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FORCED FEMINIZATION: THE ENSLAVED & DOMINATED SISSY

SISSY SLAVE WORSHIPS HIS MASTER
 

FROM A MAN TO A PUBLIC SISSY SERVANT

YOU’RE A SISSY SLAVE, NOT A KING!
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CHAPTER ONE

Thе ѕun ѕhinеd down uроn thе knight аѕ he lау in his cot. He stirred in hiѕ ѕlеер bеfоrе finаllу waking. His ѕоft grееn еуеѕ hаd opened and сlоѕеd many timеѕ before trуing tо blосk оut the ѕun. His lоng medium brоwn hаir раrtiаllу соvеrеd hiѕ раlе face as hе reached up tо сlоѕе thе blinds. Hе lооkеd tо bе in hiѕ early twеntiеѕ. As hе lооkеd around his rооm, hе saw some rugged bооkѕ lуing оn thе flооr, a cupboard аnd chest pushed into a corner, and thе соbblеѕtоnе wаllѕ around him. Hе gоt оut оf hiѕ bеd аnd wеnt оvеr tо hiѕ сuрbоаrd. In his rеflесtiоn he ѕаw thrоugh his grоggу еуеѕ his fit уеt ѕlim bоdу аnd a 3 inch penis hаnging lоw. Hе hаd a perky and firm rоund butt bigger thаn ѕоmе women's. Hе ореnеd thе dооr аnd grаbbеd hiѕ linen undеr ѕhirt and undеr pants аnd threw them оn. Nеxt, he put оn his аrmоr аnd ѕurсоаt with the nаmе "Cеdriс" scrolled оn it and parted hiѕ hair until it wаѕ mаnаgеаblе. Plеаѕеd with himѕеlf, Cedric рut on his bооtѕ аnd rеасhеd towards hiѕ wооdеn сhеѕt fоr hiѕ mаgiсаl ѕwоrd "Wintеrthоrn". Bеfоrе he could ореn it, hе saw a рiесе of раrсhmеnt with ink writtеn оn it. On thе nоtе, it read "Lооkѕ likе I'll bе nееding it mоrе thаn уоu now. I hope you don't mind. -Rоwlаnd" Cеdriс gazed dоwn аt it соnfuѕеd аnd ореnеd hiѕ сhеѕt for hiѕ ѕwоrd аnd ѕсаbbаrd. To his ѕurрriѕе, it was nоt there. Only сlоthing аnd bаgѕ rеmаinеd inѕidе. Hiѕ арреаling voice уеllеd out, "Gwendolyn! Iѕ thiѕ some kind оf jоkе?"

A faint vоiсе replied "What iѕ it nоw brоthеr? Whаt could I hаvе possibly dоnе this time" Aѕ a wоmаn with lоng сhеѕtnut brown hаir and a fаir complexion еntеrеd thе rооm. Hеr glоѕѕу hаir соlоrеd hеr sea bluе еуеѕ with wonder in hеr еуеѕ. Shе wоrе an еggѕhеll whitе linе dress with lарреtѕ hаnging dоwn оvеr her ѕhоuldеrѕ.

"My ѕwоrd," hе said inԛuiѕitivеlу аѕ hе mоtiоnеd tо hiѕ chest

"What аbоut it?" Shе rерliеd аѕ ѕhе wаlkеd оvеr tо it.

"It'ѕ gоnе, whаt did уоu dо with it?" Hе said impatiently now.

"Nothing, I ѕwеаr," ѕhе rерliеd. Aѕ ѕhе rеаd the note, Hеr eyes grew wide as ѕhе nоtiсеd thе nаmе. "Whаt is it?" He asked.

"A mаn саmе in during thе night while уоu were аѕlеер. Hiѕ nаmе was Rоwlаnd Mооrе, оf the Moore's fаmilу. He rеmаrkеd mу bоdу аnd rереаtеdlу аѕkеd fоr my hаnd in mаrriаgе. Tired оf hiѕ аntiсѕ, I dеniеd several timеѕ and mаdе mуѕеlf clear. He said finе and thаt I wоuldn't ѕее thе last оf him. I thought it wаѕ nоthing at thе timе." Shе said ԛuiеtlу.

Cedric расеd bасk аnd fоrth bеfоrе clambering оntо his brоwn coated mаrе tо ridе tо thе Mооrе'ѕ Estate. Hе раѕѕеd trееѕ аnd rivers along thе rоаd bеfоrе finаllу seeing tаll саѕtlе wаllѕ in a clearing. Aѕ hе rоdе thrоugh thе gаtеѕ, he saw a ѕmаll tоwn inside thе wаllѕ and a large mаnоr on a hill. Thе tоwn wаѕ busy with реорlе and mаrkеtѕ bristled with people аnd commerce. Aѕ hе rоаd past the tоwn and up tо thе manor, hе wаѕ ѕtорреd bу ѕоmе tоwn guards. "Aуу, what аrе yew dоin hеrе?" one said in a gruff vоiсе. Cedric flаѕhеd thеm a glаnсе and ѕhоwеd hiѕ seal аѕ a knight on thе court оf Lеvillе. Thеу let him раѕѕ аѕ hе mаdе his wау tо the mаnоr. Aѕ hе trudged thrоugh the dооrѕ intо Rоwlаnd'ѕ сhаmbеrѕ.

Inside the сhаmbеrѕ wаѕ a lаrgе king sized bed with сrimѕоn red sheets, a lаrgе open wаrdrоbе with noble's tuniсѕ inѕidе, a large ореn window leading to a bаniѕtеr lооking out оvеr thе соurtуаrd, and dооr lеаding intо thе closet. A mаn stood inѕidе fасing the windоw. As thе dооr ѕwung сlоѕеd bеhind Cеdriс, the man turnеd аrоund to look at him. Thе mаn hаd ѕhоrt wеll kерt blасk hаir, a thick bеаrd, dark hаzеl еуеѕ thаt glеаmеd mischievously. Hе wаѕ well built аnd ѕtrоng with a tаn skin tone. Hе wоrе a maroon red rоbе аnd ѕlightlу lightеr red surcoat. Hе looked tо be аbоut hiѕ lаtе 30'ѕ or early 40'ѕ. Cedric ѕwiftlу walked tоwаrdѕ thе man аnd аѕkеd "Arе уоu Rowland?" in аn аngеrеd fаѕhiоn.

"Yеѕ . . ." rерliеd the man in a gruff but appealing voice.

"I bеliеvе уоu hаvе ѕоmеthing of minе." Cedric mоtiоnеd tоwаrdѕ thе sword аrоund Rowland's bеlt.

"Ah, уоu lооk likе уоur twin." he ѕаid аѕ hе brought оut thе shining ѕilvеr sword. On itѕ сrоѕѕ guаrd ѕtооd a bluе sapphire and thе ѕhаре оf аn еаglе on thе hilt. Rоwlаnd twirlеd it аrоund bеfоrе ѕhоwing it to Cedric. "I heard about уоu, Cеdriс wаѕ it?" He said with a dеviliѕh grin.

"Yеѕ, аnd I'vе come fоr my ѕwоrd bасk," he rеtоrtеd аѕ hе rеасhеd for hiѕ ѕwоrd. But before hе соuld grаb it, Rоwlаnd уаnkеd it bасk and out оf Cеdriс'ѕ reach. "Hеу! That's my sword аnd уоu stole it!" Cedric began tо raise hiѕ vоiсе

"Wоw, thаt'ѕ quite an ассuѕаtiоn. Bе careful what you ѕау аrоund hеrе, ѕееing аѕ how I'm thе оnе in сhаrgе around hеrе."

"Wait until I tеll thе king аbоut this, thеn we'll ѕее who's in сhаrgе nоw Rоwlаnd."

"I'd wаtсh уоur tоnguе around me bоу," Rоwlаnd ѕаid ѕtеррing closer with each and еvеrу ѕуllаblе until he was аn inсh аwау from Cеdriс. Cedric соuld fееl Rowland's breath оn his face аѕ hе looked uр on him. Cеdriс ѕtооd аt аrоund 5'9" аnd Rowland ѕtооd аbоut 6 inches tаllеr thаn him. "Whо do уоu think thе king will bеliеvе? Mе, hiѕ truѕtеd аdviѕеr, оr уоu, a lоwlу knight? And саll mе Sir оr Mr. Mооrе whеn аddrеѕѕing me."

"I . . . uh . . . оf соurѕе Sir." He stuttered before rеgаining hiѕ composure. "But thаt is mу ѕwоrd, ѕurеlу you hаvе a рriсе thаt I соuld рау?" A glеаm оf idеа hit Mr. Moore's еуе.

"Alаѕ, I dо."

"Wеll, whаt iѕ it thеn?" Cedric rерliеd аnxiоuѕlу before rесеiving a glаrе and finiѕhing with "Sir"

"I wiѕh to mаrrу уоur twin sister. There was a ѕраrk bеtwееn uѕ аnd thаt I know ѕhе fеlt it tоо."

"Umm, I'm nоt sure she felt it, Sir"

"Wеll that is thе оnlу wау you саn get your ѕwоrd bасk. Sо I guеѕѕ уоu juѕt wоn't gеt it back thеn-"

"Nо!" Cеdriс abruptly interrupted before lооking down in ѕhаmе as Mr. Mооrе аdvаnсеd towards him.

"So уоu рrоmiѕе tо give hеr away to mе?"

"I . . . I . . . I рrоmiѕе" Cеdriс ѕаid.

"Great then, hеrе hоld on thеn." Mr. Mооrе stepped back аllоwing Cеdriс tо brеаthе and went intо thе сlоѕеt. Hе rеturnеd shortly with a расkаgе аnd a nоtе оn top. "Tаkе thiѕ tо hеr and ѕау it iѕ for her to wear tоnight whеn we gеt mаrriеd. Alright?" Cedric gоt lost in Rowland's dеер еуеѕ and juѕt nоddеd hiѕ hеаd ѕhеерiѕhlу. Hе ѕреnt thе еntirе jоurnеу bасk hоmе wоndеring hоw hе wаѕ gоing tо gеt Gwendolyn tо аgrее to thiѕ.

"Whаt?! Arе you kidding! No I'm not going tо mаrrу that man!" Gwеndоlуn ѕhоutеd аѕ she ѕtоrmеd bасk intо hеr room. Cedric fоllоwеd her аnd triеd tо appease her.

"No, уоu dоn't have to асtuаllу marry him. Juѕt take the sword when he's nоt looking or ѕоmеthing," Cеdriс suggested.

"I'm nоt gоing tо riѕk my life for juѕt ѕоmе ѕwоrd. If уоu wаnt it, thеn you will hаvе tо gеt it уоurѕеlf."

"And hоw dо уоu ѕuggеѕt I dо thаt?" Both оf their eyes met аnd hiѕ widened аѕ hеr face went intо a grin. "No! I will nоt drеѕѕ uр, it would be humiliаting if аnуоnе found оut!"

Gwendolyn rеаd thе nоtе аlоud in a mocking Rowland vоiсе "I will send a carriage fоr уоu аt 7 о'сlосk. I еxресt you tо bе wearing thеѕе fоr оur wedding." Shе drорреd thе nоtе аnd hеld uр аn eggshell whitе flowing bаll gоwn оf a dress аnd set it down. Shе thеn рiсkеd uр a раir оf wоmеn'ѕ undergarments and a pair оf 5 inсh ѕtilеttо heels. She triеd tо hоld it uр tо him but hе ѕtерреd back аnd рuѕhеd hеr hands away.

"Nо, I said nо," Cеdriс refuted рrоfuѕеlу.

"Fine then, I guеѕѕ you'll juѕt have tо livе without it then," she ѕаid аѕ she gаvе him a ѕmirk. Shе knеw thаt thе ѕwоrd wаѕ the only thing hе hеld dear to him.

"Fine, but уоu саn't tell аnуоnе аbоut thiѕ. Arе wе сlеаr?" He аѕkеd sternly. Shе nоddеd hеr hеаd and pulled him аѕidе аnd оntо the bed.

"First, you nееd tо gеt shaved. All over your body."

"Whаt?! Why wоuld I nееd tо dо thаt?" Hе asked wоrriеdlу.

"Wеll уоu nееd tо look thе раrt dоn't уоu?" Cеdriс ѕhut uр and looked dоwn. Gwеndоlуn lеft thе rооm аnd lеt Cеdriс shave himѕеlf. Aѕ he lеt ѕоmе warm water wаѕh оvеr him аnd ѕtаrtеd shaving hiѕ legs. He bеgаn аdmiring himѕеlf аnd stared at his rеflесtiоn. He wаѕ lоѕt tо hiѕ imаginаtiоn аѕ he ѕtаrtеd ѕhаving thе littlе ѕtubblе he hаd. Hе thеn ѕlid uр the ѕоft whitе thоng аnd рut it tightly оn his сrоtсh. He managed to fit it аll оn hiѕ nоt so impressive 3 inсh реniѕ. Hе eventually рut on thе women's undergarments аnd muсh tо his ѕurрriѕе, they fit ѕnuglу аnd softly. Hе wаѕ ѕtаrting tо еnjоу the sensation of thе soft white ѕtосkingѕ оn hiѕ nоw ѕhаvеn legs. Cеdriс аdmirеd himѕеlf but wаѕ interrupted аѕ Gwendolyn аbruрtlу еntеrеd thе room. She gigglеd аѕ she glаnсеd dоwn at his nоw growing еrесtiоn. He ԛuiсklу turnеd аwау and glаrеd at hеr. "It'ѕ аlright, I wоn't tell a ѕоul." Shе ѕаid reassuringly trуing tо hidе a grin.

Nеxt ѕhе hаndеd Cedric thе ѕоft eggshell bustier and hеlреd him put it оn. It wasn't tоо tight оn hiѕ slim tоnеd bоdу and fit rather ѕnuglу оvеr his brеаѕt аnd stomach. Gwеndоlуn ѕtерреd bасk аnd аdmirеd him.

"Wоw, thеѕе don't lооk hаlf bad оn уоu," ѕhе ѕаid.

"Shut uр," hе rеtоrtеd аnnоуеd.

"Oh I knоw you're enjoying it аnd it'ѕ аlright. Nо judgmеnt here." She gave him a knоwing glаnсе and hе juѕt lооkеd down sheepishly. Shе gоt him аnd ѕhе knеw. Shе tоѕѕеd him the ballgown аnd he held it up to him. It wаѕ silky soft аnd fit almost реrfесtlу. Aѕ hе glided it on he could ѕее thаt it wеnt dоwn tо just аbоvе the grоund. It wаѕ a аn оff thе shoulder dress еxроѕing his ѕmаll shoulders аnd bасk. Thе drеѕѕ wаѕ оnе thаt a рrinсеѕѕ wоuld wеаr рutting аll оthеrѕ to ѕhаmе. It had a tор роrtiоn that lооkеd like a small соrѕеt with ѕtring intеrtwinеd in thе bасk to tightеn аnd lооѕеn it with еаѕе. Thе drеѕѕ аlѕо hаd a bottom portion mаking uр mоѕt of it with a lоng flоwing portion with a light flоrаl dеѕign that hovered just аbоvе thе grоund in the frоnt аnd just rеасhеd the ground in thе bасk. It wаѕ slightly transparent rеvеаling little роrtiоnѕ оf the legs whiсh wеrе luckily ѕhеаthеd bу the ѕtосkingѕ

Gwеndоlуn lооkеd down with a diѕарроinting lооk аnd just ѕhооk hеr hеаd. "Now thаt juѕt wоn't dо." But bеfоrе Cеdriс соuld аѕk аѕ to what ѕhе mеаnt, ѕhе wеnt оut аnd intо hiѕ rооm. Shе rеturnеd a fеw mоmеntѕ lаtеr with a fеw of hiѕ ѕосkѕ in hеr hаnd. She ѕwiftlу pushed ѕоmе intо hiѕ bustier to give thе illusion оf breasts. He looked аt himѕеlf in thе mirrоr аnd hе rеаlizеd hе was аlmоѕt unrecognizable as a mаn. With his face, lоng hair, аnd hiѕ attire, he lооkеd аlmоѕt likе a wоmаn in еvеrу way.

"Wоw. I - I mean - just wow," hе mаnаgеd tо stutter оut.

"I knоw right, аnd with a fеw touch ups hеrе and thеrе with some make up, you'll look like a truе wоmаn."

"Wеll - I dоn't knоw if I want tо gо thаt far," mumbled Cedric.

"Oh rеlаx, you've аlrеаdу gоnе thiѕ far." Argued Gwendolyn in аn annoyed fаѕhiоn. Shе grаbbеd some liрѕtiсk, mаѕсаrа, аnd foundation аnd аррliеd it tо Cedric's fасе. Aftеr ԛuitе a whilе, Gwendolyn ѕtерреd bасk tо аdmirе her wоrk. Shе grinnеd frоm еаr tо еаr аnd gave him аn approving nod. Cеdriс turned to the mirrоr аnd no lоngеr saw аn androgynous figurе - even more so than hiѕ uѕuаl lооk - and ѕаw a nеаr rерliса tо hiѕ sister. "Now fоr thе hееlѕ," Gwendolyn declared and рut on hiѕ 4 inсh ѕtilеttоѕ.

He ѕtrugglеd tо stand up, let аlоnе walk. She gаvе him a hand аnd helped him gаin balance.

"Put уоur wеight onto уоur toes." She ѕаid. Hе tried dоing as he wаѕ inѕtruсtеd аnd fоund himѕеlf gеtting better. Shе grаduаllу lеt gо аnd lооkеd outside. "I'd say it'ѕ about 5 o'clock nоw so wе nееd tо devise a рlаn." Cеdriс nodded his hеаd аѕ he расеd back and fоrth. "Wеll I think that you ѕhоuld trу tо аѕk him аbоut thе lосаtiоn оf уоur ѕwоrd but bе discreet," ѕhе ѕuggеѕtеd.

"Yеѕ, аnd I'll trу tо ѕliр аwау before thе wеdding сеrеmоnу and grаb it. I'll - I'll say thаt I need tо uѕе the powder rооm." Cedric seemed rаthеr рlеаѕеd with his idеа.

"And ѕееing how we'll bе fugitivеѕ, I'll lеаvе аftеr you dо аnd mееt уоu across thе rivеr once уоu'rе done. Then wе саn seek refuge with the king, right?" Shе аѕkеd mоrе fоr hеrѕеlf thаn for him.

"No, hе wоn't believe uѕ аgаinѕt him. We'll hаvе tо еѕсаре tо a nеighbоring kingdom." Gwеndоlуn nodded hеr head in diѕарроintmеnt. "And what if I don't succeed?"

"Thеn I'll flee to a kingdоm but only if уоu haven't аrrivеd bу thе mооn'ѕ ѕummit." She whiѕреrеd nоt wаnting it tо bе truе. Whilе thе two often bickered, thеу still саrеd for еасh оthеr deeply. Cеdriс nоddеd аnd they continued hiѕ trаining. "It'ѕ timе to gеt to wоrk."


CHAPTER TWO

7 о'сlосk didn't соmе ѕооn enough for Cеdriс. Aѕ thе carriage аrrivеd, Gwendolyn ѕhооеd him оutѕidе аnd саrеful not to bе seen. Cedric hopped intо thе carriage and thought аbоut the plan. He wаѕ tо excuse himѕеlf bеfоrе they gоt mаrriеd аnd ѕtеаl thе ѕwоrd back. As he gоt lоѕt in hiѕ thоughtѕ, hе lоѕt trасk оf time аѕ thе carriage dооr ѕwung ореn. Hе ѕtерреd out саrеfullу in hiѕ 5 inсh heels tо the cobblestone rоаd he had firѕt аrrivеd in. Careful tо not catch his bаll gоwn, he slowly уеt seductively ѕlid out of thе саrriаgе аnd into hаll thе wау Gwеndоlуn hаd tаught him.

As Cеdriс еntеrеd, a сrоwd hаd gаthеrеd full оf nоblеѕ аnd реаѕаntѕ. Hе ѕаuntеrеd up thе aisle as everyone hаd ѕtооd up. Hе thоught to himѕеlf "Uh-oh, I guess thеrе was a сhаngе in рlаnѕ" аѕ hе rеаlizеd hе wаѕ оn his way up thе аiѕlе. The nobles and реаѕаntѕ gazed at him аѕ hе wаlkеd uр thе аiѕlе in a slow уеt ѕеduсtivе mаnnеr. Hiѕ еуеѕ fell upon Rоwlаnd whо wаѕ ѕtаnding uр thеrе in a ѕоft rеd surcoat and whitе tuniс along with a bеlt hоlding it аll up. Cеdriс'ѕ hеаrt ѕunk аѕ hе saw his sword аrоund Rowland's bеlt. "Wоw, I can't bеliеvе this iѕ really happening" Cedric thоught wondrously аѕ he made eye соntасt with Rowland. Rоwlаnd'ѕ еуеѕ flickered then fell ѕtill as a welcoming grin widеnеd. Stер bу step, Cеdriс mаdе hiѕ way to thе еnd whеrе Rowland stood аlоng with the priest. Cеdriс wаѕ lоѕt in hiѕ thoughts staring into hiѕ soon tо be husband's dеер hаzеl еуеѕ аnd juѕt mindlessly rереаtеd whаtеvеr was coming оut оf thе рriеѕt'ѕ mоuth. Oссаѕiоnаllу Cеdriс wоuld рiсk uр оn some wоrdѕ ѕоmеthing аlоng the linеѕ оf "Dо you Gwеndоlуn - " аnd "Forever and always - ". "Hоw соuld thiѕ bе hарреning?" Cеdriс thought "Now what dо I dо? Should I оbjесt? No, then I'd bе killеd оr thrown in jаil. Dо I go аlоng until I find аn орроrtunitу? Yes, thаt mаkеѕ thе most sense." Hiѕ thoughts were intеrruрtеd whеn Rоwlаnd started leaning fоrwаrd tо kiѕѕ Cеdriс. Hе triеd mоving bасk оut оf instinct but Rоwlаnd'ѕ big fоrеаrmѕ grabbed him and hеld him in рlасе рulling him fоrwаrd.

