incredibly horny from earlier, and he needed to get off. 

Brad pushed Evan onto the floor, and he lay down on his back. Brad climbed on top of him, kissing him harder. Brad straddled Evan, putting his hands underneath the elastic of his dress, and slid it down, over his hips and off of him. He tossed it to the floor.

He looked at Evan’s naked body, taking in the sight of his chiseled chest and his six-pack.

Evan’s hands were free this time, and he reached his hands down the front of Brad’s body to find his cock. He had not bothered to replace any of his clothes except for his boxers, so Evan could easily access them. 

Evan was hard already, and Brad could feel it on his body as he straddled him. Evan could feel it pressing against Brad’s skin. They kissed again, and Brad ground his hips into Evan's boner. Evan grunted.

Brad climbed off of Evan and pulled off his boxers. They were both naked, and Evan was ready. The sight of Brad’s cock made Evan’s dick even harder.

Brad examined Evan's naked body, and their clothes were strewn across the floor around them. Brad walked around Evan's body to stand at Evan’s head, and he got to his knees. He straddled Evan’s face and leaned forward so that his cock slid into Evan’s mouth.

Evan opened his mouth, and Brad’s cock slid in even further. Evan reached up and grabbed Brad’s ass cheeks, squeezing them hard.

Brad leaned forward and took Evan’s cock into his mouth. Evan massaged Brad’s ass with his hands as they sucked each other off.

Evan moved his fingers to Brad’s ass, and he began to move them in circles as Brad moaned.

Brad moved his hand to Evan’s balls, and he wrapped his hand around them. He squeezed gently, and Evan moaned. Brad spat on his hand and used it as lube to stroke Evan’s cock while he sucked it. The sensation of Brad’s warm mouth on his dick and his wet hand squeezing Evan’s balls almost made him come, but he wanted more, so he held it off.

Evan worked his finger around Brad’s ass, and he started to insert it gently. Brad moaned loudly in response, and he squeezed Evan’s balls tighter.

As Evan sucked Brad's cock, he started moving faster, and at the same time, he slid his finger deeper inside of his ass. He moved it around inside a little, very gently. Brad began screaming out loud, and it echoed in the living room.

Brad could tell that Evan was close to coming, so he sat upon his knees, giving Evan a break. Evan’s fingers were still inside of him, and his cock was still inside of Evan’s mouth. Brad began to move his hips up and down on Evan’s face, and he pushed his body into Evan so that his fingers sank deeper within his ass.

Brad loved it. He was so horny, and he wanted to suck Evan’s dick again, but he didn’t want him to come just yet. Evan’s cock was pointing straight into the air, begging to be rubbed, but Brad resisted the temptation. It was too ready to release.

Evan began working his finger in and out of Brad’s ass faster while sucking on his cock harder, and Brad was getting closer and closer to coming. All of a sudden, Brad’s legs tightened over Evan’s face, and he began to scream, reaching a full climax. His legs were shaking, and he was coming hard into Evan’s mouth.

Evan took his load into his mouth and had no choice but to swallow since it began dripping down his throat. He lay on the floor, and as Brad climbed off of his face, Evan began touching himself. He was so horny, and he couldn’t wait.

Brad put a hand on his and stopped him. Brad began touching Evan's cock, and Evan breathed a sigh of relief, needing release. Brad stroked his cock with one hand, and with the other, he slid a hand underneath his ass. He found Evan’s ass hole and started moving his finger around the outside of it, just like Evan had done to him. It felt amazing.

Brad lowered his upper body and began sucking Evan’s dick again, still moving his finger around the outside of his ass. He lifted his hand out from under Evan, spat on his fingers, and slid them back under. With his fingers now lubricated, he slid one inside.

Evan moaned, surprised at how good this felt. Brad began moving his finger around in circles, and it felt incredible. He thrust it in deeper, and Evan began to feel as if he was coming, but better. This was a full-body experience, and Evan wanted it to last forever. He hadn’t ejaculated yet, but it was coming on. Brad kept thrusting his finger deeper into him, and he was stroking his cock with the other hand. It felt so good that extreme pleasure overcame Evan's entire body. He began to ejaculate, and it exploded with such force that it went high into the air. His entire body tensed in response to the orgasm, and a full minute later, it was over.

He relaxed his body, completely exhausted from the experience.

-          -

Friday night came around once again, and Evan told Paula that he was working late for the fifth week in a row. He drove to Brad's house and walked right inside without bothering to knock first.

“Mmmm I love it when you come to see me in your work clothes," Brad said.

“I think you’d like it even better if I weren’t wearing them,” Evan teased back.

Brad reached down to undo Evan’s belt. He began opening Evan’s pants and pulled them down to Evan’s knees. He reached around Evan and began to tease his ass with a finger.

“Oh my-“ Evan began

“Do you like that?” Brad asked, knowing the answer.

Brad turned Evan around and bent him over the kitchen table. He spread his ass cheeks with his hands and put his face in between them. He began to move his tongue back and forth over Evan's ass, and Evan moaned loudly with each swipe of Brad's tongue. He slid his tongue inside and moved it around, Evan's knees going weak in response.

Brad reached around his body, and with his tongue still doing dances in Evan’s ass, he began stroking Evan’s cock, which had already gotten hard from anticipation on his drive over.

"I'm not going to last long if you keep this up." Evan said, breathing heavily.

Brad did not respond, his mouth completely occupied. He was licking and stroking, and Evan was wobbly on his feet, gripping the kitchen table for support. He grunted, and with that, he came all over the kitchen table, his body beginning to tremble. He collapsed onto the table, and Brad rose to his feet, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Brad slapped Evan’s ass and walked over to the stove to resume cooking dinner for Evan, who lay across the table, catching his breath.


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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