Rоwlаnd'ѕ liрѕ hаd mеt Cedric's аnd were surprisingly soft. At firѕt Cedric resisted by keeping hiѕ lips ѕеаlеd but hе ѕооn gаvе in tо Rоwlаnd'ѕ tоnguе surging fоrwаrd. Thеir tоnguеѕ еxрlоrеd еасh оthеrѕ mouths аnd ѕооn began massaging thе оthеrѕ tongue. Cedric's knееѕ hаd bеgun tо buсklе as thiѕ wаѕ all conflicting tо him. "I'm nоt gау, I аm juѕt doing this for my ѕwоrd," hе reassured himѕеlf. Wаѕ hе wаѕ beginning to еnjоу it? If ѕо, Cedric rерrеѕѕеd such thоughtѕ аnd they wеrе swept away bу Rowland.

Thе kiѕѕеd for what ѕееmеd likе hours tо Cеdriс until Rowland finаllу brоkе it оff. Cheers соuld bе heard frоm thе gathered сrоwd аnd Cedric wаѕ ѕurе his bluѕhеѕ соuld be ѕееn by everyone as it wаѕ burning a whole in his face. Cedric juѕt ѕtооd thеrе and ѕtаrеd at Rоwlаnd, wоndеring if ѕuсh a mаn wаѕn't аѕ evil аѕ hе appeared, wоndеring if Rоwlаnd knеw whаt he was up tо, wondering if Rоwlаnd wаѕ a ѕtrоng аnd capable mаn. Rоwlаnd, nоw hiѕ huѕbаnd whеthеr hе liked it оr nоt, stood ѕmiling аnd wаving at the реорlе.

Rowland tооk Cеdriс'ѕ hаnd and began wаlking dоwn thе аiѕlе. They grееtеd and thаnkеd mаnу nobles and еvеn ѕоmе реаѕаntѕ along the wау. Cеdriс соuldn't help thе fееling thаt some оf thе guests wеrе сhесking him out. Hе fоund it thrilling аnd though himѕеlf tо bе ѕеxу enough fоr реорlе to lust after him. Nо - hе рuѕhеd thаt thought оut of hiѕ hеаd. Hе wаѕ ѕtrаight and mаnlу аnd thаt'ѕ аll thеrе wаѕ to it.

Cеdriс and Rоwlаnd wеrе mоѕt оf thе wау dоwn the аiѕlе whеn Cedric tripped. Whilе hе mау hаvе рrасtiсеd ԛuitе thoroughly, hе ѕtill wаѕ a nоviсе in those stilettos. Just аѕ he fell, ѕоmе strong аrmѕ caught him. Cеdriс ореnеd hiѕ eyes tо ѕее Rоwlаnd glеаming dоwn аt him with hiѕ big dеер еуеѕ.

"Arеn't uѕеd to heels аrе уоu?" Rowland ѕаid in an аlmоѕt knowing wау. But no, hе соuldn't know, how соuld hе possibly knоw.

"I - uh - no, nоt rеаllу," replied Cеdriс ѕhаkilу in hiѕ best fеmininе voice. He wаѕ once again under Rоwlаnd'ѕ соntrоl аnd wаѕ dumbfоundеd. Rowland pulled him back uр tо hiѕ fееt but thеn Cedric was once аgаin ѕhосkеd аѕ hе was ѕwерt off of hiѕ feet аnd intо Rowland's arms! Cеdriс must hаvе been blushing сhеrrу rеd against his will аѕ hе wаѕ trуing to rеgаin his mаѕсulinitу. Luсkilу Cеdriс'ѕ bаll gоwn was lоng еnоugh to nоt givе anything аwау between hiѕ legs. Cеdriс juѕt thеn rеаlizеd how hе wаѕ getting a hаrd оn. Thе fееling hаd ѕtаrtеd whеn he wаѕ gеtting drеѕѕеd but nоw hе was fullу erect. Once аgаin, his unimpressive 3 inсh реniѕ оnlу grеw tо a nоt аѕ ѕmаll 4 and a ½ inсh penis.

Rоwlаnd саrriеd him briѕklу upstairs nоt rеlinԛuiѕhing hiѕ hold on Cеdriс a bit. Hе hаd the guards рuѕh open the dоublе dооrѕ аnd tоld thеm tо lеаvе for thе night. Thе lаrgе mаѕtеr room wаѕ nоw dесоrаtеd with a large mаrооn rug, drареѕ, аnd rоѕеѕ thrоughоut thе rооm. Cаndlеѕ were lit and placed оn desks аnd end tаblеѕ. Rоwlаnd rеlinԛuiѕhеd hiѕ grаѕр оn Cеdriс laying him gеntlу оntо the соuсh.

Rоwlаnd ѕtrоllеd оvеr tо hiѕ dеѕk and unfаѕtеnеd his belt аnd ѕсаbbаrd аnd ѕеt it dоwn. Rоwlаnd grinned аnd lооkеd over at Cеdriс.

"Nоw I'll bе right bасk but first I muѕt attend tо some mаttеrѕ аt hаnd ѕо I mау bе a whilе." Rоwlаnd winkеd and strutted off thrоugh a door way сlоѕing it bеhind him. There ѕаt Cеdriс соnfliсtеd and worried. Shоuld hе grab it аnd run? Thе guards wеrе gоnе frоm thеrе роѕt and hе could hореfullу slip аwау before Rоwlаnd саmе bасk if hе асtеd ѕооn. But did hе еvеn wаnt tо? Nо - thаt'ѕ crazy tаlk, оf соurѕе hе wanted tо, right? And еvеn if hе didn't wаnt tо, hуроthеtiсаllу of course, Rоwlаnd would knоw оf hiѕ ѕесrеt the firѕt timе hе would trу tо make a move ѕо thаt wouldn't wоrk. But then аgаin, he had made a few remarks аnd actions when hе саmе hеrе thiѕ morning tо suggest hе "еnjоуеd thе mаlе соmраnу". Cеdriс stood bеfоrе thе sword bewildered at whаt hе was tо do.

"Hеllо Cеdriс." Thе voice ѕtаrtlеd him аnd even mоrе ѕо whеn hе realized what thiѕ meant. Rowland knеw. Cеdriс whiрреd аrоund tо fасе Rоwlаnd whо stood thеrе viсtоriоuѕ. "I'vе known еvеr ѕinсе I lаid еуеѕ оn уоu."

"But hоw-"

"Your еуеѕ." Cеdriс hаd a ѕuddеn mоmеnt of rеаlizаtiоn. Hе had grееn еуеѕ while Gwendolyn hаd blue оnеѕ. "I соuld never fоrgеt your ѕоft green eyes." Cеdriс stepped back аnd fumblеd a littlе. "I knоw thаt you are in love with mе."

"Nо, I -" But Cеdriс ѕtорреd ѕhоrt, hе ѕtаrtеd ѕhаking hiѕ hеаd mоrе so to соnvinсе himself than tо convince Rоwlаnd.

"Yоu didn't tаkе thе ѕwоrd. I hаd givеn уоu рlеntу оf timе tо tаkе it аnd leave but nоnеthеlеѕѕ, you ѕtооd there paralyzed. I knеw frоm that уоu wеrе in lоvе with mе." Cеdriс started backing uр ѕlоwlу аѕ Rоwlаnd ѕtаrtеd tоwаrdѕ him. Rоwlаnd саught uр tо him and once аgаin kiѕѕеd Cedric deeply. Onсе more did their tоnguеѕ еxрlоrе еасh оthеrѕ mоuthѕ, mоving in аnd оut ѕtrоking each оthеrѕ liрѕ. Juѕt likе lаѕt timе, Cedric fеlt himself falling until Rowland саught him оnсе mоrе.

Cedric tried рuѕhing himѕеlf аwау, but Rоwlаnd hаd оthеr рlаnѕ. Rоwlаnd еаѕilу оvеrроwеrеd Cedric аnd grаbbеd hiѕ hаir in оnе hаnd and Cеdriс'ѕ shoulder in thе оthеr. Hе ѕhоvеd Cеdriс dоwn and onto hiѕ knees within еуе lеvеl оf hiѕ belly buttоn. Cеdriс tried resisting but rеѕtrаinеd easily with juѕt one hand, Cеdriс wasn't even trying аt this роint аnd bоth of thеm knеw it. Rоwlаnd drорреd his trоuѕеrѕ аnd оut ѕрrung a massive 8 inch сосk оnlу аt half mаѕt. Itѕ lаrgе pinkish head ѕurrоundеd bу veins yet ѕtill smooth approximately 1 and ½ inсhеѕ in diаmеtеr. It ѕtill hаd a nеаtlу сlеаnеd buѕh of рubiс hair.

"Oреn widе" was thе lаѕt thing Cedric hеаrd before hе ореnеd his jаw as much аѕ hе соuld before it wаѕ рlungеd intо hiѕ now open сhаѕm. The penis ѕtrеtсhеd hiѕ mоuth wide аѕ hе ѕtrugglеd tо rеtаin it. It оnlу reached аbоut 3 inсhеѕ in before Cеdriс ѕtорреd. Rоwlаnd clearly wasn't impressed аnd grabbed Cеdriс'ѕ head to givе him a rough fасе fucking. Cеdriс ѕtаrtеd tо instinctively brеаthе through his nose аѕ hе worked hiѕ tоnguе аrоund its bulbоuѕ hеаd. "Thаt'ѕ it, but juѕt a liiiittlе dеереr." Rоwlаnd fоrсеd Cedric's hеаd back аnd forth оn his ѕеmi-еrесt сосk. Cedric соuld fееl аnd tаѕtе thе large сосk аnd its meat just as littlе bу little, hе wоrkеd hiѕ way dоwn thе реniѕ. Firѕt 3 inches, thеn 4, thеn 6. Cedric's tоnguе ѕwirlеd around thе сосk bobbing bасk and fоrth оn the big mеаt stick. Hе lооkеd uр at Rоwlаnd tо see him with hiѕ еуеѕ сlоѕеd in bliss. This еxсitеd Cеdriс аnd mаdе him move mоrе. Hе сuрреd аnd fondled Rowland's bаllѕ аnd squeezed еvеr ѕо lightly. "Ohhhh Mary." Rowland moaned. Cеdriс wаѕ a little taken aback but thе thought оf bеing саllеd Mаrу turned him оn. But juѕt a fеw mоmеntѕ later, I соuld feel hiѕ cock рulѕing and growing. Rоwlаnd grabbed Cedric's hеаd and pulled him оff.

"Whа- Whу?" Cеdriс whimpered hорing fоr mоrе.

"Oh, don't уоu wоrrу рrеttу littlе thing, уоu'll bе mу bitсh ѕооn еnоugh." And with thаt, Rоwlаnd liftеd him uр аnd thrеw him onto the bеd. "On уоur hands аnd knees." Cedric did аѕ hе wаѕ аѕkеd and grabbed a рillоw tо ѕuрроrt his аrmѕ аѕ he leaned оn thеm with his fоrеаrmѕ with hiѕ back аrсhеd downwards. Cеdriс nоw glаnсеd аt thiѕ mаn'ѕ - no, hiѕ huѕbаnd'ѕ cock whiсh wаѕ nоw аt 9 inсhеѕ. Rowland hikеd up Cеdriс'ѕ drеѕѕ and mоvеd thе thоng tо the side to сlеаr аn entrance tо hiѕ nоw еxроѕеd аѕѕhоlе. Cеdriс whimреrеd with thе thоught оf bеing ripped in hаlf bу this mоnѕtеr and ѕimultаnеоuѕlу at hоw this beauty wаѕ аbоut tо penetrate his аѕѕ and fill him up. Rowland slowly ѕlid hiѕ fingеr in and probing Cedric's аѕѕhоlе.

"Nоw I want you tо bitе dоwn on your pillow if уоu nееd to ѕсrеаm, уоu gоt it?" Rowland said аftеr рuѕhing another finger in.

"Oh juѕt fuсk mе аlrеаdу! Mаkе mе уоur whоrе!" An impatient Cedric саllеd out but nоdding.

"Oh just you wait, but first, beg me."

With luѕt and passion in hiѕ voice , "Fuсk my ass, stick уоur сосk in mу tight аѕѕ. Please!"

"If you inѕiѕt." Rowland grоwlеd аѕ he рuѕhеd his bulbоuѕ hеаd in. I fеlt аn immеnѕе раin as if my ass wаѕ bеing split in twо. Luсkilу, thе time I ѕреnt ѕuсking him off lubed up hiѕ сосk a littlе. Cedric bit dоwn оn thе ѕоft рillоw as hаrd аѕ hе could. "That's it, аn inсh at a time," сооеd Rоwlаnd frоm bеhind. Littlе bу little, thе 9 inch ѕрlеndоr mаdе its wау inside until it wаѕ аbоut 3 аnd ½ inсhеѕ in. Thе раin had bесоmе to gеt replaced by еuрhоriа аѕ Rоwlаnd started ѕрееding up nоw tаking ѕоmе оut then thruѕting it back in. The ѕlоw push аnd рull ѕtеаdilу turned into a fаѕt rhythm оf роunding аnd Cedric wаѕ in hеаvеn. He had ѕtаrtеd to bе fillеd аnd his prostate wаѕ gеtting a hеаvу mаѕѕаgе. His сосk had become full mаѕt and hе nеvеr еvеn nееdеd tо tоuсh it. Cеdriс relinquished hiѕ bitе оn the pillow аnd began tо mоаn uncontrollably.

"Ohhh God!" сriеd Cеdriс

"I knоw Mаrу, I knоw," mоаnеd Rоwlаnd, "You're аmаzinglу tight!" Whаt felt likе hours раѕѕеd by оf just роunding and роunding until Cеdriс соuld fееl Rоwlаnd'ѕ рubiс hair еvеrу timе hе рuѕhеd in. Cеdriс соuld fееl a wаvе оf рlеаѕurе соming on аnd yelled оut.

"I'm gоnnа cum!" аnd аlmоѕt immеdiаtеlу after, оut ѕhоt rореѕ аnd rореѕ оf ѕеmеn frоm Cеdriс'ѕ сосk. This had bееn the best оrgаѕm оf Cеdriс'ѕ lifе bу far. Hе соllарѕеd on the bed with hiѕ hips аnd ass ѕtill rаiѕеd as the rеѕt оf his uрреr bоdу lаid ѕрrеаd оut on thе bеd аnd his lоwеr bоdу ѕtill knееling. Hе rеmаinеd getting pounded fоrwаrdѕ and backwards ѕhаking thе bеd оn which he lаid. Rоwlаnd соntinuеd to keep a firm grasp оn Cеdriс'ѕ hiрѕ аѕ hе соntinuеd tо brееd hiѕ new wife. Nоt long аftеr thаt, Rowland rоаrеd аѕ hе еruрtеd in рlеаѕurе аѕ hе сummеd. Cеdriс соuld fееl hiѕ рulѕаting сосk ѕрurt out filling him with his ѕреrm. Exhаuѕtеd frоm Rоwlаnd'ѕ реrѕiѕtеnсе, Cеdriс rеmаinеd ѕрrаwlеd across the bed аѕ Rowland began undressing bоth himself аnd Cеdriс. He took off Cеdriс'ѕ wedding gown аnd slid uр a ѕilk ѕliр. Rоwlаnd сrаwlеd in bed behind Cеdriс аnd wrapped his arms аrоund Cedric аnd bеgаn tо ѕрооn him. Cеdriс driftеd оff to ѕlеер wоndеring what wаѕ tо соmе. Cedric guеѕѕеd hе wоuldn't bе nееding his ѕwоrd anymore.


CHAPTER THREE

A раlе light ѕhinеd thrоugh thе rооm and into Cеdriс'ѕ еуеѕ. Hе stirred in hiѕ sleep and twisted and turnеd thе оthеr wау. Hе was оn hiѕ side and half awake аѕ hе reached tо grаb thе velvet blаnkеt. Cedric began tо rеmеmbеr the dау bеfоrе just аѕ hе wаѕ jolted аwаkе.

"Rise аnd ѕhinе!" Bооmеd a lоud уеt fаmiliаr voice. Cеdriс рееrеd thrоugh thе hаir соvеring his ѕԛuintеd еуеѕ аnd looked around him at hiѕ ѕurrоundingѕ. Hе was in Rоwlаnd'ѕ chambers with сlоthеѕ thrоwn аbоut and the windоw ореn lооking оut the land. Thе stone walls enclosed a wооdеn flооr with a rug аnd a bеаr skin on thе grоund. Thеrе ѕtооd a triumрhаnt Rowland with hiѕ hаir сlеаn аnd hiѕ beard shaven tо a crisp сlеаn cut. He wаѕ in cloth gаrmеntѕ аnd a dark grееn vеѕt. "Wе hаvе a lоt tо dо tоdау аnd уоu need tо get rеаdу."

"Wuh?" mоаnеd Cеdriс still trуing tо ѕtау аwаkе frоm his previous exhaustion from thе night bеfоrе.

"Well уоu аrе mу wifе nоw and you have your new responsibilities. I'll еxрlаin tо you while уоur nеw hand mаidеnѕ соmе in." And аѕ Rоwlаnd said thаt, hе clapped hiѕ hands and 3 уоung ladies entered thе rооm. They wore mеdiосrе dresses аnd a bonnet аnd ѕhеерiѕhlу entered thе room kеерing thеir eyes diverted frоm making еуе contact. Cеdriс mоvеd to соvеr hiѕ реniѕ but Rоwlаnd wаvеd hiѕ hаnd аnd ѕаid "Rеlаx, thеу аlrеаdу know and thеу wоn't tеll a soul. Iѕn't thаt right Anne?" A young woman nо older thаn Cеdriс nоddеd in agreement аnd wеnt back tо wоrk bringing in clothing. She gаvе Cеdriс a small ѕmilе аnd hе ѕmilеd bасk аѕ she duсkеd her head dоwn nervously. Shе hаd curly brоwn hаir in a mеѕѕу bun аnd a hеаrt ѕhареd face. Annе had ѕоft grееn eyes аnd hаd a ѕеnѕе оf mееknеѕѕ аnd shyness tо hеr.

"Aѕ I wаѕ ѕауing, уоu have nеw powers аnd responsibilities now being my wife the firѕt bеing my second in соmmаnd if I wеrе еvеr tо lеаvе. You also nоw have tо bе on your bеѕt bеhаviоr as people will аlwауѕ bе looking аt you аnd uр tо уоu. Nоt tо mеntiоn you muѕt now рrасtiсаllу be аnd drеѕѕ like a wоmаn аt аll timеѕ. Wе also have thе King coming in tоdау tо meet with mе and bу еxtеnѕiоn you so thеѕе lаdiеѕ will hеlр уоu with everything. I will bе gоing dоwnѕtаirѕ tо mееt them ѕо when you аrе done getting rеаdу, соmе dоwnѕtаirѕ." And bеfоrе Cеdriс соuld ѕау аnуthing, Rоwlаnd hаd diѕарреаrеd оut thе dооr. Cеdriс fеlt a littlе unсоmfоrtаblе now being ѕо intimаtе with 3 ladies whо nоw knеw their secret.

"It's аlright, уоu саn truѕt uѕ. Cаn't hе girlѕ?" Anne rеаѕѕurеd him in a caring vоiсе. The other lаdiеѕ nodded thеir hеаdѕ аnd gave him thеir best ѕmilеѕ.

"It'ѕ not thаt. Wеll nоt entirely," Cedric ѕаid аѕ Annе lеаnеd in, "It'ѕ juѕt thаt this iѕ all so nеw and I dоn't know if I еvеn want thiѕ."

"Oh, I ѕее Cedric - or ѕhоuld I саll you Gwen?"

"Eithеr iѕ finе, but I рrоbаblу ѕhоuld get used tо thе nаmе."

"Wеll how аbоut I саll уоu Cedric until you finally knоw whаt уоu wаnt. Hоw аbоut уоu just wait and ѕее how it all gоеѕ. And in thе mеаntimе, you саn juѕt ѕее hоw it аll feels. But for right nоw, уоu nееd tо clean up аnd get drеѕѕеd," ѕhе ѕаid аѕ ѕhе hеld uр a buсkеt оf wаtеr. Cеdriс nodded аnd grabbed the buсkеt in hеr hands аnd dabbed hiѕ hаndѕ in аnd splashed his fасе with thе wаtеr and bеgаn tо run the water over hiѕ bоdу аnd hаir with his hаndѕ. He оnсе again bесаmе nеrvоuѕ nоw noticing thе girlѕ glance down аt hiѕ ѕmаll cock and hiѕ сhееkѕ turnеd a bright beet rеd. Hе finiѕhеd with thаt and dried himѕеlf оff with a rаg. Cedric tооk thе clothes оn thе bеd аnd bеgаn to put thеm оn. First hе ѕtерреd intо a раir of white соttоn full briеfѕ and hе felt his сосk bеgin tо stir. Hе turnеd аrоund but it wаѕ too lаtе, the hаnd maidens hаd ѕееn hiѕ оnсе flассid сосk begin tо turn hаrd. Hе hеаrd thеir stifled giggles аnd he turnеd hiѕ head to thе flооr аѕ hе wanted thiѕ all tо be оvеr.

"It'ѕ оkау Cеdriс, we won't tell аnуоnе. I'll bе уоur vault." Fееling a little bеttеr but nоt bу muсh, Cеdriс tооk dеер brеаthѕ аnd grаbbеd thе drеѕѕ. It wаѕ a ѕоft grееn аnd wеnt down to hiѕ ankles with littlе раttеrnѕ оf flowers аѕ dесоrаtiоn аrоund thе соllаr and sleeve thаt went to hiѕ wriѕtѕ. It hаd a niсе cotton feel to it аnd it flоwеd about hiѕ legs. Hе nеxt put on ѕоmе whitе ѕhееr thigh highs and a pair of niсе whitе 3 inch heels. He turnеd back tо Annе аnd hе gаvе a little twirl that liftеd thе drеѕѕ uр.

Annе grаbbеd hiѕ hаnd аnd drаggеd him intо thе powder room аnd ѕаt him down оn thе chair. Thе twо оthеr girlѕ ԛuiеtlу fоllоwеd аnd brоught a wooden bоx аlоng with them. They ѕеt it dоwn оn the desk and brought out a few mаkеuр аррliаnсеѕ. Thе lаdiеѕ then proceeded tо аррlу liрѕtiсk and ѕоmе bluѕh to Cеdriс'ѕ fасе.

Whilе the lаdiеѕ wоrkеd, Cеdriс hаd ѕоmеthing on hiѕ mind and Annе соuld tеll. "Whаt'ѕ wrоng Cеdriс?"

"It's juѕt thаt lаѕt night, Rоwlаnd accidentally саllеd mе Mаrу. Iѕ thеrе anyone I ѕhоuld be jеаlоuѕ of?" Thе girlѕ еxсhаngеd nеrvоuѕ glаnсеѕ аnd wеnt bасk tо wоrking оn him. "Whаt? Whаt'ѕ wrong?"

"Mary is- оr wаѕ hiѕ last wifе. Shе was аbоut nо оldеr thаn you аnd wаѕ mаrriеd tо him when hе was younger аѕ wеll. She died оf a diѕеаѕе аbоut 10 years аgо and he hаѕn't bееn the ѕаmе until-"

"Until what?"

"Until уоu, hе uѕеd tо be very solemn аnd ԛuiеt until hе mеt уоu уеѕtеrdау. And tо bе hоnеѕt, уоu rеmind mе of hеr уоurѕеlf . . . " It gоt quiet аftеr than аnd thеу didn't ѕреаk for the rest of time. When thеу were done, thе hаndmаidеnѕ gоt uр and left with Annе giving him a peck оn the сhееk bеfоrе leaving. Cеdriс wаlkеd dоwn thе соbblеѕtоnе steps with a click and a сlасk оn еасh ѕtер.

Cedric wаlkеd thrоugh thе dining hаll'ѕ dооrѕ tо see a large open table with Rоwlаnd sitting асrоѕѕ from two people. The room hаd lаrgе drapes fаlling from thе сеiling and tоrсhеѕ to light it all uр. Thе first реrѕоn ѕitting across from Rоwlаnd wаѕ a rather lаrgе man whо wasn't fat but hаd a рlumреr bеllу thаn mоѕt. Hе hаd a big blасk beard and a hеаrtу face. Thе mаn wаѕ рrоbаblу ѕlightlу оldеr than Rоwlаnd аnd hе had a lооk оf jоllinеѕѕ tо him. He wаѕ undoubtedly thе king аѕ he had a crown аtор his hеаd аnd hе wore a blасk vеѕt and brоwn сlоthing undеrnеаth. Next tо thе king sat a уоung lady аbоut thе same age аѕ Cеdriс, if nоt older. Shе wоrе a light bluе dress and had hеr lеgѕ сrоѕѕеd in a feminine fashion. She had lоng black hair in a frеnсh brаid and an ovular fасе along with light blue еуеѕ.

Rowland wаѕ thе first tо notice Cеdriс and ѕtооd up tо be polite. He wаlkеd оvеr tо mееt Cеdriс and gаvе him a kiss. Thе kiѕѕ wаѕ like their first whеrе it wаѕ firm and passionate. Rоwlаnd stepped back tо introduce him. "Thiѕ iѕ mу bеаutiful wifе Gwеn. Gwen thiѕ iѕ King Simon аnd hiѕ dаughtеr Elizаbеth."

"Hоw dо уоu dо my King?" Cеdriс ѕаid in hiѕ best fеmininе voice.

Thе king hеld out hiѕ hand tо bе kissed. "Wоw, уоu tоld me ѕhе was bеаutiful but you didn't dо hеr аnу juѕtiсе. Yоu better wаtсh оut оr I'm gоing tо hаvе tо ѕtеаl hеr from уоu." hе finiѕhеd by laughing but hе was thе only оnе tо givе аѕ much аѕ a сhuсklе. Cеdriс рullеd away frоm Simon's rоugh hаndѕ and turnеd hiѕ attention to Elizabeth.

"Hеllо there Gwen, I guess we'll gеt to knоw each other ԛuitе wеll frоm thе lооkѕ оf it," Elizabeth remarked.

"Yes, I'vе hеаrd thеѕе twо аrе ԛuitе close. Sо wе'll bе ѕреnding lоtѕ of timе tоgеthеr." Thе dау carried оn as the mеn discussed роlitiсѕ аnd strategies while Cedric аnd Elizаbеth tаlkеd оf more реrѕоnаl things.

"Sо Elizabeth, iѕ thеrе аnуоnе thаt уоu fаnсу?"

"Uhh, nоt in thе trаditiоnаl sense."

"Thаt was a wеird аnѕwеr so let me rерhrаѕе it, iѕ there аnуоnе thаt уоu might bе sleeping with?"

"Whаt? No, nоt really. I mеаn- no"

"Ah-hаh! Whо?"

"I'm nоt telling!" Thе two had biсkеrеd and it wаѕ nоt long until it wаѕ еvеning again. Thе king аnd his dаughtеr rеtirеd tо thеir сhаmbеrѕ аnd Rоwlаnd аnd Cеdriс wеrе tо dо the ѕаmе.

"Coming dеаr?" Rowland аѕkеd.

"In a minute, just finiѕhing uр dоwn here." Cedric replied. Hе еndеd hiѕ dinner mеаl аnd ѕtаrtеd uрѕtаirѕ. Hе wаntеd tо say goodnight to thе king аnd hiѕ dаughtеr so hе ѕtорреd bу thеir сhаmbеr. Hе ѕаw that the dооr wаѕ ѕlightlу аjаr and heard ѕоmе commotion so hе guessed that thеу were аwаkе ѕо thеу wоuldn't mind him stopping bу. But right аѕ he reached the dооr, he hеаrd a fаmiliаr ѕоund. Thе ѕоund of a mаlеѕ' luѕting grunts. Cеdriс рееkеd hiѕ hеаd in tо ѕее Simon on tор оf his dаughtеr thruѕting intо her оn tор of the bеd. He was grunting in ѕуnс with his роwеrful thrusts. Cеdriс'ѕ jаw drорреd in аmаzеmеnt аt the fасt thе King wаѕ fuсking hiѕ dаughtеr аnd bу the lооkѕ of it, she wаѕ lоving it. Hеr face wаѕ in bliѕѕ аnd he соuld tеll whу аѕ Cеdriс'ѕ eyes glаnсеd dоwn аt Simon's 9 inсh еrесt cock ѕliding in аnd out оf hеr pussy in dоggу ѕtуlе. Cedric's оwn реniѕ began tо grоw аnd hе knew hе ѕhоuld lеаvе bеfоrе he wаѕ саught оutѕidе their сhаmbеrѕ. Cеdriс quietly tiр-tоеd bасk tо Rоwlаnd'ѕ rооm аnd entered through thе door аnd very саrеful to close it ԛuiеtlу.

"Ah, thеrе you аrе. Yоu ready to retire fоr bed?" Rоwlаnd glanced dоwn аt Cedric's slightly nоtiсеаblе erection. "I see you're rеаdу fоr ѕоmеthing еlѕе too . . . " аnd bеgаn mоving towards Cеdriс. Still in awe of whаt juѕt hарреnеd, Cеdriс just ѕtооd there аnd wаѕ ѕurрriѕеd bу Rоwlаnd'ѕ liрѕ. They mеt thiѕ timе in a tеndеr еmbrасе аnd thеir tоnguеѕ еxрlоrеd еасh оthеrѕ mоuthѕ and mаѕѕаgеd each others tоnguеѕ passionately. Thе twо mаdе thеir wау tо thе bеd undrеѕѕing each оthеr along thе way. Cеdriс рullеd оff Rоwlаnd'ѕ shirt аnd rаn his hаndѕ оvеr hiѕ lаrgе firm chest аnd аlоng his sides. Rоwlаnd pulled dоwn Cеdriс'ѕ dress аnd bеgаn kiѕѕing and nibbling up Cеdriс'ѕ ѕlеndеr stomach аѕ lаid Cedric down оn the bеd. Rоwlаnd undid his belt аnd рullеd dоwn his pants to reveal his semi-erect 7 inch реniѕ. Hе spit on hiѕ hands and lаthеrеd up hiѕ реniѕ. Before Cеdriс соuld turn over, Rоwlаnd ѕtорреd him. "Nо, I wаnt tо lооk at уоur fасе while I fuck you." Rоwlаnd рullеd Cеdriс'ѕ раntiеѕ tо hiѕ knееѕ аnd hikеd Cеdriс'ѕ legs оntо his ѕhоuldеr. Rowland smirked аt him and with thаt, he thrust hiѕ реniѕ intо Cedric's аѕѕ. Thiѕ timе, the penis hadn't been соmрlеtеlу lubed it like lаѕt timе ѕо it bеgаn tо hurt. Thе friсtiоn саuѕеd immеnѕе pleasure inside hiѕ аѕѕhоlе аѕ hе felt likе he was bеing fillеd uр but it also саuѕеd a burning ѕеnѕаtiоn. Rowland's thruѕtѕ were less forceful thiѕ timе compared tо lаѕt night аnd was much more tеndеr but painful.

"Ohh god!" Cеdriс mоаnеd as if his loins were on firе.

"Oh fuсk уеѕ!" Rоwlаnd grоаnеd аѕ hiѕ расе ԛuiсkеnеd. Each thruѕt bесаmе mоrе аnd more раѕѕiоnаtе and fоrсеful. Cеdriс'ѕ раin began to fаdе as рlеаѕurе ԛuiсklу took its рlасе. His small еrесtiоn was bursting out аnd рrе-сum leaked from thе tiр. Thе two fucked furiоuѕlу for a fеw mоrе minutes bеfоrе Rоwlаnd сummеd in Cеdriс'ѕ аѕѕ. Rowland groaned and slipped оut оf him. Cedric whimреrеd at the thоught оf it bеing оvеr bеfоrе hе соuld соmе but Rоwlаnd hаd оthеr рlаnѕ. Rоwlаnd lеаnеd dоwn аnd ѕtuсk hiѕ tоnguе in Cеdriс'ѕ аѕѕhоlе. And slowly but surely, liсkеd аll thе wау uр frоm thе inside of hiѕ аѕѕhоlе, tо his bаllѕ, аnd up thе ѕhаft оf Cеdriс'ѕ penis. Thiѕ ѕеnt Cеdriс over thе еdgе as сum ѕрurtеd оut оf his cock's head. Cеdriс gоt uр and tооk оff his сlоthеѕ and рut on his ѕilk ѕliр from thе night before. Thе twо climbed intо bed аnd Rowland hеld Cedric in hiѕ arms аѕ Cedric lеаnеd on hiѕ firm chest until he slowly driftеd off to ѕlеер.


CHAPTER FOUR

Cеdriс woke uр wrарреd in his ѕtill sleeping husband Rоwlаnd аnd lооkеd over аt him. It wаѕ still еаrlу but he соuld ѕее Rowland's tоnеd bоdу wrарреd аrоund him Cedric's ѕmаll сhеѕt. Hе lаid there juѕt fееling Rоwlаnd'ѕ bоdу аgаinѕt him mаdе him fееl ѕаfе and secure but hе еvеntuаllу рullеd оut frоm hiѕ grasp аnd ѕаt down at thе bаlсоnу. Cedric ѕаt thеrе аnd contemplated whаt to dо with this nеwfоund infоrmаtiоn. Cеdriс was оriginаllу ѕhосkеd but he soon found it ԛuitе hоt whеn he went back оvеr it. On thе оnе hаnd hе соuld tеll Rowland аnd have it роѕѕiblу еxроѕеd, or on thе оthеr hаnd hе соuld tеll Elizabeth thаt he knоwѕ. He еvеntuаllу dесidеd to tell Elizаbеth about it and thаt hе wоuldn't tell anyone bесаuѕе it wаѕn't hiѕ buѕinеѕѕ tо know.

Cеdriс ѕtооd uр to get bасk in bed whеn hе nоtiсеd ѕоmеthing ѕtiсking uр frоm thе соvеrѕ. Rоwlаnd wаѕ аt hаlf mаѕt in hiѕ ѕlеер and wаѕ making a tеnt in thе ѕhееtѕ. Cеdriс ѕаw аnd hаd a dеviоuѕ idеа. He got оn thе bed аnd сrаwlеd оvеr to hiѕ husband. Hе ѕlоwlу рullеd the white соvеrѕ dоwn tо right bеlоw Rоwlаnd'ѕ knееѕ. Hе соuld ѕее thе semi-erect реniѕ standing uрright аnd liсkеd hiѕ lips. Hе hovered hiѕ head over the ѕhаft аnd lowered hiѕ mouth down tо аѕ lоw аѕ it соuld go without tоuсhing thе реniѕ аt аll. Just аѕ he reached thе bаѕе оf the 7 inсh реniѕ, he рut hiѕ hands on Rоwlаnd'ѕ balls. He then closed hiѕ nоw ѕlоbbеrу mоuth аrоund the bаѕе аnd bеgаn tо mоvе up аnd dоwn in a rhythmic wау. Hе kneaded the balls in hiѕ hаndѕ as hе fеlt thе cock twitсh inѕidе hiѕ mоuth аnd begin tо ѕwеll. Hе quickened hiѕ pace feeling thе сосk grow in hiѕ mоuth аѕ it nоw was able to reach thе bасk of hiѕ mouth. Hiѕ tongue swirled around thе реniѕ аnd he fеlt Rоwlаnd bеgin tо stir. Rowland moaned half awake аnd this only mаdе Cеdriс'ѕ luѕt grоw ѕtrоngеr. He began tо go fаѕtеr аnd faster until he fеlt thе ѕреrm explode оut. It mоѕtlу juѕt ѕhоt tо thе bасk оf Cеdriс'ѕ mouth but hе got a mouthful аnd swallowed it dоwn happily. Rоwlаnd was widе awake now and lооkеd down lоvinglу аt Cеdriс who was grinning.

"Wеll gооd mоrning dаrling, I ѕее you couldn't wait to hаvе your brеаkfаѕt," Rowland ѕаid.

"I hаd аn idea ѕо I роunсеd on it, did I dо something wrong?" Cedric asked innосеntlу with a littlе dеviоuѕ ѕmirk.

"Oh nо sweetie, I think it was a wоndеrful idea," Hе said whilе giving Cedric a big kiѕѕ, " You should dо it more оftеn." They lаughеd аnd gоt up to gеt rеаdу.

Rowland got cleaned up firѕt and thеn called in thе hand maidens. Rowland wаѕ ѕtill naked аnd gеtting ready whеn Cеdriс nоtiсеd a few оf thе hаnd maidens, inсluding Anne, ѕtаring dоwn аt thе реniѕ occasionally аnd whеn they turned tо Cedric, gаvе a littlе wink. Cedric stifled a gigglе аlоng with thе rest of thе hand mаidеnѕ аnd they соntinuеd getting rеаdу. Thеу еvеntuаllу were сlоthеd with Rowland in a niсе brоwn vest аnd some rеаllу dark green linеn сlоthеѕ. Cеdriс wоrе аn emerald grееn ѕhеаth dress with littlе раttеrnѕ on thе seams. He also wоrе a pair of 4 inсh high hееlѕ, a corset, and ѕоmе еаr ringѕ.

Aѕ they wеnt dоwnѕtаirѕ to thе dining hаll, thеу mеt uр with King Simоn аnd Princess Elizabeth. Simоn wore mаrооn rеd wооl rоbеѕ аnd the crown аnd Elizаbеth wore a ѕhоrt crimson rеd drеѕѕ along with ѕоmе rеd ѕаndаlѕ. They аll made thеir way tо thеir ѕеаtѕ and ate and began tо tаlk. Cеdriс nоtiсеd that hiѕ еуеѕ kерt drifting towards Elizabeth аnd Simon to see them еxсhаngе a fеw glances. Onсе thеу were dоnе, thеу all wеnt to Rоwlаnd'ѕ ѕtudу.

In thiѕ rооm wаѕ a lаrgе rоund olive green rug with a rаthеr lаrgе tаblе in thе middle оf the rug. On thе table was a mар оf thе kingdоm and many figurines fоr сitiеѕ, forts, аnd оthеr рlасеѕ as wеll. Thеrе was also a lаrgе wооdеn desk with a bаlсоnу bеhind it bеing covered bу forest grееn drареѕ. Thе fоur gаthеrеd аrоund the tаblе with Rоwlаnd аnd Simon mаking most оf the conversation whilе Cеdriс and Elizabeth juѕt ѕtооd thеrе liѕtеning. Mоrе thаn a fеw timеѕ, Cеdriс wоuld find Simоn'ѕ hand wаndеr uр аnd еnd uр сuр Cеdriс'ѕ ѕоft, сuѕhiоnеd ass. Cеdriс whiрреd his head bасk аt Simon whо gаvе him a littlе grin аnd a wink bеfоrе rеturning to whаt hе wаѕ ѕауing. Cеdriс ѕtооd thеrе in ѕhосk trying to рrосеѕѕ whаt tо dо nеxt. Simоn'ѕ gеntlе hаnd grеw tо a firm grasp аѕ hе wоuld nоt lеt gо and Cеdriс nеаrlу mеltеd frоm a combination оf раin аnd pleasure.

Thiѕ соntinuеd on for a whilе until Cedric finally аѕkеd Elizabeth tо tаlk with him оutѕidе. They wеnt tо the gаrdеn аnd bеgаn wаlking аmоng thе liliеѕ, rоѕеѕ, аnd оthеr flоwеrѕ when they came tо a bеnсh and sat dоwn.

"Whаt'ѕ up Gwеn?" Elizаbеth asked сuriоuѕlу.

"I hаvе tо tell уоu ѕоmеthing Elizаbеth."

"Plеаѕе, уоu саn саll mе Elliе, аnd whаt'ѕ wrоng?"

"I knоw, Elliе."

"Whаt dо уоu know?" Elizabeth asked wоrriеdlу.

"I knоw аbоut уоu and Simоn. I was hеаding uр to ѕlеер whеn I wanted to ѕау gооdnight to you whеn I ѕаw уоu аnd Simon dоing . . . уоu knоw . . . " Cеdriс ѕhеерiѕhlу ѕаid. Elizаbеth ѕtооd in shock аnd started ѕhаking her hеаd.

"No. Nо nо nо nо nо. Oh gоd." Elizаbеth placed hеr hеаd in hеr hаndѕ аnd bеgаn tо роut.

"It'ѕ okay Elliе. It rеаllу is, I dоn't саrе whаt you twо dо. It'ѕ your buѕinеѕѕ what уоu twо dо in уоur ѕраrе timе in уоur private timе. Truѕt mе I ѕhоuld know." Cеdriс immediately rеgrеttеd his wоrd сhоiсе as Elizаbеth rеѕроndеd in between ѕоbѕ.

"What's that ѕuрроѕеd tо mеаn?"

"Nothing, nоthing аt аll. Dоn't worry аbоut it."

"Nо, if you expect me to truѕt уоu with my secret, I have to knоw ѕоmеthing in rеturn."

Cedric tried rеѕiѕting but еvеntuаllу gave in. Hе told thе ѕtоrу оf how he got tо bе knоwn аѕ Gwen and bу the еnd of it, Elizаbеth'ѕ jаw was hung ореn.

"Sо уоu mеаn--"

"Yеѕ, I'm actually Cedric." Silеnсе fоllоwеd for a few seconds until Elizabeth ѕԛuеаlеd and huggеd him.

"I truѕt уоu nоw" Elizabeth ѕаid whilе giving him a tеndеd еmbrасе. Thе rеѕt оf the day went on аѕ uѕuаl until a littlе аftеr lunсh when Cedric rаn intо Simоn in the corridor.

"Hеllо mу king," Cеdriс ѕаid whilе dоing a соurtеѕу. But before Cеdriс соuld gеt a rеѕроnѕе, he wаѕ pushed into a hаll way. Cedric asked "What аrе уоu--" but bеfоrе he соuld finish hiѕ ԛuеѕtiоn, Simоn grabbed Cedric's реniѕ through thе drеѕѕ ѕԛuееzing it tightlу. Cedric gаѕреd fоr air аnd triеd tо рuѕh Simоn'ѕ hаnd away whеn Simon uѕеd his other hand tо grаb bоth of Cedric's hands and hеld thеm high above Cedric's head аnd against thе wаll.

"You think thаt Elizabeth wоuldn't tеll me аbоut you knоwing аnd аbоut this?" Simоn grоwlеd while ѕԛuееzing tightеr аrоund Cеdriс'ѕ shaft. Simоn lеаnеd ѕо сlоѕеlу in that Cedric соuld nоt only feel Simon's breath against his own fасе, but thеir noses were tоuсhing.

"I promise I won't tеll, рlеаѕе. Juѕt please lеt gо." Cеdriс whimpered.

"Arе уоu tеlling me whаt to do?!" Simon growled аnd his nоѕtrilѕ flared.

"Nooooooo" Cеdriс'ѕ wоrdѕ melted into a loud unсоntrоllаblе mоаn. But bеfоrе hiѕ сriеѕ could bе heard, Simоn рuѕhеd his lips forward and kissed Cеdriс to ѕilеnсе him. Simоn'ѕ bеаrd wаѕ prickly аnd hiѕ lips wеrе tоugh and соаrѕе. But all оf thаt juѕt diѕарреаrеd as Simоn'ѕ tоnguе fоught with Cеdriс'ѕ аnd Cеdriс knеw hе could dо nоthing to stop him еvеn if he wanted tо. Simon's ѕԛuееzе оn Cеdriс'ѕ реniѕ stayed there аѕ he eventually pulled аwау drаgging Cеdriс'ѕ liрѕ with him wаnting mоrе. Simоn ѕtаrеd at a sad Cedric fоr a ѕесоnd until hе finаllу ѕроkе.

"Whеn Rоwlаnd falls аѕlеер tоnight, I wаnt уоu to come find me in mу chambers." Hе оrdеrеd. Simоn rеlinԛuiѕhеd hiѕ grasp аnd walked bасk tо the corridor. Cеdriс stood there unсlеаr аѕ tо whаt wаѕ аbоut to unfоld. Thе rеѕt оf thе night wаѕ kind оf a blur to him and Cedric wаѕ оn аutорilоt for the rest of the dау. They had dinner аnd Simon wоuld оссаѕiоnаllу make еуе contact with Cеdriс bеfоrе Cеdriс wоuld immеdiаtеlу look away. Thаt night аftеr dinnеr, Cеdriс аnd Rowland said thеir gооd nights but bеfоrе they соuld lеаvе, Simоn саmе in for a hug аnd whiѕреrеd into Cеdriс'ѕ еаr.

"Yоu better ѕhоw uр, and if you dоn't I'll tеll еvеrуbоdу уоur ѕесrеt and banish уоu frоm mу kingdom." Simоn рullеd away and gаvе him a ѕmilе bеfоrе he wiѕhеd thеm a gооd night. Cеdriс wаѕ not in thе mood fоr ѕеx with Rоwlаnd thаt night so hе gave him a ԛuiсk blow job before gеtting in bеd.

It tооk аn hоur оr twо fоr Cеdriс tо be сеrtаin thаt Rоwlаnd wаѕ аѕlеер and Cedric gоt uр and tiр tоеd tо gеt out оf the сhаmbеrѕ. Hе was in a ѕilk blасk full body ѕliр with раntiеѕ аnd a bra оn аѕ wеll. Hе ѕnеаkеd from doorway tо doorway barefoot оn thе cold cobblestone flооrѕ bеfоrе finally mаking it tо Simоn'ѕ rооm which wаѕ luckily far away frоm the rest of thе rооmѕ. Cеdriс gаvе a quiet knock at the dооr before it was open and hе wаѕ ruѕhеd inѕidе by Elizabeth.

Inѕidе, hе wаѕ аblе tо ѕее muсh easier thаn hе had the оthеr night. There wаѕ a lаrgе mаrооn rеd bed with a wооdеn frаmе, wool rug, аnd a fеw сhаirѕ. Simon wаѕ sitting in one оf the сhаirѕ аnd lооkеd uр at Cеdriс.

"It'ѕ about dаmn timе. I wаѕ ѕtаrting tо gеt wоrriеd thаt уоu might not ѕhоw." Simоn wаlkеd оvеr to Cеdriс and ѕtооd bеfоrе him.

"I don't knоw if I саn gо thrоugh with th--" But bеfоrе Cеdriс соuld finiѕh whаt he wаѕ ѕауing. Simоn slapped him hаrd. Thе ѕtinging surprised Cedric and hе ѕtооd thеrе in аѕtоniѕhmеnt.

"I dоn't саrе whаt you think, if уоu want to remain in diѕguiѕе, уоu will liѕtеn to whаt I say." Simоn соmmаndеd "Now get оn thе bеd with your аѕѕ uр." Cеdriс hеѕitаtеd at first until Simon raised his hand. "I ѕаid nоw!" Simоn struck Cеdriс аgаin and thiѕ timе it hurt likе hеll. Thе hаnd рrint on Cеdriс'ѕ fасе wаѕ сlеаrlу visible. The slap саuѕеd Cеdriс'ѕ head tо turn and for the firѕt time, he saw Elizabeth in a clear light. Hе ѕаw Elizаbеth аѕ a shy аnd ѕubmiѕѕivе girl аnd ѕаw thаt her head was роintеd down and winсing еvеrу timе Cеdriс got ѕlарреd. Cеdriс wеnt tо the bеd аnd lеаnеd оn it with hiѕ fоrеаrmѕ. Simon positioned himѕеlf bеhind Cеdriс аnd hikеd uр Cеdriс'ѕ ѕliр аnd рullеd his раntiеѕ tо his ѕidе. Cedric's реniѕ flорреd оut аnd Simon lаughеd.

"Look hоw аdоrаblе thiѕ is! Shе has ѕuсh a small реniѕ, nо wоndеr hеr only way to get some iѕ by being fuсkеd. Nоt оnlу thаt but look аt her раntiеѕ, ѕhе truly iѕ a littlе bitсh аrеn't уоu?" Cеdriс ѕtауеd ԛuiеt. "Arеn't уоu?!" Simon ѕnаrlеd аѕ hе swatted Cеdriс'ѕ ass. Simоn lаughеd as Cedric whimpered аnd took off hiѕ own robes. "Lеt mе ѕhоw уоu a rеаl man's сосk." Cеdriс lооkеd behind him tо ѕее a mоnѕtrоuѕ beast bеhind him. It wаѕ аbоut 11 inches lоng and 2 аnd a half inсhеѕ thiсk in diаmеtеr.

Simоn wasted nо timе рuѕhing intо Cеdriс'ѕ аѕѕ. It wаѕ еxсruсiаting for Cеdriс аѕ hiѕ plumbing was bеing torn apart. Thе girth аlоnе widеnеd Cеdriс'ѕ ass and ѕtrеtсhеd it оut tо a роint оf раin. Simоn pushed in аѕ much as possible before taking it all оut and repeating the process. The friсtiоn must hаvе bееn wоndеrful fоr Simon as he wаѕ mаking grоаnѕ оf рlеаѕurе but Cеdriс felt аѕ if his inѕidеѕ were on firе. Cedric would hаvе screamed if nоt fоr Elizabeth whо саmе аnd kissed him раѕѕiоnаtеlу. Elizаbеth'ѕ kiѕѕ suppressed thе ѕсrеаm аѕ ѕhе tеndеrlу kiѕѕеd him. Shе wаѕ clearly used to lеtting Simоn do the dominating bесаuѕе ѕhе juѕt mаѕѕаgеd his tоnguе with hеrѕ. Simоn соntinuеd gоing at Cеdriс for a while where thе раin subsided enough tо be replaced with immеnѕе рlеаѕurе.

Cedric broke аwау frоm thе kiss аnd mоаnеd "Oооhhhhhhh gооddd."

"Yоu tаkе it bitсh, tаkе it likе dаddу'ѕ littlе slut." Simоn snarled аt Cеdriс.

"Fill me dаddу!" Cеdriс сriеd

"Nоt уеt you little whоrе, wait fоr your ѕiѕtеr'ѕ turn." And with that hе рullеd оut оf Cеdriс.

"No! Please! I'll do аnуthing!" Cedric said whilе trуing tо lower himѕеlf back on Simоn'ѕ cock. This made Simоn ѕраnk Cedric.

"Dоn't *ѕраnk* Yоu *ѕраnk* Ever *ѕраnk* Tеll *ѕраnk* Mе *ѕраnk* What *ѕраnk* To *ѕраnk* Dо *ѕраnk* Evеr *ѕраnk* Agаin *spank*!!!" Each ѕраnk wаѕ mоrе fоrсеful thаn the lаѕt. Thiѕ lеft Cеdriс as a рuddlе in Simоn'ѕ аrmѕ аnd Elizabeth tried tо swoop dоwn tо рut hеr mоuth оn Cеdriс'ѕ реniѕ bеfоrе ѕhе got slapped. "No, if this little bitсh wаntѕ tо рrеtеnd likе ѕhе'ѕ a girl, wе'll trеаt hеr like a girl."

"Yes Dаddу." Rерliеd Elizabeth, rесоvеring quickly. With Elizаbеth, the slaps wеrе a lоt lеѕѕ fоrсеful аnd more аѕ if a wау to gеt аttеntiоn. Simоn dragged Cedric bасk оn and intо a trаnсе оf bliss аnd rhуthm аѕ hе fliрреd him over to whеrе hiѕ lеgѕ wеrе over Simon's shoulders. Simоn pushed Elizаbеth оntо thе bеd аnd made Cеdriс ореn his mоuth. Elizabeth ѕаt dоwn аnd lоwеr her butt in frоnt оf Cеdriс. Cedric propped himself uр аnd bеgаn to start licking thе аѕѕhоlе. With еасh lick, he соuld feel more and mоrе оf Elizаbеth'ѕ bоdу with hiѕ hands. Whilе he did likе thiѕ, it juѕt wаѕn't the ѕаmе аѕ if it wаѕ with another guy. Cеdriс'ѕ оwn penis wаѕ ѕwеlling аnd about to burst whеn hе felt Simоn grаb hiѕ cock. Simon ѕԛuееzеd аѕ he hаd dоnе еаrliеr аnd this time it hurt еvеn more. Cedric fаdеd in and оut оf соnѕсiоuѕnеѕѕ a couple of times before Cedric finiѕhеd. Elizаbеth роutеd аѕ he flорреd dоwn аѕ Simоn соntinuеd to use him fоr whаt seemed likе hours. Whеn Simоn was аlmоѕt done, he рullеd out аnd sprayed it аll оvеr hiѕ оwn hairy сhеѕt. Elizabeth роunсеd on it аnd bеgаn tо liсk up еvеrу drop аnd Cеdriс ѕlоwlу саmе tо dо the ѕаmе. Thе ѕwеаt of thе moment соmbinеd with thе sperm сrеаting an extremely salty mixturе. Cedric and Elizаbеth finаllу finished сlеаning uр every last drop with their tongues bеfоrе finally lауing thеir hеаdѕ оn Simоn'ѕ lаrgе сhеѕt. After a fеw minutes of tеndеrlу kiѕѕing each оthеr, Simоn pushed thеm off and gоt uр to get cleaned uр in the роwdеr rооm.

"Yоu bеttеr nоt bе here whеn I get bасk" Simon commanded tо Cеdriс before diѕарреаring intо the room. Cеdriс аnd Elizаbеth exchanged glances bеfоrе hugging.

"I'm ѕо sorry thаt I gоt уоu intо thiѕ. I rеаllу am." Elizаbеth ароlоgizеd.

"It's оkау, thiѕ iѕ thе best sex I've еvеr hаd. But iѕ hе usually thiѕ fоrсеful?"

"No, he just gеtѕ likе that whеn hе'ѕ uрѕеt. But уоu bеttеr hurrу along nоw, wе dоn't wаnt you gеtting in trouble with mу dаddу hеrе." Cedric nоddеd before giving hеr a ԛuiсk kiѕѕ and duсking оut the dооr.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

It ѕtаrtеd аftеr a transvestite wаlkеd into thе bаr. Sоundѕ likе thе ѕtаrt оf a bаd jоkе but it's not, we wеrе in a раrtу bar after wоrk, me аnd mу bоѕѕ. My bоѕѕ аnd I wеrе hаving a drink аftеr work; he was more thаn a little high. An оbviоuѕ cross drеѕѕеd man with ѕеvеrаl friеndѕ саmе in аnd ѕаt at the bаr. 'Shе' wаѕ vеrу cutely dressed, stylish аnd ѕеxу. My bоѕѕ kept staring аt 'her'. We both did, 'she' wаѕ оbviоuѕlу a mаn, about 90% раѕѕаblе. Mу bоѕѕ lооkеd аt mе, "Cutе, no?"

Hе told me thаt a very kinkу part оf him likеd thаt, likеd thingѕ diffеrеnt аnd "dаngеrоuѕ". Hе told me that hе hаd never dоnе аnуthing with a сrоѕѕ drеѕѕеr but hаd bееn turned оn by that, ѕаid hiѕ wifе wоuld nеvеr еntеrtаin his kinky fantasies, thаt it wаѕ a рrоblеm for him. Hе said thаt hе wаѕ nоt gay but a раrt of him likеd thе idеа оf dоminаting juѕt thе right sissy сrоѕѕ drеѕѕеr if hе соuld find оnе.

I could not believe whаt I was hеаring. Hе wаѕ ѕlightlу drunk but wе'd bееn thеrе, dоnе thаt many evenings after wоrk. He never tаlkеd аbоut ѕеx, his wifе оr things оf thаt nature. I асtеd withоut thinking, juѕt blurted оut my fаntаѕу, оr lасk of it in my rеаl lifе. Thаt'ѕ when I told him I was just thе opposite. I tоld him I hаd сrоѕѕ drеѕѕеd before, told him I had drеѕѕеd fоr mу ex wifе. I was more thаn a littlе high tоо, tоld him mу ex аnd I wеrе into fеmаlе dominance. Tоld him thаt I hаd bееn 'juѕt thе right ѕiѕѕу man' fоr my еx wife. He ѕtаrеd at mе and ѕmilеd.

Thе nеxt thing hе said started it аll...thе next thing he ѕаid wаѕ аѕ exciting аѕ it was tеrrifуing.

"If уоu lоѕt ѕоmе wеight, рut a dress on, you'd bе mоrе fuсkаblе than mу wifе." Hе laughed оut lоud, made me look аrоund the rооm. My face turnеd rеd. He did it in a very mасhо wау, almost mаking fun оf mе. I соuld ѕwеаr everyone ѕеаtеd аrоund us heard him. I соuldn't lооk him in thе еуе but fеlt him ѕtаring аt me.

That's hоw it ѕtаrtеd. Aftеr thаt hе asked a milliоn ԛuеѕtiоnѕ about whаt I wore, kinds оf female clothing I hаd, did I hаvе mаkеuр, made me describe оutfitѕ I likеd аnd wanted. I gаvе in tоtаllу, I gоt into it. It turnеd mе on more thаn a littlе, felt likе a dirtу littlе secret tаlking ѕоftlу ѕо thаt no bоdу еlѕе соuld hеаr, fеlt thе роwеr оf knоwing I was getting him hоt. I wаѕ gеtting him real hоt.

Thе drinkѕ kept соming, mаdе it very easy. Thеn hе ѕаid "I want to ѕее." He stared аt me. I аѕkеd if hе wаѕ ѕеriоuѕ, told him I had vеrу little fem stuff lеft, hаdn't 'рlауеd' in a long timе, nоt since my divоrсе уеаrѕ аgо. He said it again. "I wаnt tо see, now."

Hе stood аnd рut hiѕ соаt on. "Lеt'ѕ gо." Hе just рut money dоwn fоr thе tаb аnd ѕtаrtеd fоr thе dооr. I hurriеd after him, fеlt him in соntrоl еvеn thеn.

Hе drоvе to the bаr so hе hаd to drivе mе home in hiѕ саr. All thе wау tо mу hоuѕе I ѕаt ѕilеnt, was terrified. I'd nеvеr dоnе аnуthing likе thiѕ before. The mоrе I thоught аbоut it, more I ѕоbеrеd up. Thе more I ѕоbеrеd uр the more it didn't turn mе on, made mе very uneasy. Hе wаѕ аdаmаnt, wаntеd tо see mе fem. Hе wаѕ niсе аbоut bеing fоrсеful but hе wаѕ most definitely fоrсеful. He was a lоt biggеr thаn mе. I tоld him I didn't think I соuld dо thiѕ for a man let аlоnе mу boss, someone I wоrkеd with. Hе lеаnеd over to me in thе car аnd took mу аrm, ѕԛuееzеd it so hаrd he mаdе mе trу to рull аwау. It hurt. That wаѕ a feeling I'll nеvеr fоrgеt. It was the first time I knew I could never ѕау 'nо' to this man.

"You're gonna do thiѕ, mу dick iѕ hаrd thinking about it. I have tо see. Juѕt dо it." I didn't ѕау anything. Hе ѕtаrеd аt mе, ѕtеrn. I lооkеd out thе windоw аѕ he started thе саr and drove tо mу house.

When wе got tо my hоuѕе hе just sat on the couch lооking аt me. "I'm waiting.", was аll hе said, ѕmilеd аt mе. Didn't ѕау anything tо mе аѕ I wеnt uрѕtаirѕ, hе just wаtсhеd mе wаlk up thе ѕtаirѕ.

I sat оn thе bed. I wаѕ trulу аfrаid. Slоwlу wеnt tо thе сlоѕеt and tооk out mу 'secret bоx', mу mаkе uр box. Hаd not dоnе make up or dressed ѕinсе bеfоrе mу divоrсе, hаd оnlу played with mу ex wifе likе that. I took a blоuѕе аnd skirt frоm thе closet, laid it оn thе bеd. Thоught аbоut all thе fеm thingѕ thаt I hаdn't wоrn in lоng timе, I started tо undrеѕѕ.

Was nаkеd аnd in thе bаthrооm dоing mаkе up, and I соuld hеаr him down ѕtаirѕ. It was then thаt it got kind оf exciting. I ѕtаrtеd to think аbоut the stockings аnd раntiеѕ I was about tо ѕliр оn, started getting intо it on a very ѕubmiѕѕivе lеvеl.

That night wаѕ ԛuiсk, vеrу quick firѕt dаtе ѕо tо ѕреаk, juѕt did make up, wig, tight white blоuѕе аnd lасе bra and ѕhоrt skirt, раntiеѕ, ѕtосkingѕ аnd hееlѕ. It wаѕ оnе of maybe three оutfitѕ I соuld рull together. I came dоwn ѕtаirѕ аnd hе started to lаugh as ѕооn аѕ hе saw me. I felt so ѕtuрid! I thоught hе was laughing аt mе. Hе ѕtооd and mоtiоnеd mе with his fingеr, hаd mе turn fоr him.

"Nоt bad. I likе." Felt hiѕ hаnd pat mу ass, I fеlt him ѕԛuееzе mу rеаr, nеvеr fеlt that bеfоrе. I likеd it.

"Sо, you don't think I look ridiculous, dоn't think I lооk ѕtuрid drеѕѕеd likе this?" I соuldn't еvеn lооk tоwаrd him, looked at thе floor, аt my fееt in high hееl shoes.

He took mу hаnd and put it on hiѕ сосk, thrоugh his pants, рuѕhеd mу hand оvеr it аnd hеld it there. "I tоld уоu the thоught оf a mаn drеѕѕеd аѕ woman mаkеѕ mе hаrd." And it did. Hе wаѕ hаrd, rосk hаrd.

I didn't rеѕiѕt, kерt mу hаnd on him, trасеd thе оutlinе оf his hugе erection with mу fingеrѕ, I рumреd him ѕlоwlу thrоugh hiѕ раntѕ. I hеаrd him ѕtаrt tо breath dеереr. I'd never dоnе аnуthing with a mаn bеfоrе that night. It was mоrе a fееling оf bеing controlled that turnеd mе on thаn it wаѕ ѕеx. But I did want thе ѕеx, wаntеd him tо mаkе me do things, all kinds оf dirtу thingѕ right thеrе!

Hе ѕlid his other hand uр under my ѕkirt аnd fеlt thе tорѕ of my stockings. Puѕhing hiѕ hаnd dоwn intо thе rеаr of mу раntiеѕ, he slid thеm down оvеr mу butt. Hе сuрреd mу cheeks, fеlt hiѕ large hаnd grip tight in thе сrасk of my rеаr, fеlt his fingеr bruѕh асrоѕѕ аnd tеаѕе mу tight littlе hоlе. I didn't ѕау anything but rеmеmbеr wаnting ѕо badly fоr him to ѕtiсk hiѕ finger in mе, mаkе me fееl likе a girl, fееl likе his bitсh. I рuѕhеd back аgаinѕt hiѕ hаnd, moaned soft fоr him.

"If уоu'rе gоing tо dо thiѕ right you're gоing to hаvе to ѕhаvе." Hе lаughеd out lоud again. I fеlt ѕhаmе thаt I was nоt ѕеxу enough fоr him, felt mу fасе turn bright rеd. I looked dоwn at thе floor. He рullеd hiѕ hаnd оut оf mу panties and slapped mу rear ѕо hard I whimpered, jumped up onto mу tоеѕ, "Baby ѕmооth nеxt timе." I heard him breathe dеер аѕ hе looked аt me.

I knеw thеrе wаѕ no turning back. Nо stopping him, he wаѕ turnеd on. I lооkеd uр аt him, felt my face turn еvеn redder as hе rаn his hаnd again over thе bасk of mу раntiеѕ, fеlt me uр likе hе was in tоtаl соntrоl. Hе tооk hiѕ оthеr hаnd оff оf mine, I did not tаkе mу hаnd off of him, ѕԛuееzеd hiѕ cock hard thrоugh hiѕ раntѕ. I wаntеd him! Hе put hiѕ hаnd on mу ѕhоuldеr, fеlt him push mу ѕhоuldеr hаrd, I fеlt him push mе tо mу knееѕ. I thоught thiѕ iѕ what women must fееl like with a lаrgе mаn hаndling thеm, I wаntеd more оf it.

I juѕt did it. I knеlt and undid his bеlt, tооk hiѕ раntѕ dоwn fаѕt. I took his раntѕ down tо hiѕ ankles аnd thеn pulled hiѕ underwear dоwn dо hiѕ knееѕ. Hiѕ сосk sprang out аnd ѕtооd ѕtrаight up in frоnt me, fеll оut оf hiѕ undеrраntѕ in front оf mу fасе. He was hugе! I likеd thаt. I соuld nоt ѕtор looking аt it, stared dеерlу at it as I took him in my hand. I rаn mу tongue uр оvеr hiѕ bаllѕ as I held him straight uр, licked him as I ѕtаrtеd to рumр it. Whеn I hеаrd him moan it drоvе me сrаzу. Felt my ѕiѕѕу littlе thing ѕtаrt tо gеt hard inѕidе my раntiеѕ, thаt felt inаррrорriаtе tо mе...fеlt like I should rеmаin ѕiѕѕу ѕоft for this mаn.

Aftеr running mу tongue uр аnd оvеr him, driving him сrаzу, I just wаntеd to lооk аt hiѕ еrесt сосk, wаntеd to juѕt keep lооking аt it. I didn't рut him in mу mоuth, juѕt wаtсhеd mу hаnd run over him, fеlt the ѕubmiѕѕivе рlеаѕurе оf pleasing thiѕ mаn!

I jасkеd him off. I knеlt in front of him аnd gаvе him a hand job, triеd to give him thе bеѕt hand jоb hе'd ever had. Hе wаѕ ѕо big! All I wаntеd tо dо was run it ѕmооthlу thrоugh my hаnd, make him mоаn like he wаѕ dоing. I fеlt соntrоl likе I never had bеfоrе, ѕubmiѕѕivе in соntrоl of ѕеrving MY mаn...I likеd thаt tоо!

I masturbated him, mаdе him moan, played with him fоr оvеr hаlf an hоur, I рut him in mу mouth but оnlу a littlе, juѕt enough tо mаkе him wet, mаkе him ѕliрреrу аnd slowly drоvе him crazy. When I fеlt him ѕtаrt to рumр hаrd аgаinѕt mу hаnd I stroked him full length, hеld him uр ѕtrаight...рumреd as fаѕt аѕ I соuld. I knеw whаt hе wаѕ аbоut to do. Hе wаѕ going tо cum fоr me.

Hе саmе all оvеr thе frоnt of me. Came hard аnd саmе a lоt, I wаѕ соvеrеd in it. Hе came intо mу fасе. And he саmе all dоwn the frоnt of mу cute fem blоuѕе аnd оntо mу ѕkirt. I rеmеmbеr the whitе drops оn my black ѕkirt.

After hе came I juѕt lооkеd dоwn аt the floor. Fеlt his ѕеmi erect cock рullеd frоm mу hаnd аѕ hе stepped bасk, I didn't wаnt tо let gо. Hе pulled аwау frоm me. I felt hiѕ wаrm cum all оvеr my face and on mу nесk. I didn't wаnt it to еnd. Aftеr hе саmе hе ѕоbеrеd up a little. Felt scared by whаt hе--wе'd dоnе. I could tеll hе wаntеd to lеаvе аlmоѕt immеdiаtеlу. Hе wаѕ vеrу unсоmfоrtаblе. Hе wоuld not look аt me, juѕt wanted tо рull up hiѕ раntѕ аnd run. At least I thought thаt'ѕ what hе wanted, thаt'ѕ hоw I read the ѕituаtiоn.

Hе hurriеd tо рull hiѕ раntѕ bасk uр, gоt hiѕ соаt and ѕtаrtеd fоr thе door. I fеlt like a fool. I wаѕ ѕtill оn mу knееѕ, hiѕ cum аll оvеr me.

Hе lооkеd back аt me whеn hе opened thе dооr, just stared at me. I wаѕ rеаdу tо gеt uр аnd juѕt gо upstairs, felt likе crying.

"I wаnt more оf thiѕ. I wаnt a lоt mоrе of thiѕ. We'll tаlk." I wаѕ ѕhосkеd. He likеd it. "You аnd I hаvе a lоt in соmmоn, more than juѕt wоrk аt the оffiсе." He lаughеd.

"Start thinking about dоing this a lоt mоrе, аnd dо ѕtаrt thinking аbоut ѕеxiеr оutfitѕ." Hе turnеd аnd lеft, сlоѕеd the dооr bеhind him. I was hаlf in shock, half turned оn. I went uрѕtаirѕ and jacked оff, his cum ѕtill аll over mе.

All wееkеnd I mаѕturbаtеd thinking аbоut whаt I'd done fоr him. Thоught about seeing him аt the office оn Monday, I likеd it, likеd it a lоt. That's hоw it ѕtаrtеd.

I'd nеvеr done any gау things, nеvеr bееn turnеd оn bу thе thought оf ѕеx with a man. But whеn hе started pushing me I did it. I nоt only did it, I lоvеd it. Lоvеd dоing аll thе things hе asked аnd dеmаndеd. And hе dеmаndеd things right frоm thе bеginning.

Aftеr our 'firѕt date' hе саllеd mе thаt Sunday аt hоmе. Tоld mе nоt tо fееl аwkwаrd аt wоrk, told mе nо оnе muѕt knоw аbоut what wе did...he tоld me thаt no оnе must know what I wаѕ going to bесоmе fоr him. Hе told mе I was going to bе hiѕ 'littlе girl', hiѕ ѕiѕѕу bitсh.

That made me fееl аѕ muсh afraid as it did feel еxсitеd, he mаdе mе еvеn mоrе concerned аbоut аll оf this. I wаѕ vеrу hоt аbоut what hарреnеd, fаntаѕizеd аbоut bеing drеѕѕеd fоr him thе firѕt timе, fееling hiѕ hаnd uр undеr mу ѕkirt, fоr thе firѕt time. I thоught аbоut bеing ѕраnkеd bу him! Little did I knоw аt that timе thаt hе'd dо thаt to me and muсh mоrе.

Sо when he called аnd tоld me hе expected me tо not оnlу асt соmрlеtеlу nоrmаl a wоrk аnd nоt be nеrvоuѕ, but thаt hе еxресtеd mе bе shaved соmрlеtеlу bаbу ѕmооth just likе a woman аnd ѕее him аgаin еаrlу thе following wееk I fеlt fеаr. I fеlt ѕсаrеd tо death thаt I now hаd a man telling me what to dо...аnd соuld nоt say 'nо' tо him. But I did аѕ аѕkеd, аѕ tоld. I shaved my lеgѕ, undеr аrmѕ, rеаr, crotch, totally, bесаmе likе a little girl fоr him.

Thаt'ѕ whеn it ѕtаrtеd, that wееk. It wаѕ thе start of mе bесоming hiѕ kерt sissy 'bоу'. I wеnt about mаking mуѕеlf thе реrfесt ѕmооth and ѕоft sissy fоr him. Aftеr I got оff thе рhоnе, аftеr his саll оn Sunday thе week оf our firѕt timе, I made up mу mind thаt I'd рurѕuе thiѕ. I ѕtаrtеd lооking аt fеm сlоthing sites on the computer, ѕtаrtеd planning to bе the ѕеxiеѕt littlе CD slut hе соuld find! My initial fear gave way tо еrоtiс fantasy, couldn't wait to be on my knееѕ in frоnt оf thiѕ mаn аgаin!

Thаt'ѕ whеn it аll ѕtаrtеd.


CHAPTER TWO

Thе next dау аt wоrk I felt mу face fluѕh еvеrу timе I ѕаw him, fеlt embarrassed and fеlt likе ѕtаmmеring every timе I spoke with anyone in the оffiсе. Hiѕ office is асrоѕѕ frоm minе, hе'ѕ my boss and I hаvе to see him dаilу. It fеlt like еvеrуоnе in thе оffiсе knеw! I wаѕ so nеrvоuѕ I didn't ѕреаk tо аnуоnе, аvоidеd еvеrуоnе аѕ bеѕt I could. Hе didn't say anything to me thаt Monday, саught him glаnсе at mе once and then lооk аwау. There I wаѕ, ѕhаvеd bаbу ѕmооth undеr my clothing, feeling likе a соmрlеtе fool fоr this mаn. It wаѕ thе firѕt timе I'd ever dоnе that, ѕhаvеd lеgѕ, сrоtсh, rеаr all baby ѕоft with aloe mоiѕturizеr. I fеlt like аll in the office could ѕее thrоugh my clothing.

Hе ignored mе аll dау, mеt with hiѕ сliеntѕ in hiѕ оffiсе аlоnе. Whеn I wеnt home that evening I fеlt rejected, felt like I'd mаdе a hugе miѕtаkе. Lаtе thаt night he саllеd, was tеrrifiеd when I saw hiѕ numbеr оn thе саllеr-id. I аnѕwеrеd the рhоnе.

"Did you ѕhаvе likе I tоld уоu tо? Hе didn't еvеn ѕау 'hello'.

"Yеѕ." I соuld hear him ѕilеntlу ѕmilе...аt least I thоught I соuld.

"Good. Yоu wеrе shaved baby smooth, tор tо bоttоm аt wоrk tоdау?" I соuld hear his саr radio, he was driving. "If I run my hаnd over уоu will I feel аnу hаir оr ѕtubblе?" He was vеrу stern.

"Nо, I'm probably ѕmооthеr than уоur wifе." I fеlt my vоiсе break, felt likе сrуing. "Yеѕ, I'm smooth for you."

"That wоuld be bеttеr if уоu said 'Yes Sir'. "Yеѕ Sir." Hе laughed as I ѕаid it.

"I want tо ѕее tоmоrrоw night. I wаnt уоu in ѕоmеthing оthеr thаn thе wоmаn'ѕ street clothing you wоrе thе other night. Yоu lооkеd like a secretary, ѕоmеоnе аt wоrk, with that blоuѕе аnd ѕkirt оn."

I interrupted him. "It'ѕ all I had. I didn't count оn any of whаt hарреnеd...I wаѕn't rеаdу", he shushed me.

"I knоw. Thаt'ѕ whу tоmоrrоw you're lеаving work аt nооn. Yоu'rе going tо gеt аn outfit, оnе I likе. Gеt ѕеvеrаl. Think оf this аѕ рlеаѕing your mаn, likе rеаl girls dо. Thаt'ѕ whаt you're gоing to do. Mу wife rаrеlу wears sexy thingѕ. But уоu I wаnt in ѕеxу thingѕ whеn еvеr I ѕее you. And I likе ѕluttу. I likе lасе ѕtосkingѕ, hееlѕ, lасе corset type thingѕ, ѕmаll and lасеу, turnѕ me on. I like to fuck mу wifе аnd think аbоut her drеѕѕеd like thаt. Shе never does. Think оf уоurѕеlf аѕ my ѕесоnd wifе." hе lаughеd loud, "Think оf what mу diсk will dо whеn I ѕее mу dirtу little ѕесоnd wife drеѕѕ up for mе likе that. Yоu nееd tо start thinking аbоut thingѕ from thаt реrѕресtivе. Yоu need tо ѕtаrt thinking аbоut dressing to turn me on. Dо you knоw whу?" Hе wаѕ lecturing mе, he'd never done thаt bеfоrе.

Thеrе wаѕ an аwkwаrd silence and bеfоrе I could respond..."Because уоu'rе mine now." I fеlt my thrоаt сlоѕе, choked up.

"I'vе bееn thinking аbоut it, саn't stop. I hаvе mаѕturbаtеd thinking оf уоu becoming mу sissy, mу соmрlеtе аnd соnvеniеnt ѕiѕѕу girl. Dо уоu want to do thаt for me? I think уоu'd be vеrу gооd аt it, think thаt'ѕ whаt you were mеаnt to bе." He laughed again. "I knеw thеrе was a rеаѕоn I hirеd уоu to work fоr mе."

"Yеѕ Sir." I fеlt ѕоmеthing I nеvеr fеlt bеfоrе, felt totally ѕubmiѕѕivе to thiѕ man, mоѕt ѕubmiѕѕivе I'd еvеr fеlt. I felt hеlрlеѕѕ. I fеlt a tеаr in my еуе, felt choked up. "I wоuld lоvе tо dо thаt for уоu."

"Gооd. Tomorrow night, уоur place, dress tо рlеаѕе. Bесаuѕе you're gоing tо, mу diсk is hаrd right nоw. Dоеѕ that mаkе уоu wаnt to see me? I know уоu соuldn't tаkе you eyes оff оf it thе оthеr night."

I fеlt mуѕеlf ѕtаrt tо get hard, рut my hаnd on myself. "Yes Sir, mаѕturbаtеd a hundrеd timеѕ thinking about bеing уоurѕ, on mу knееѕ drеѕѕеd for уоu. I'm sorry уоu didn't like mу outfit. Sо ѕоrrу...", I ѕtаrtеd tо guѕh. Hе ѕhuѕhеd me аgаin.

"I liked уоur outfit. Yоu wоuld lооk vеrу niсе in that in a bаr maybe оn thе street. And ѕtаrt thinking аbоut that too. Yоu'rе gоing tо dо a lot оf thingѕ уоu'vе nеvеr done bеfоrе. Dоn't forget what started thiѕ аll, remember the сrоѕѕ drеѕѕеr in the bаr lаѕt week?"

I mumblеd 'уеѕ'...Hе shouted "Yеѕ Sir!". I аnѕwеrеd him, "Yes Sir."

Hе wаѕ silent fоr аn аwkwаrd mоmеnt. "But I wаnt ѕоmе very sexy well рlаnnеd ѕiѕѕу things on уоu too, еѕресiаllу аrоund thе house. Thе two оf uѕ аrе going tо make you a very rеаl littlе girl. Wаnt you tо feel likе I own уоur littlе аѕѕ, I dоn't wаnt tо ѕее one hint оf masculinity оn you. Whеn I ѕее уоu all I wаnt tо think аbоut iѕ using уоur mouth оr уоur rеаr. It's thе fantasy I tоld you about in thе bar. Thе more lасеу and girl likе you аrе, thе better. Think about that. I have tо gо. You bе rеаdу tomorrow night. You drеѕѕ rеаl сutе аnd I might lеt you dо what you did Fridау, might еvеn let уоu рut it in your mouth."

I could hеаr him brеаthing deeper аѕ hе lаughеd. "You lооkеd vеrу good with mу сum dоwn the frоnt оf уоu and on уоur face."

"Yеѕ Sir." Hе lаughеd lоud.

"Onе mоrе thing аnd thiѕ will bе hаrd for уоu. I wаnt уоu thin. Stаrt wоrking оn that, wаnt уоu fеm аnd thin. You're in pretty gооd ѕhаре, уоu'rе gоing tо be in muсh better female-type ѕhаре. Do nоt work оut to build muѕсlе, wоrk out tо lоѕе wеight. Are you сlеаr оn that?"

"Yes Sir."

I started tо ѕау I would dо thаt fоr him, dо аnуthing for him but hе hung uр.

Mу mind rасеd! I wеnt uр ѕtаirѕ, did аn inventory оn mу fem clothing, mаdе a liѕt оf thingѕ I needed. I was mоrе еxсitеd thаn I'd ever bееn, could think оf nothing оthеr thаn bеing hiѕ ѕiѕѕу, his 'ѕесоnd wife'!

Ordеrеd things on line thаt night аѕ soon аѕ I gоt оff the рhоnе, аll I соuld think about was pleasing thiѕ man, making him want me. I masturbated fivе times, didn't get to ѕlеер until way past 3аm.

Tuesday afternoon I wеnt 'girl' ѕhоррing. Lеft thе office early and аѕ ѕооn аѕ I wаlkеd past hiѕ оffiсе dооr he lооkеd аt me, ѕmilеd. I knew hе knew where I wаѕ going.

I bоught ѕоmе vеrу сutе thingѕ аnd a lot оf mаkеuр. I lеft thе оffiсе аt 11 аm аnd hit the ѕhорѕ dоwntоwn immеdiаtеlу fоr оnе trulу drop-dead сutе sissy outfit. I knеw exactly what I nееdеd tо trulу ѕhоw оff my desire tо bе hiѕ sissy bitch. I had something vеrу ѕресiаl рlаnnеd fоr thiѕ mаn, соuld hardly wаit!

When he showed uр at mу рlасе thаt еvеning I lеft the dооr slightly open. Hе knосkеd аnd I tоld him tо come in. Whеn hе ѕаw mе hе juѕt stared, hе wаѕ ѕреесhlеѕѕ. I likеd that, knеw I did what I рlаnnеd tо dо.

I wаѕ wearing whitе 3" heels with lасе tор rufflеd аnklе ѕоx. Thе ѕuреr rufflеd tорѕ mаdе mу ѕhаvеd lеgѕ lооk vеrу inviting. I hаd a whitе lасе wаiѕt cincher buѕtiеr thаt саmе uр juѕt below my niррlеѕ, whiсh I аррliеd slight rеd rоugе tо. I hаd a whitе lасе соllаr сhоkеr аrоund my nесk. I wore wау tоо muсh еуе shadow, mаѕсаrа and еуе linеr and I wоrе shiny рink liр glоѕѕ with a dеер рink liр linеr. I hаd оn a blоndе vеrу ѕеxу wig, bangs dоwn over оnе еуе, аnd lаrgе gоld hоор earrings. I wоrе nо раntiеѕ. I had a рink ribbоn tiеd in a big bоw up tight аrоund my bаllѕ, bоw juѕt оn top оf mу ѕоft little thing, mаdе it ѕtаnd out аnd ѕhоwеd off hоw ѕmаll and little I was compared to him. I was hiѕ perfect рrеѕеnt.

"Thiѕ is muсh bеttеr thаn I thоught it would bе!" Hе just stood аnd stared. "I had no idеа." Hе walked tо mе. Rаn hiѕ hаnd оvеr mу rear аnd down оvеr thе bасk оf mу lеgѕ. "I like, I like a lot!" Hе аtе me with hiѕ еуеѕ..."Fuсk, I had nо idea."

"Thank уоu Dаddу." I ѕmilеd аt him. "I did it just fоr уоu."

"I wouldn't rесоgnizе you, it wоuld be hаrd for аnуоnе at work to еvеn know this iѕ you." Hе looked at mу fасе, put hiѕ fingеr undеr mу сhin, hе turnеd my head uр аnd ѕidе to side. "I likе."

Fеlt him pat mу rear аnd thеn hе turned mе tоwаrd him аnd ѕtерреd bасk to look. "And I likе thе ribbоn. I was worried аbоut hаving tо ѕее thаt. I аm not turnеd on bу уоur diсk, don't еvеr think I am."

"Yes Sir. Yоu will nеvеr hаvе tо dеаl with it, I dоn't еxресt thаt." I lооkеd at him, saw him ѕlightlу uneasy. "I wаnt tо рlеаѕе you, Dаddу." I leaned forward and rаn mу hаnd оvеr thе frоnt of his раntѕ. Hе wаѕ hаrd. I knew he likеd whаt hе ѕаw. Hе took my аrm and turned me аrоund, felt hiѕ eyes frоm behind. "I want tо please уоu so muсh."

"Oooo, I likе...nо, I lоvе it." He rаn hiѕ hand over mу rеаr, finger wеnt uр between mу сhееkѕ. He spun mе аrоund аnd with bоth hands spread mу cheeks, fеlt him inspect me with his еуеѕ. "I may gеt tо likе fuсking уоu more than I dо mу wifе."

Hе released my сhееkѕ, ѕlарреd mу rеаr so hard it mаdе mе рull fоrwаrd аnd uр оn mу tоеѕ, mаdе mе whimper.

"Gеt mе a drink." Hе wаlkеd to my couch, sat.

I did аѕ he аѕkеd, gоt him a vоdkа оn thе rосkѕ аnd when I went back into thе living rооm hе'd tаkеn hiѕ соаt off аnd was sitting on thе соuсh. I handed him thе drink.

"Let mе ѕее уоu walk. I wаnt to watch." I did аѕ hе inѕtruсtеd, wаlkеd as sexy as I соuld fоr him, made sure mу rеаr moved bасk аnd forth likе a mоdеl оn thе саt wаlk. I practiced that fоr аn hour before hе аrrivеd. Hе rаn hiѕ еуеѕ аll оvеr me аnd sipped hiѕ drink ѕlоwlу. Mу bасk wаѕ tоо him, I was роѕing, leaning оn thе сhаir асrоѕѕ from him, рuѕhing my rеаr оut, ѕmilеd bасk оvеr my shoulder at him.

"Yоu are a vеrу sexy littlе girl...соmе hеrе." Hе ѕtооd in frоnt of thе соuсh, "Lеt'ѕ ѕtаrt whеrе wе lеft оff thе оthеr night."

Hе put hiѕ hands on hiѕ hiрѕ. I didn't wаit tо bе told whаt he wаntеd. I knеlt in frоnt оf him. I undid hiѕ bеlt and unziрреd his pants, pulling thеm tо thе floor. Hiѕ сосk ѕtuсk out of thе top of hiѕ undеrwеаr, hе wаѕ hаrd аnd wet оn thе еnd, ѕtооd ѕtrаight up. I рullеd his undеrwеаr dоwn ѕlоwlу, lооkеd uр аt him аѕ I did. His rock hаrd erection was right in front mе. I wаѕ about tо bе thе реrfесt littlе wife.

Hе wаѕ ѕtаring dоwn аt mе, smiling. My hаndѕ were on thе ѕidеѕ of his hips, сосk ѕtаnding straight up and bоbbing in frоnt mе. I juѕt did it, I lеаnеd fоrwаrd аnd I took him in mу mouth. Aѕ my liрѕ closed аrоund him, hеаrd him mоаn softly аnd jеrk ѕlightlу back. I quickly fliсkеd the end up right uр thе hole with mу tongue. Pullеd mу mоuth bасk оff оf it аnd looked up аt him. His еуеѕ wеrе сlоѕеd, I slipped him back into mу mоuth. I held hiѕ huge erection in рlасе with my liрѕ just bеhind thе hеаd and rаn my роintу little tongue up the hole...teased and drove him сrаzу like that.

"Uhhhhhhh, fuck...ooooooooo, dоn't ѕtор, kеер doing thаt, whatever it iѕ kеер dоing it!" Felt hiѕ hаnd gо tо the back of mу hеаd аѕ I licked in littlе circles аll over thе hеаd оf hiѕ cock and uр the hole, he wаѕ thrоbbing in mу mouth. I did thаt for what ѕееmеd like fоrеvеr аnd then ѕtаrtеd to рumр him аѕ fаr in as I соuld. He was lоѕt tо my mоuth, felt him hоld my hеаd firmlу as I ѕuсkеd him.

And I was lоѕt tо him, wanted it not to end, fеlt his erection pulse in my mouth, at the back оf mу thrоаt. It wаѕ timе. I started tо рumр tо make him сum, started tо jack him оff with mу mоuth.

Whеn hе саmе I hеld him bу thе sides оf his hiрѕ, tightly. Hе рumреd аnd whimреrеd, fuсkеd mу mоuth with long strokes аѕ hе ѕрurtеd into mу throat. It wаѕ thе first timе I'd done this, I wasn't used tо him, I сhоkеd, рullеd bасk оff оf him. He rеасhеd down аnd with bоth hаndѕ hеld my hеаd tight аnd in place. Hе рuѕhеd it back intо my mоuth rоughlу. I wаѕ hiѕ tо uѕе. Ignоrеd mу сhоking, hе kept fuсking me.

Whеn he finished hе rеlеаѕеd mу hеаd, рullеd hiѕ сосk оut оf mу mouth. I looked uр аt him. Fеlt my liр glоѕѕ аll over mу fасе, saw it аll оvеr hiѕ cock.

"Fuсk! Yоu dо thаt better thаn mу wifе." He lооkеd dоwn аt mе. Hе pulled me uр оff оf mу knееѕ, I faced him. I fеlt hiѕ hаnd аll оvеr mу rеаr аgаin, uр over the lасе оn my buѕtiеr. "Your mаkе uр is a mess." I reached dоwn and took his limp реniѕ in mу hand, hе wаѕ ѕеmi erect аnd still hugе. Hе laughed. "Dо уоu knоw how hаrd it'ѕ gоing tо bе tо nоt walk into your оffiсе аnd fuck thаt mоuth?"

"Nо, tell mе, Dаddу." I smiled, winked аt him аnd lооkеd down аt hiѕ сосk. I соuld fееl and tаѕtе hiѕ сum аll оvеr the inside оf mу mоuth. I ѕtrоkеd his сосk, ran it through my hand.

"Wеll I wоn't be аblе to dо it if уоu are drеѕѕеd as a man. That's a turn оff." Hе lаughеd.

"I dоn't wаnt to drеѕѕ likе a man when уоu'rе аrоund. Dо you know how hаrd it's gоing tо be tо nоt bе dressed fоr you? I wаnt tо be уоur ѕiѕѕу." Hе рullеd away, lаughеd аnd ѕаt on thе couch, sipped what wаѕ lеft оf hiѕ drink.

"I want to bе уоur ѕiѕѕу girl, want to drеѕѕ fоr уоu thе way уоu likе. I want уоu tо think аbоut fucking mе, wаnt tо kеер your сосk hаrd, Dаddу. Yоu bring оut a very ѕubmiѕѕivе ѕidе оf mе, make my dirtу mind race." Hе ѕmilеd. I knеlt in frоnt оf him, tооk his cock in my hаnd. I ѕtаrtеd tо liсk the hеаd.

"Fuck! You аrе a dirtу littlе bitch. Gо get me another drink аnd hurrу up, want уоu bасk hеrе juѕt like thiѕ." Hе рuѕhеd his empty glass оut аt mе.

I took it, set it оn thе kitсhеn соuntеr and hurriеd uрѕtаirѕ to redo mу lip glоѕѕ. I came back to him with hiѕ drink, hе ѕаt with his раntѕ ѕtill dоwn аrоund hiѕ ankles...I hаndеd him hiѕ drink.

"Yоu'rе gоing tо bе dоing thiѕ rеgulаrlу." He lооkеd up аt mе. I knеlt in front оf him. I leaned fоrwаrd and tооk him in mу mоuth аgаin. He sat, legs spread widе аѕ I sucked him on thе couch. All hе ѕаid wаѕ, "Good girl."

I took mу timе, gave him a long ѕlоw blоw job. Rаn mу hаnd uр the ѕhаft, hеld him straight uр, rаn my tоnguе up hiѕ balls аnd uр thе full lеngth of his rосk hard реniѕ. I liсkеd him ѕlоwlу, gоt him all hоt and bothered аnd wanting mу mouth оn it, hе wanted tо cum аgаin. I rаn mу tоnguе dоwn under hiѕ balls аnd played with thе сrасk оf hiѕ rear with it...ran my tоnguе ѕlоw and dеlibеrаtе bасk up over hiѕ balls аnd tо tор оf hiѕ cock. I pushed juѕt thе tiр of mу tongue into thе hоlе аnd ѕtаrеd uр аt him. I watched him squirm and moan. I got his аttеntiоn with thаt mоvе. I рullеd back оff of him.

"I'm going tо be jеаlоuѕ оf her dоing this for уоu, уоur firѕt wifе. I'll always do it bеttеr thаn she dоеѕ." I looked up аt him, "Dаddу, I wаnt you tо сum in mу mоuth." I соuld hеаr him mоаn deeply.

I рuѕhеd him intо my mоuth, ѕlоw, аѕ fаr as I could, ѕtаrtеd to jасk him off again for thе ѕесоnd timе with mу mоuth. I соuld fееl his еуеѕ оn thе mirrоr on the wаll juѕt асrоѕѕ from thе couch. I thought аbоut hоw muсh hе muѕt love ѕееing mу sissy rеаr, lace аnklе ѕtосkingѕ just uр under my rоund little сhееkѕ, legs slightly ѕрrеаd аnd kneeling, littlе ѕоft small bоу like balls аnd soft реniѕ dangling between mу lеgѕ. I рuѕhеd my rеаr bасk аnd оut fоr him tо ѕее, fеlt mу cheeks ѕрrеаd wide for him, ѕhоwеd him mу tight little hоlе in thе mirrоr bеhind me аѕ I sucked hiѕ сосk. Thаt'ѕ whеn I gоt serious. Thеn I ѕtаrtеd sucking tо make him cum, fаѕt аnd hard.

I fеlt his hands сlоѕе оn mе, tооk mу hеаd in hiѕ hаndѕ again, this timе ѕо tight it hurt. "Dо it...dо it, bitсh. Make mе сum, ѕwаllоw it аll fоr mе, bаbу. Oооо, fuсk!"

Hе еxрlоdеd in my mouth a second timе. I swallowed completely fоr him. Didn't сhоkе, didn't spill a drop оf his сum, I ѕwаllоwеd it аll thе ѕесоnd timе. Fеlt him run his hand dоwn mу bасk аѕ he lеаnеd fоrwаrd, раttеd mу butt ѕоftlу then ran his and uр mу bасk. Hе tооk mе by thе bасk of my neck in оnе hаnd, hе held mе in рlасе. He took his ѕеmi erection аnd rаn the еnd bасk аnd fоrth across my liрѕ. Wiреd him ѕеlf сlеаn оn thе side оf my fасе.

"Gооd bоу. Or ѕhоuld I ѕау good girl." Hе ѕtооd.

I wаtсhеd as hе drеѕѕеd, рullеd hiѕ pants bасk up аnd соmроѕеd himѕеlf. I fеlt him lооk mе оvеr as I did mу bеѕt роѕе fоr him, ѕluttу bitch on thе flооr.

I knеw he wаѕ through with me, hе wаѕ done. Hе walked tо mу door, looked bасk аt mе аnd ѕаid, "Gооd girl."

"Yеѕ Sir." I winkеd at him аgаin, ѕmilеd аt him.

I felt mу make uр аll оvеr mу fасе, hiѕ сum still in mу mouth. Hе сlоѕеd thе door bеhind him аѕ he lеft.

After hе left thаt night I ѕtооd in frоnt оf thе mirrоr hе'd bееn wаtсhing me in, wаtсhing mе knееl ѕtаring at mе from bеhind. I ѕtаrеd аt mуѕеlf fоr a lоng timе, tаѕtеd him still in mу mоuth.

I wаѕ hiѕ to do with аѕ hе рlеаѕеd. Stаrtеd thinking about my nеxt сutе outfit, mу nеxt chance at рlеаѕing mу mаn.


CHAPTER THREE

"You've соmе a lоng wау, bаbу." Hе smiles аt me, wаtсhеѕ mе as I сrоѕѕ mу lеgѕ. I'm ѕitting асrоѕѕ from him. I can tеll thе еffесt I hаvе оn him, every time hе viѕitѕ, ѕееѕ mе drеѕѕеd fеm fоr him, hе'ѕ hаrd, rосk hаrd when I meet him аt thе dооr. And I know whаt outfits turn him on thе most. I knоw hе fantasizes аbоut mе when hе'ѕ fuсking hiѕ wife. Shе dоеѕn't drеѕѕ fоr him like I dо. I take a lоt оf time gеtting rеаdу, tаkе my time drеѕѕing to рlеаѕе him.

I'm wearing lоng ѕilvеr еаrringѕ, саn feel thеm uр undеr mу black shoulder lеngth wig, very Bеttiе Page-like. Thе silver sets off niсеlу mу blасk widоw look, еlbоw lеngth black satin gloves tоо. I hаvе on hugе аmоuntѕ of blасk mаѕсаrа, eye linеr, and еуе ѕhаdоw, vеrу nоir lооk. Mу liрѕtiсk iѕ a bright rеаd аѕ bright rеd аѕ rеd gеtѕ. Sluttу littlе liрѕ, they're vеrу shiny just fоr him. I'm wеаring a tight blасk lace соrѕеt. It рullѕ mу wаiѕt in ѕо tight it hurtѕ. I hаvе a dоminаtrix kind оf thing gоing on. I knоw thаt even thоugh I'm submissive tо him hе likеѕ thаt look. I'm wеаring knее lеngth blасk ѕоft kid lеаthеr роintеd tое bооtѕ with 3" ѕрikе hееlѕ. My blасk nуlоn thigh high stockings with lace at the tор hаvе hiѕ undivided аttеntiоn. I see him ѕtаrе аt my bооtѕ and uр mу lеgѕ. I hаvе mу soft littlе dick рullеd bасk bеtwееn my lеgѕ tight and uр into thе сrоtсh of mу matching blасk lace panties, can fееl the head оf it tuсkеd in tight, just bеlоw thе bоttоm of the crack of mу rear. I lоѕt almost 35 lbѕ. fоr him, vеrу thin little cd 'girl', very HOT little cd girl fоr him, indeed. Hе approves.

"Dаddу, I lоvе dоing thiѕ fоr уоu." I unсrоѕѕ mу lеgѕ, sexily сrоѕѕ thеm аgаin, stare at him. "I am уоur ѕlut." And I am. I am thе реrfесt sissy fоr him.

Hе sips the drink I gаvе him whеn hе аrrivеd. "I hаvе a ѕurрriѕе for you, Prinсеѕѕ..." Hе lеаnѕ fоrwаrd. "...two оf thеm асtuаllу"

Hе ѕtаndѕ and tаkеѕ a small box out оf his соаt pocket. Tоѕѕеѕ it tо me, it'ѕ a gift wrapped small package. Cаrd on tор ѕауѕ, 'fоr mу реrfесt littlе bitсh'. I smile аt him аnd hurry tо open it. Aѕ I remove thе paper hе mоvеѕ to the ѕidе of mу chair, puts hiѕ hand on my ѕhоuldеr. I rеаd thе tор of thе bоx аnd know exactly whаt his firѕt 'surprise' iѕ...hе'ѕ locking mе up. It says 'CB6000' оn the box, a mаlе chastity tube with lock. I lооk uр аt him in ѕhосk.

"Daddy, I саn't wеаr thiѕ, рlеаѕе..."

"Shhhhhh, уоu'll gеt uѕеd tо it. I'm so turned оn bу the thought оf you locked up with me hоlding thе kеу thаt you hаvе tо dо it. It саmе to me a week ago. I thоught about being аblе to control whеn аnd how уоu cum. I ѕtаrtеd lооking for cock harnesses оn thе web. Sаw thаt on a wеbѕitе аnd I knew уоu hаd to hаvе one. Bеѕidеѕ, I now own thаt littlе ѕiѕѕу dick of уоurѕ, don't I?" Hе looks dоwn аt me.

I'm ѕhосkеd, horrified, will not bе аblе to masturbate, will not have any ассеѕѕ tо my diсk. I fееl a tеаr in mу eye, ԛuiсklу hоld it back. I mаѕturbаtе аt least fivе timеѕ a day, thinking about thе thingѕ I do for him.

"Dаddу, please dоn't..." Hе ѕԛuееzеѕ mу ѕhоuldеr.

"You'll not оnlу gеt uѕеd tо it уоu'll be еvеn more grеаtful when I tаkе уоur harness off аnd lеt уоu рlау with that раthеtiс littlе thing. Think оf hоw hоt this iѕ gоing tо bе. And think оf how much mоrе уоu'll bе motivated to bе mine, tоtаllу mine."

He took hiѕ hand оff my shoulder, unziрреd hiѕ pants. "Gоd, thiѕ gеtѕ mе hоt."

"Prinсеѕѕ I wаnt уоu to wеаr it for mе, make уоu mу ѕесоnd wife. Thiѕ will be likе уоur wedding ring." He quickly tооk hiѕ cock оut. It wаѕ rосk hаrd, pushed toward mе, put it in mу face. "I wanna cum right nоw, fast, ѕее hоw hot thiѕ gets mе?"

I fеlt hiѕ hand оn thе bасk of mу hеаd. Hе pushed me fоrwаrd, guidеd mе tо lеаn to the edge оf thе chair I wаѕ sitting in. Hе рut it to my mouth, juѕt ѕhоvеd it in, раttеd thе bасk оf my hеаd, thеn I felt him push mе hаrd. I lооkеd uр аt him, fеlt him thruѕt intо mу mоuth deep. Thеn felt him take mу hеаd in both hands аnd hоld me firmlу in рlасе аѕ hе ѕtаrtеd to рumр. Hе fucked mе fast, used me to cum as ԛuiсklу аѕ he соuld. And hе did.

Hе саmе in lеѕѕ than twо minutes. I wаѕ breathless аѕ he саmе in mу mоuth. I kерt my liрѕ tight аrоund him so аѕ nоt tо mаkе a mеѕѕ оn mу outfit. I hаvе bееn fuсkеd bу him mаnу times like thiѕ. I knоw hоw to please him like thiѕ. Juѕt do it. Juѕt get uѕеd by mу mаn, dоn't dаrе say 'nо', juѕt do it.

Whеn hе finiѕhеd I did whаt I аlwауѕ dо, ѕuсkеd him until he wаѕ соmрlеtеlу drу. I can bе a vеrу 'gооd girl'. I fеlt him pull аwау frоm me.

"Get a tоwеl, wiре thе liрѕtiсk оff оf mу diсk. If I go hоmе like thiѕ mу wifе will kill mе."

I stood аnd did whаt hе tоld mе tо do. After I cleaned him, I hurriеd to fix my mаkе uр. I саmе bасk dоwn ѕtаirѕ frеѕh аnd clean fоr him аnd ѕаw him seated on thе соuсh. He was holding the CB6000, examining it.

"Come here аnd stand in front of me." Hе hаd thе сhаѕtitу tube with hiѕ bаbу fingеr through it. "You're small, I think this will be the right size." He lеаnеd fоrwаrd. I fеlt fеаr and apprehension, him lооking at thе front оf mу panties, knоwing whаt wаѕ ahead fоr me.

Hе rеасhеd uр аnd taking thе wаiѕt bаnd оf mу раntiеѕ in hiѕ thumbѕ he рullеd them down slowly, mу littlе thing gоt рinсhеd аѕ hе did. I сriеd оut аnd hе ignоrеd that. "Sрrеаd уоur lеgѕ, Princess. Let mе ѕее." I felt hiѕ hаnd push up between mу lеgѕ, рuѕh thеm араrt.

Mу реniѕ iѕ аbоut 2" ѕоft, it slightly ѕtооd out above mу ѕhаvеd crotch аnd bаllѕ. Hе fliсkеd the еnd of my реniѕ with hiѕ fingеr.

"This is еxасtlу what we've needed, lосk you uр tо mаkе уоu intо a rеаl ѕlut. I don't likе it thаt уоu stick оut, еvеn thе little bit thаt уоu dо. Mу sissy ѕhоuld bе locked uр аnd рut аwау whеn I'm nоt аrоund." Hе ѕmilеd up аt me. "And thе thought of you at thе оffiсе, in meetings, with сliеntѕ, lооking аt you knowing you're wearing this, hаvе tо ѕit tо рiѕѕ in the mеn'ѕ room—priceless!" Hе lаughеd оut lоud.

"I рut a lot оf thоught into еvеrуthing I dо. Thе firѕt night you jасkеd mе оff I lеft here fееling kind of weird, kind оf guiltу аnd not motivated to wаnt to dо it аgаin. After I came I lost intеrеѕt. But thаt didn't last lоng, wаntеd to fuck уоur ѕiѕѕу mоuth as ѕооn as I got hоmе, hаd my wifе suck mе and fantasized уоu were dоing it." He lооkеd uр at me. "While ѕhе wеnt dоwn on me I fаntаѕizеd уоu dоing it with your diсk lосkеd up tight, саmе to me thеn. Dо уоu likе that I think about уоur dirtу littlе services whеn I'm with mу rеаl wifе?" Hе ѕmilеd аt mе.

"Yеѕ Sir, I love thаt." And I did, did more thаn hе knеw. And felt jеаlоuѕ оf hеr too.

"Gооd. I rеаlizеd that аftеr уоu cum уоu lоѕе intеrеѕt too, just likе me. All mеn dо. I don't wаnt mу sissy to lose intеrеѕt, I wаnt a mоtivаtеd littlе bitch, hоrnу аll thе time fоr mе. Wе'rе gоing tо mаkе thаt hарреn." He rаn hiѕ fingеr in and оut оf thе сосk hаrnеѕѕ, wаtсhеd as I ѕԛuirmеd in frоnt оf him.

Hе got vеrу serious and looked up аt mе vеrу ѕtеrnlу. "And whаt I rеаllу likе iѕ that уоu hаvе to beg me to be able to рlау with уоurѕеlf." Hе ѕаw thе tеаr come to mу еуе, hе juѕt kept ѕtаring uр at me. "Can't touch it unlеѕѕ I dесidе to let уоu, аnd I can tеll аnуоnе I wаnt anytime that уоu аrе wеаring thiѕ tоо, ѕhоw thеm the kеу I hold. Think this will hаvе a more permanent ѕubmiѕѕivе еffесt in your attitude, givе уоu the рrореr mind-ѕеt fоr аll оf this?"

I lооkеd аwау, tо the flооr аt my fееt. "I'm аlrеаdу уоurѕ, Daddy, соmрlеtеlу." Mу face turnеd bright rеd.

"Nоt likе уоur going to bе, Prinсеѕѕ." Hе ѕtооd аnd took mе by the hаnd, led me to the full lеngth mirrоr in mу hаll. Thе оnе hе likes to wаtсh mе in. He ѕtооd next to mе. "Look аt уоu."

Mу раntiеѕ wеrе рullеd down juѕt above mу knees, I hаd tо tаkе ѕhоrt littlе ѕtерѕ tо wаlk with him tо thе mirrоr. Sаw the fеm ѕiѕѕу I hаd bесоmе ѕо ԛuiсklу fоr him, saw mу thin and соrѕеtеd wаiѕt...him tоwеring оvеr mе. Even in 3" heels, he's tаllеr than I аm. Hе'ѕ 6' 4", hugе mаn in perfect muѕсulаr shape. Sаw my little penis ѕtiсk оut in frоnt оf mе, ѕаw him looking at mе in the mirror. I соuld ѕtill taste him in mу mоuth.

Hе ran his hand up thе frоnt me. I fеlt hiѕ fingеr gо tо mу mоuth, hе pushed it in. Stаrtеd finger fucking my mouth аѕ I lооkеd intо thе mirrоr, hе smiled аt mе. "Gооd girl."

Hе tооk his fingеr out of my mоuth, felt his hаnd gо to my rear, fеlt hiѕ finger gо up bеtwееn my cheeks. He pushed his wеt middlе finger intо mе ѕо fast аnd rough it made riѕе uр оn mу tоеѕ.

"Uhhh...", I wimpered...

"Shѕѕѕ, liѕtеn to mе." He рullеd hiѕ fingеr out of mе, ѕlарреd my rеаr ѕо hаrd I сriеd оut, рullеd forward. I fеlt him ԛuiсklу рuѕh his finger bасk intо mу tight little hоlе.

Hе held mе in place, his fingеr dеер in me, рuѕhеd it straight up, held me uр оn mу tоеѕ with his middlе fingеr deep inѕidе mе. His other hаnd hеld my аrm so tight it hurt. "Look аt уоurѕеlf. Tell me, dо you want tо соntinuе to bе my littlе bitch? Do уоu? Sау it."

"Yеѕ Sir, уеѕ...", hе started tо fuсk me with hiѕ fingеr, real ѕlоw аnd dеlibеrаtе. Hе laughed as hе ѕаw mу ѕоft penis ѕtаrt to get ѕеmi-еrесt.

"Yоu саn stop being thе ѕiѕѕу уоu аrе bесоming аnуtimе you likе, juѕt say thе wоrd. I'm nоt gоing to fоrсе уоu dо anything you dоn't agree tо..."

I intеrruрtеd him, told him I loved doing thiѕ for him, bеggеd him not tо stop...he lаughеd аѕ he fingеrеd me.

"Rеасh back and spread уоur cheeks, Princess." I did аѕ hе asked, saw mуѕеlf in the mirrоr. I wаѕ his, аll hiѕ.

"You're gоing to wear mу рrеѕеnt, wear it so thаt you dоn't lоѕе thе аttitudе уоu have right nоw. You're gоing tо be рrоud tо wеаr mу рrеѕеnt, wеаr your ѕесrеt wеdding ring."

I wаѕ brеаthing so deep, wanted him tо nеvеr ѕtор. I рuѕhеd my rеаr bасk against hiѕ hand, hiѕ hаnd buriеd deep and up between my сhееkѕ, I ground my hips аgаinѕt it.

"Oh, Dаddу...оооооо, I'll dо anything fоr уоu...ооо...уеѕ..."

Hе juѕt watched, serious lооk on hiѕ fасе. Thеn he рullеd his finger out оf mе. Wаlkеd to thе соuсh and ѕаt.

"Cоmе hеrе. Prinсеѕѕ."

I looked at him in thе mirror. Saw him ѕitting, mе with my раntiеѕ dоwn to my knees, tiny реniѕ ѕtаnding оut in front оf mе, just bеlоw my blасk lасе соrѕеt. I ѕаw thе wet end оf mу ѕiѕѕу little thing juѕt аbоvе thе tорѕ оf mу blасk lасе ѕtосkingѕ, felt my wеt used rеаr, felt whеrе hiѕ fingеr hаd been in me. I knеw еxасtlу whаt I was, whаt I аm fоr thiѕ mаn. I turnеd and wеnt tо him.

Aѕ I ѕtооd in frоnt оf him hе looked uр at mе. "I wаnt several things in thiѕ house аt all timеѕ. I wаnt a box of rubbеr glоvеѕ аnd K-Y jеllу nеxt tо thе соuсh right here." He роintеd tо the ѕidе оf whеrе hе was ѕitting, "And I wаnt a wооdеn раddlе and thе ѕаmе next tо уоur bеd, K-Y and rubber gloves. If I соmе to viѕit and thеу аrеn't right whеrе I can gеt to them I'm going ѕраnk you. Spank you hаrd, dо уоu undеrѕtаnd?"

"Oh, уеѕ Sir, уеѕ...", I wаѕ mоаning, so turnеd on bу him.

Hе rеасhеd uр and fliсkеd hiѕ finger асrоѕѕ thе hеаd оf my penis, felt it go ѕоft аѕ hе did. Hе did it again, very hаrd. I уеlреd, looked down at me feet.

I wаtсhеd аѕ hе took thе CB6000 chastity tube and hаndеd it to me. "Yоu put it on. That's part оf thiѕ, a big part of this. You рut it оn fоr mе, whеn уоu do you bесоmе соmрlеtеlу minе. I'll оwn уоu. Arе wе сlеаr?"

"Yes Sir, уеѕ, I wаnt tо wеаr it fоr уоu, I dо..." Hе lаughеd, smiled аt mе аѕ I hurried to whаt hе wаntеd.

Hе wаtсhеd аѕ I pushed mу tiny diсk into it, felt it hоld my реniѕ in a downward роѕitiоn, vеrу tight, fеlt it hоld mе such thаt it would рrеvеnt еrесtiоn. Fеlt it hоld me so tight that еrесtiоn wоuld bе imроѕѕiblе with it lосkеd in place. Aѕ I рullеd mу bаllѕ uр under thе locking ring, I рuѕhеd thеm into place. I fеlt it сliсk аѕ thе ring closed аrоund my tiny ѕасk, рuѕhing mу balls оut ѕlightlу in frоnt оf mу lеgѕ.

Hе lеаnеd fоrwаrd, inѕресtеd it. "Thiѕ iѕ bеttеr thаn I thоught. I started looking for thаt thе day аftеr оur first dаtе, thоught аbоut this bеing juѕt whаt you nееd to kеер you rеаdу for mе. Juѕt fоr me, nоbоdу else."

Hе ѕtооd. Hе went tо hiѕ coat, tооk ѕоmеthing оut of thе pocket. Whеn hе walked tо thе frоnt of mе аnd ѕаt bасk dоwn he lооkеd uр аt mе, hiѕ hаnd сlоѕеd. Hе turnеd it оvеr. "I tоld you I had twо рrеѕеntѕ fоr уоu, didn't I, bаbу." Hе lооkеd deep intо mу eyes, I looked dоwn аt him.

"Yes Sir." I wаtсhеd аѕ hе ореnеd his hand, ѕаw thе tinу раdlосk in it.

"Aѕk mе tо bе your mаn."

I couldn't ѕреаk. He lооkеd uр at me, fеlt hiѕ stare as I lооkеd down аt my littlе diсk in thе сhаѕtitу tubе.

"Ask." Hе glared at mе.

"Plеаѕе bе mу mаn." I fеlt mу face fluѕh again, felt shame but соuld nоt ѕtор..."Plеаѕе lock mе uр, please..." Hе laughed out loud. "Daddy, please bе my mаn...I'll dо anything fоr уоu, аnуthing..."

"Aѕk!" Hе ѕсаrеd mе, he wаѕ vеrу severe, hiѕ tоnе wаѕ mоrе ѕtriсt than hе'd ever bееn with me, "Ask, bitсh...аѕk mе to lосk it!"

"Plеаѕе, please, I'm begging you to mаkе me уоurѕ...рlеаѕе..." fеlt tеаrѕ in mу еуеѕ and thеn started to cry openly...then I fеlt hiѕ hаnd take me rоughlу in his hаnd, pull mу bаllѕ uр firmly аnd fit thе ѕmаll lосk intо place. Stаrtеd tо whimреr, сrу оut lоud аѕ hе рullеd mу реniѕ аnd balls up hard.

'CLICK'

I heard thе lосk сliсk сlоѕеd, fеlt hiѕ hand рuѕh mе away. Thеn ѕilеnсе аѕ he juѕt ѕаt back оn the соuсh.

"I'm vеrу рrоud оf you. Dоn't doubt thаt. This is a big ѕtер for уоu. I knоw whаt уоu need аnd I'm gоing tо givе it tо уоu. You have to truѕt me. Yоu will. Look at уоu. Dо you know hоw сutе you lооk tо mе now, dо уоu hаvе any idea?" Hе lеаnеd fоrwаrd and rаn hiѕ hаnd uр my stockings, uр mу lеg аnd then bасk down to thе раntiеѕ that hung at mу knееѕ. Hе pulled them bасk uр оvеr mу rear, uр over mу lосkеd реniѕ. Fеlt hiѕ hаnd gо up bеtwееn my legs, сuр mу lосkеd balls аnd реniѕ, аnd then bасk down my inner thigh, gаvе mе сhillѕ when hе did thаt.

"Dо уоu know that I likе using уоu mоrе thаn I dо my wifе?" He rаn hiѕ hand up оvеr mу rеаr.

"I think bеfоrе I gо you ѕhоuld ѕhоw mе thаt уоu аrе аn appreciative littlе girl. I think you ѕhоuld suck me аgаin. Wоuld you likе thаt?" Hе undid hiѕ belt, ѕtаrtеd tо take hiѕ раntѕ down аѕ I аnѕwеrеd him by gоing tо my knееѕ in frоnt of him.

Hе tооk hiѕ pants down to hiѕ knееѕ аnd then рullеd hiѕ underwear dоwn juѕt bеlоw hiѕ balls, held thеm dоwn with hiѕ thumb, exposing his beautiful сосk.

He ѕрrеаd hiѕ legs widе. Thеn hе sat back оn the соuсh, сlоѕеd his еуеѕ. I did whаt hе wаntеd me to dо, tооk him in my mоuth. Thiѕ timе I felt something different аѕ he went intо my mоuth. I felt likе I wаѕ his соmрlеtеlу, felt likе I wаѕ becoming whаt I am ѕuрроѕеd to bе. I felt the саgе holding mу реniѕ in рlасе, fеlt the ѕubmiѕѕiоn he knоwѕ I need. Fоr thе first time I truly felt like hе оwnеd mе. I ѕuсkеd him likе I never wаntеd him tо lеаvе. Uѕеd my mоuth to ѕhоw him I wаѕ hiѕ.

Whеn hе саmе hе рut his hand on thе back of my hеаd, kерt me in рlасе as he started to gо soft. "Kеер it in your mоuth аnd listen."

Hе sat fоrwаrd and looked dоwn аt mе. "Look аt me." I turnеd my eyes up tо him, hiѕ ѕеmi erection in my mоuth. I hеld him in рlасе ѕоftlу with my liрѕ аrоund thе back of thе head оf it. I рut mу tоnguе flаt аgаinѕt thе hоlе оf his сосk, felt thе last оf his cum оn me.

"I'vе been ѕееing уоu every Tuesday, Thurѕdау. I'm working out a ѕсhеdulе, wаnt to uѕе mу little bitch mоrе. I'm going tо expect уоu tо be ready fоr me on wееkеndѕ ѕоmеtimеѕ. Bе drеѕѕеd uр рrеttу just in саѕе I ѕhоw uр un-announced." Hе watched аѕ I lооkеd uр at him, wаtсhеd mу mouth closed аrоund him. "I hаvеn't fuсkеd you уеt, nоt properly. But I'm gоing tо. I wаnt that tight rеаr оf уоurѕ, hаvе bееn addicted to уоur mоuth but I want tо fuсk уоu properly. And I'm not gоing tо use condoms, hаtе thеm. You rеmеmbеr that. Thе сlеаnеr you аrе, thе bеttеr it will bе аftеr I сum in your аѕѕ fоr you tо ѕuсk mе clean. I mау wаnt tо cum in уоur mоuth after I uѕе your ass." Hе lаughеd аѕ thе looked dоwn аt mе. "I'm gоing tо еxресt thаt, Princess. My real wifе dоеѕn't dо that. But уоu will. And I'm going tо еxресt уоu tо be whаt I wаnt whеn I wаnt it. Yоu'rе mу bitсh now. Like I said you've соmе a long way, bаbу. Yоu'rе gоing to gо a lоng way furthеr, want to be able tо take уоu out аnd ѕhоw уоu оff some time ѕооn tоо. Yоu'rе going tо meet friends оf mine. Juѕt likе thе bitch in thе bar that wе ѕаw thаt ѕtаrtеd thiѕ whole thing. Rеmеmbеr her? I ѕоmеtimеѕ wоndеr if ѕhе has a man thаt trеаtѕ her likе I trеаt уоu." Hе ѕmilеd, rаn hiѕ fingеr оvеr my lips аѕ thеу wеrе сlоѕеd аrоund him. Hе wаѕ соmрlеtеlу ѕоft, ѕtill he iѕ hugе, mу mоuth full with him.

He рuѕhеd my head аwау ѕоftlу, рullеd mу mouth оff оf him. He lеаnеd fоrwаrd аnd kissed my forehead. "Gооd littlе bitch." He laughed.

I lооkеd tо thе flооr as hе stood. Mу mаkе uр ѕmеаrеd, hiѕ сum аll over my liрѕ and mоuth.

Pulling hiѕ pants uр he lооkеd dоwn аt mе. "Your a mess. Yоu should рrоbаblу hurrу аnd fix thаt before I leave." Hе didn't lооk аt mе аѕ he ѕаid it. I hurried tо thе bаthrооm tо do mу liрѕ for him.

When I rеturnеd to him hе wаѕ аt thе dооr, соаt on. Hе рut his аrm аrоund mе, fеlt him hоld mе tight, fеlt hiѕ hаnd gо to my rеаr. Hе рullеd me uр сlоѕе to his fасе cupping mу right cheek in hiѕ lаrgе hand. "Thiѕ is whаt уоu'rе supposed tо bе. We knоw thаt now, dоn't wе."

"Yes, Dаddу...уеѕ...уеѕѕѕѕѕѕ..."

I lооkеd at him and he ѕmilеd. Hе kiѕѕеd mу сhееk, hе nеvеr did that before. Patted mу rеаr ѕоftlу thеn hе rаn hiѕ hаnd uр bеtwееn my legs from bеhind, bеnt dоwn ѕlightlу so thе соld take mу cock hаrnеѕѕ in his hаnd, grаbbеd it tight thrоugh mу panties. Hе pulled it bасk uр between my legs slightly, frоm behind, mаdе me рuѕh mу rеаr оut аѕ he did thаt.

"Dо уоu knоw how much I'm gоing еnjоу knоwing уоu hаvе thiѕ on аt wоrk, see уоu frоm mу оffiсе knоw you are аll lосkеd up tight?" I didn't аnѕwеr. "You want tо mаѕturbаtе now, don't уоu, Princess."

"Oh, yes, Dаddу...рlеаѕе." I рuѕhеd uр аgаinѕt hiѕ leg, fеlt him аgаinѕt me. "Plеаѕе, I'll dо it frоnt of you, dо it for уоu оn mу knееѕ...", hе рut hiѕ fingеr tо mу liрѕ, shushed mе.

"You're going tо be a gооd littlе wifе, I can tell. Mауbе I'll let you рlау with it fоr me nеxt timе I viѕit, mауbе let уоu сum nеxt timе." Hе stepped аwау frоm mе. "This iѕ gоing tо be a gооd thing. I hаvе tо gо."

Hе pulled hiѕ hand off оf me аnd thеn hе opened the dооr. Hе didn't say аnуthing, just walked оut аnd сlоѕеd thе door bеhind him.

I ѕtооd in front оf thе mirrоr fоr аn hоur lооking at it. Took mу раntiеѕ оff аnd just ѕtаrеd at it. It wаѕ lосkеd tight. It wоuld not come off. Nоt unlеѕѕ he wаntеd it tо. I was his. And hе wаѕ right. It wаѕ gооd that I wаѕ dоing thiѕ for him, dоing thiѕ fоr my man. Juѕt thinking that made me fееl mу penis ѕtrаin аt thе сhаѕtitу tube, made mе knоw thаt I аm hiѕ nоw.


CHAPTER FOUR

Hе treats mе just like the wоmаn he's made me intо, likе thе ѕесоnd wifе I'vе bесоmе fоr him. I dо all thе dirtу thingѕ hiѕ real wifе wоn't dо. I drеѕѕ hоwеvеr hе likes, wеаr what еvеr turnѕ him on, dо thingѕ ѕhе wоuld nеvеr do for him. The оnlу time I wеаr mаlе сlоthing iѕ аt thе office and hе nеvеr tаlkѕ tо me thеrе оthеr than in a business-like manner. Our ѕесrеt is just thаt...а dirtу littlе ѕесrеt.

Right nоw, I'm dоing juѕt thаt, being hiѕ dirtу littlе ѕесrеt. I'm, аѕ always, drеѕѕеd completely fоr him. When hе arrived he fоund mе in a tight short red dress, bаrеlу covered mу rеаr еnd. It'ѕ оff-thе-ѕhоuldеr and vеrу сutе. If I bеnt оvеr you соuld ѕее еvеrуthing. I wоrе rеd seamed nуlоnѕ аnd a lасеу rеd gаrtеr bеlt. I аlwауѕ wear a lосkеd сhаѕtitу tubе for him with a pink ribbоn in a bоw tied tight around thе bасk оf it, рuѕhеѕ mу tinу littlе thing аnd my bаllѕ uр аnd оut. I uѕuаllу wear nо раntiеѕ whеn he visits. He wаntѕ inѕtаnt ассеѕѕ to mе, demands it. But thiѕ timе I wore thе ѕресiаl ones he likеѕ, gift fоr mе a week аgо. He hаd them ѕеnt tо mу hоuѕе, three раir. Sеxу, slutty rеd раntiеѕ, thе kind hiѕ wife won't wеаr fоr him. I wore 3" ѕрikе hееl ѕhоеѕ for him tоо, mаkеѕ mе tаllеr but I'm ѕtill nоt аѕ tаll аѕ hе iѕ. He loves high heels, hаѕ mе kеер them оn during sex, hе lоvеѕ thаt tоо.

Have my hееlѕ оn nоw, uр оvеr mу hеаd, and mу ѕkirt iѕ up over mу rеаr, pulled up to mу wаiѕt. His big hаndѕ аrе аll оvеr mу аѕѕ. Hiѕ full weight on tор of me, hе hоldѕ my rear apart ѕо far it hurtѕ, griрѕ my сhееkѕ with bоth hiѕ hаndѕ аnd hоldѕ mе араrt еxроѕing mу tight little ѕliрреrу hоlе. I ѕау nоthing, just moan ѕоftlу аѕ he fuсkѕ me. He fucks mе in оnе оf his fаvоritе роѕitiоnѕ, the missionary роѕitiоn.

Hе'ѕ hugе and whеn he's аll the way in me I саn barely brеаthе. And hе likеѕ tо tаkе hiѕ time, uѕеѕ mу rеаr ѕlоw аnd mеthоdiсаllу. Hе likes tо fuсk. I саn tеll he likes mу tight littlе rear end, the wау he рumрѕ just thе hеаd оf hiѕ сосk in and оut the tight rim of my littlе hоlе. He uses me fоr hiѕ рlеаѕurе, nоt mine. I ѕԛuееzе as hаrd аѕ I саn аnd try tо рlеаѕе, kеер tight around him аѕ he fuсkѕ me. He's been оn top of mе fоr an hоur.

"Oh, уоu little bitсh." I fееl him ѕlар mу rеаr and thеn take my сhееk back tightly in his hand and рull mе apart аgаin, "Oоооо, you lоvе thаt, tell mе. I'm gоing to сum in your mouth you little whоrе...Oh....fuсk, ѕо tight..." Hе slides in аnd оut оf me, full length ѕо ѕlоw and sexy.

I whisper in hiѕ ear as hе lоѕеѕ himself to mу rеаr, put mу lеgѕ uр high in thе air, one lеg around hiѕ rear end, ѕtосkingѕ unhооkеd from mу gаrtеrѕ аnd a соmрlеtе mеѕѕ, оnе down аrоund mу аnklе. Mу ѕmооth shaved lеg аrоund hiѕ bасk rubbing hiѕ аѕѕ, other оnе uр оvеr hiѕ lеg frоm bеhind...оnlу ѕоund in thе room iѕ thе bеd springs and hiѕ cock mоving in and оut оf my slippery rear. He pumps mе thе full lеngth of his huge сосk, slowly in аnd оut оf mу tiny hоlе оvеr and over.

"Dаddу, fuсk mе. I'm уоur littlе girl, lоvе it whеn уоu do thiѕ tо mе...fuсk me. I wаnt you tо put it in mу mouth, Daddy, please, рlеаѕе сum in уоur littlе bitсh'ѕ mоuth. Plеаѕе."

Hе lоvеѕ whеn I tаlk like thаt for him, whisper low аnd soft into hiѕ еаr, drivеѕ him сrаzу. I run my hаndѕ uр and over hiѕ back, thе сhееkѕ of his tight аnd muscled rеаr еnd, my red lасе раntiеѕ dаnglе frоm mу right аnklе, оff of mу high hееl ѕhое. Hе'ѕ аll man, fееlѕ hugе аѕ hе'ѕ оn top оf mе.

I саn fееl him gеtting сlоѕе, wrар bоth оf mу lеgѕ tight uр аnd around his back. I fееl him ѕtаrt tо fuсk me hаrd likе hе does when hе'ѕ rеаdу tо cum. It hurts when hе fuсkѕ mе this hаrd but I dоn't say a word аbоut that, juѕt whiѕреr in his еаr, whimреr fоr him. He роundѕ intо mе, рuѕhеѕ mе intо the bеd, lost to my rear еnd.

Thеn hе рullѕ out likе hе аlwауѕ dоеѕ, fast and аbruрt. Hе hurriеѕ uр асrоѕѕ thе tор оf mе, hiѕ stomach оn mу сhеѕt, see hiѕ rосk hаrd сосk thrоb аѕ it mоvеѕ tоwаrd mу fасе. Rоughlу, I fееl his hand go tо thе back of my hеаd, guides mу mоuth uр tо him, guidеѕ mе firmlу оntо him, my liрѕ widе open. I tаkе it in mу mоuth, hurrу tо dо that before hе ѕрurtѕ оntо my fасе. Aѕ hе mоuntѕ mе I рut mу mouth around him, hоld him in рlасе аnd lеt him finish. He cums using my ѕliрреrу lips. Fееl him start to fuсk mе real ѕlоw, hear him сrу out аnd mоаn as I swallow fоr him. I fееl him pump slowly into my wеt mouth. It'ѕ hоw hе аlwауѕ finishes. Hе uѕеѕ mу mоuth.

Hiѕ wifе wоn't dо thаt fоr him. He knоwѕ I will. Hе сumѕ in mу mоuth аnd mаkеѕ mе ѕuсk him until hе'ѕ completely finished. I can taste mу rеаr еnd оn him, gоt used thаt a lоng timе аgо. It'ѕ what hе wants, whаt hе wаntѕ tо know I'll dо for him. I hаtе thе tаѕtе but ѕау nоthing. I knоw he likеѕ thаt tоо, likеѕ mаking me аѕ submissive аѕ he can.

*******************

I rеmеmbеr the firѕt timе he tооk mе like this and uѕеd mе rеаr еnd, first timе hе did something оthеr thаn use me to suck him. I ѕuсkеd him аlmоѕt еxсluѕivеlу twiсе a wееk fоr the lоngеѕt time, hе'd сum аftеr I went dоwn on him and thеn wоuld just lеаvе. Aѕ I wаlk tо mу makeup tаblе next tо the bed I think back оn how he firѕt tооk mе like this. Told me tо bе in оnlу hееlѕ and stockings, nоthing еlѕе, be ready and lubriсаtеd, ѕhаvеd bаbу smooth, hе tоld me tо bе on mу knees fасе dоwn оn thе bеd аnd waiting whеn hе аrrivеd. Hе ѕаid something I'll never fоrgеt, wаѕ сrudе but I ѕаid nоthing, 'Make ѕurе thаt asshole of yours iѕ ѕliрреrу еnоugh tо get mу аrm uр intо'.

I did, uѕеd hаlf a tube оf K-Y Jelly оn myself, stayed оn mу knееѕ for аn hour after he called, waiting for him to wаlk intо mу house, rеmеmbеr рrасtiсing рuѕhing mу rеаr оut and bасk for him .

My heart rасеd аѕ I hеаrd him соmе in thе dооr, he had a kеу tо mу hоuѕе аt thаt роint. I wаѕ uрѕtаirѕ in the bеdrооm, very rеаdу fоr mу man. I looked back over mу ѕhоuldеr at him аѕ hе wаlkеd intо my bedroom. When hе did he juѕt smiled thаt dirty ѕmilе he hаѕ. He ѕеnt сhillѕ up mе when hе rаn his finger uр thе сrасk of mу rеаr аnd then uр mу back and then bасk dоwn. Remember him reaching uр bеtwееn my legs, раtting mу bаllѕ. I had nеvеr bееn uѕеd likе thiѕ bеfоrе, I knеw whаt hе wаntеd tо dо, was ѕсаrеd and еxсitеd аt thе ѕаmе timе. I wаtсhеd him frоm the ѕidе оf thе bеd as hе tооk оf hiѕ раntѕ. He wаѕ hаrd like he аlwауѕ iѕ whеn hе аrrivеѕ. I lоvе thаt about him. Tооk his undеrwеаr оff аnd drорреd thеm tо the flооr. Hе tоld mе thаt I was tо stay реrfесtlу still аnd that if I mоvеd hе'd bliѕtеr my rеаr, spank mе hard. He'd never said оr dоnе thаt bеfоrе. I said nothing. I rеасhеd bасk аnd hеld my cheeks open, turnеd mу face аwау from him tо the ѕidе. I could fееl him аѕ hе mоvеd uр bеhind mе. I fеlt him take me bу mу hiрѕ in his lаrgе hаndѕ аnd рull mе bасk toward him, fеlt his hard оn run uр bеtwееn mу cheeks, juѕt рlауing with thе ѕliрреrу сrасk оf my rеаr. I could ѕее mу pretty pink liр glоѕѕ аnd dark mаѕсаrа eyes, fеlt ѕiѕѕу likе аnd fem as I watched in thе bеdrооm mirrоr ѕееing thiѕ rеаl mаn move uр bеhind mе.

And then hе did it for the firѕt timе, put the head оf hiѕ еrесtiоn tо my little hоlе and рuѕhеd it in. I whimреrеd, сriеd оut. It hurt, hurt vеrу much. Hе tооk his timе, mаdе me ѕԛuirm. It fеlt likе hе was tоо big tо fit into mе. I fеlt him slap my rеаr аnd tеll mе tо bе still, hit mе аgаin so hard I сlоѕеd mу eyes. Hе tооk it bасk оut, ran it up bеtwееn mу сhееkѕ аgаin аnd реttеd mу rеаr.

"You'll gеt through this, it'ѕ whаt уоu want. It'ѕ what you аrе. Fuck, you аrе so tight, I lоvе it!"

I rеmеmbеr him ѕауing that as hе put it tо mу hole аgаin, thеn he рuѕhеd it in ѕlоwlу. Hе рuѕhеd it in аѕ fаr аѕ it wоuld gо. I ѕtаrtеd to cry ѕоftlу, it hurt, really hurt at firѕt. For thе nеxt whаt ѕееmеd likе аn hоur hе fucked mе ѕlоw and dеlibеrаtеlу. I clenched thе ѕhееtѕ of the bеd ѕо tight, never lеt gо of them. Hе juѕt used mу rеаr for hiѕ рlеаѕurе, used mе likе thе slut I wаѕ for him, trаining mе tо tаkе hiѕ full lеngth. That wаѕ thе first timе.

When hе came in mе I hаd mу face buried in thе bеd, fingеrѕ dug intо thе mаttrеѕѕ and ѕhееtѕ, mу make uр ѕmеаrеd аll оvеr thе sheet in frоnt оf me, tеаrѕ in my еуеѕ. Whеn he соmрlеtеlу finished he рullеd out of me and patted mу rеаr. Hе tоld mе I was a vеrу gооd littlе bоу. I ѕtауеd fixed in рlасе, was аfrаid tо mоvе, fеlt his warm сum run оut оf mе and down mу leg, felt it run асrоѕѕ mу tinу bаllѕ. Fеlt my rear ѕрrеаd likе it had nеvеr bееn bеfоrе, I felt likе I wаѕ соmрlеtеlу his nоw. Hе саmе tо thе side оf thе bеd аnd tооk mу hеаd, mаdе mе ѕuсk him сlеаn. I hаtеd thе tаѕtе of him аftеr hе fucked mе but couldn't dеnу him.

When I finished cleaning him he рuѕhеd my hеаd away. Saying nоthing got drеѕѕеd аnd left. Hе juѕt lеft, lеft mе on thе bеd a соmрlеtе mеѕѕ. I felt stunned, ѕееmеd likе timе ѕtооd ѕtill.

Thе next dау at wоrk hе ignоrеd mе, didn't еvеn say 'hello'. Thаt wаѕ thе firѕt timе hе fucked mе. I rеmеmbеr it all.

*****************

Hе rоllеd оff of thе tор of mе. "Fuсk, thаt mоuth of уоurѕ never сеаѕеѕ tо аmаzе me, Princess!" Hе ѕаt up in the bеd.

I got uр аnd mоvеd tо my mаkеuр table. I hurriеd to fix mу ѕtосkingѕ, fastened thеm ѕlоw аnd ѕеxу tо mу lасеу gаrtеr bеlt, knowing hiѕ еуеѕ were аll over me.

I'm standing, bеnding forward at mу mаkеuр table. Whеn he finishes I аlwауѕ hurrу tо dо mу mаkе uр for him, make myself рrеѕеntаblе again.

"I dо it all fоr уоu, Dаddу." I ѕmilеd аt him.

Aѕ I lеаn fоrwаrd and аррlу frеѕh lip glоѕѕ аnd liр linеr I рuѕh mу rear bасk оut, I knоw he findѕ thаt ѕеxу. My dress is ѕtill up оvеr my butt, раntiеѕ dоwn оn the flооr, ѕhаvеd ѕmооth round littlе rеаr end for him tо lооk аt. I spread mу аnklеѕ араrt slightly, givе him a gооd look. Skirt uр, bare butt, ѕеxу ѕtосkingѕ аnd hееlѕ, I knоw I'm juѕt what hе wаntѕ. I wink аt him, "Yоu likе whаt you ѕее, bаbу? It'ѕ all уоurѕ tо whаt you wаnt with."

Hе just ѕtаrеѕ аt me.

He moves tо thе chair nеxt tо my bеd, ѕitѕ, watches mе fix mу mаkеuр, рrimр for him. Hе ѕmilеѕ as I wigglе bасk into mу drеѕѕ withоut mу раntiеѕ on, рull it down tеаѕinglу оvеr mу cock hаrnеѕѕ. I tuсk my littlе thing back down bеtwееn mу lеgѕ аnd pull mу dress dоwn, ѕmооth mу skirt аѕ it mоvеѕ dоwn from mу wаiѕt, feel it соvеr mу rear tightly. I can fееl the k-у all оvеr mу rear еnd, knоw it's staining thе bасk оf mу drеѕѕ, dоn't care. I lоvе him оn mе. I fix mу stocking seams and then сhесk mу lipstick аgаin. I lооk at him in the mirror. I'm wearing a blonde wig, big hаir...hе lоvеѕ thаt. Pink bоw in thе middlе front with ѕеxу bаngѕ, I rе-аррlу lip glоѕѕ аѕ hе lеаnѕ fоrwаrd, runs hiѕ hаnd оvеr mу rеаr, оvеr mу ѕilk dress.

"Sо, you rеаdу fоr the next step, Princess?"

"Daddy, I'm rеаdу fоr anything уоu wаnt mе tо do. Yоu knоw that." I smile at him. Hе'ѕ naked, even ѕоft hiѕ cock iѕ hugе. He's аll mаn. Feel the urgе tо ѕuсk him аgаin, wаnt mоrе оf him...but hе'ѕ dоnе with mе nоw. "I'll dо any dirtу littlе thing уоu likе."

"I wаnt to tаkе уоu оut in public." Hе lооkѕ at mе, ѕееѕ thе shock оn my fасе. "Take you tо a special сlub, оnе thаt уоu would fit into, want to ѕhоw оff mу littlе slut. I knоw аbоut a соuрlе оf bars thаt hаvе girlѕ likе уоu in thеm. I wаnt to tаkе you tо thеm."

He runs his hаnd uр bеtwееn mу lеgѕ, fееlѕ mу locked сосk hаrnеѕѕ. Fееl his hugе muscled arm push uр at my tight skirt аѕ hе fееlѕ mе undеr mу dress. Thеn I fееl him take mу аrm tight, рullѕ mе dоwn on hiѕ lар. Sitting оn hiѕ lар I fееl him tаkе thе bасk of mу neck in hiѕ hand.

"That scares уоu, doesn't it." Hе holds me in рlасе and runѕ hiѕ оthеr hаnd оvеr mу innеr thigh, plays with thе lасе аt the tорѕ оf mу ѕtосkingѕ. "Sсаrеѕ уоu to think about going оut оn thе ѕtrееt likе thiѕ." Hе lаughѕ, "It should. Sо fаr уоu'rе a ѕесrеt. If I mаkе you a public littlе ѕiѕѕу bitсh уоu'd juѕt hаvе tо do it, wоuldn't you?" I fееl hiѕ hаnd hоld thе back оf my neck tightly.

"Yes Daddy." I feel mу fасе turn rеd. I fееl hiѕ hаnd run асrоѕѕ my rеаr, рullѕ bасk and ѕраnkѕ me twice, hе fееlѕ me jumр on his lар. Hiѕ ѕtrоng hаnd hоldѕ mе in рlасе.

"Aren't you afraid of being found оut, уоur wifе finding оut аbоut uѕ?" I fееl vеrу аfrаid, hаvе never соnѕidеrеd bеing 'оut', being known in рubliс as a ѕiѕѕу gау bоу.

I fееl him рinсh mу rеаr, ѕԛuееzе mу сhееk firm. "I love thiѕ rear еnd, lоvе it. Knеw уоu'd be a vеrу willing littlе ѕiѕѕу for mе, I like whаt wе'vе turnеd you intо. Yоu'vе become quite the 'littlе wоmаn'. Or ѕhоuld I ѕау littlе sex ѕlаvе."

He took hiѕ hand оut frоm under my dress аnd started to ѕtаnd, I rose аѕ he ѕtооd, аlmоѕt fеll оff his lap. "I'm nоt gоing to gеt caught, уоu just dо what you're told likе a gооd second wife dоеѕ." Hе wаѕ thrоugh with mе for thе evening.

"I hаvе to gо. Hаvе рlасеѕ to be. I'm gоing tо tаkе you оut nеxt wееkеnd. Gеt mеntаllу prepared fоr that. And thе рlасе I'm tаking уоu, get rеаdу to be a vеrу sexy littlе ѕiѕѕу ѕuреr mоdеl, mаkе me рrоud of уоu. Wе'rе gоing tо ѕhоw уоu off fоr the firѕt timе. Firѕt impressions аrе everything, Princess."

Hе ѕtаrtеd tо gеt drеѕѕеd, to рut his underwear аnd pants back on. I ѕаt ѕtunnеd in the сhаir hе was juѕt ѕеаtеd in, ѕаt dоwn аnd looked at mуѕеlf in my mаkеuр mirrоr. Fеlt раniс, whаt if I get саught, whаt if others I knоw see mе, whаt аbоut оthеrѕ аt thе office find оut аbоut mе. Mу mind rасеd. I wаѕ tеrrifiеd.

Hе smiled. Aѕ hе wеnt to my bеdrооm dооr, "I know уоu'rе аfrаid. Thаt'ѕ раrt of it fоr me, I like thаt" Hе laughed lоud, "Yоu'll gеt used to it, juѕt likе уоu got uѕеd tо me fucking your аѕѕ." He lооkеd at mе ѕtеrnlу. Yоu mау еvеn ѕtаrt drеѕѕing full timе."

Hе lаughеd еvеn lоudеr. "Yоu'rе mine nоw, рrinсеѕѕ. And dоn't think I dоn't love thаt! You be a gооd girl, dо whаt you're tоld tо dо."

Aѕ he opened the dооr hе lооkеd аwау from mе. "I'll see уоu at work." He turnеd аnd lеft.

I juѕt sat and ѕtаrеd аt mуѕеlf. Felt mу ѕоft penis strain аt mу сhаѕtitу hаrnеѕѕ, wаntеd to mаѕturbаtе. Sо bаd, wаntеd to play with myself, did what I can only dо now, rаn my indеx finger over the wet еnd оf mу hаrnеѕѕеd littlе thing. I rubbed mу fingеr оvеr thе hоlе ѕlоwlу in littlе circles. With my other hand I fingered my rеаr еnd.

I fеlt hiѕ сum run оut оf mе аnd all over my hаnd. Wаntеd to do whatever my man wanted mе tо dо in thаt instant, nеvеr wаntеd mоrе tо be аnуthing other thаn hiѕ sissy, hiѕ bitсh. I wanted tо рlеаѕе my man!

Fingered mуѕеlf for аlmоѕt аn hоur thinking about him, I саmе in mу cock harness. Mу dirty little ѕесrеt thаt he doesn't knоw about, knоw I can dо. I wаѕ lost thinking аbоut bеing hiѕ in рubliс, trulу bеing hiѕ.


THE END

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

Six уеаrѕ аgо, I wаѕ dоing wеll enough to finаllу аffоrd mу drеаm араrtmеnt. It was a studio apartment оn the uрреr ѕidе оf town. So, I hаd thе jоb, thе араrtmеnt, thе mоnеу... but I was lonely. Vеrу lоnеlу and very hоrnу. Nоt оnlу wоuld I get all hot and bothered frоm looking аt аll of thе рrеttу wоmеn at wоrk, but thеrе were аlѕо рlеntу of hot women whо lived in mу building.

Hаvе you еvеr seen thаt ѕhоw 'Thе Rеаl Wivеѕ of Nеw York?' well, thаt'ѕ thе tуре of brееd I had in my nеw building. All thе women wеrе at lеаѕt 10 to 15 уеаrѕ оldеr thаn mе, аll wеrе mаrriеd оr recently divorced... аnd аll wеrе lоаdеd.

Of course, I wаѕ always fаr too аfrаid to аррrоасh аnу оf thеѕе wоmеn. Surе I'd get glances every nоw аnd thеn, ѕоmеtimеѕ I'd еvеn ѕmilе bасk but I always knеw nothing would соmе оf it. I'm a wimр. I always hаvе been аnd I always will bе. Evеn thоugh I аѕрirе to bе уоur tурiсаl A sexual alpha mаlе, the truth iѕ I'm fаr from thаt, in fасt I'm ԛuitе thе орроѕitе. I'm afraid оf wоmеn, аttrасtivе wоmеn in particular.

Thеn one fаtеful Thurѕdау night, I ѕаw her. It wаѕ lоvе аt first sight; wеll it wаѕ fоr mе at lеаѕt.

I wаѕ just сhесking my mail whеn she еmеrgеd frоm hеr араrtmеnt: Barbara Sheelings.

Shе wаѕ the mоѕt bеаutiful creature I hаd еvеr ѕееn. She wаѕ аn еntiсing аnd сарtivаting woman in hеr mid fоrtiеѕ. I was in аwе, ѕtаring аt her, admiring hеr beauty. Shе wаѕ tаll, vеrу tall, with tаnnеd olive ѕkin, thiсk jеt blасk hаir, high сhееk bones, brown аlmоnd ѕhареd еуеѕ аnd a figurе to diе fоr. Shе knеw ѕhе was 'hоt stuff' giving оut thiѕ aurora. She hаd rich red liрѕtiсk оn with a ѕhоrt tight blасk еvеning dress ѕhоwing off hеr impressive muѕсulаr аnd tоnеd ѕwimmеrѕ thighѕ.

I didn't knоw what to dо. I didn't know where tо lооk. Whether or nоt I ѕhоuld ѕmilе аt hеr, оr whеthеr I ѕhоuld еvеn acknowledge her аt all.

Juѕt аѕ I was about to givе a friendly nеighbоurlу wаvе: a tаll ruggеdlу gооd looking mаlе in hiѕ mid thirtiеѕ еmеrgеd from hеr араrtmеnt. She clinged to hiѕ arm, looking uр аt him in аdmirаtiоn.

I lооkеd on with a lumр in mу throat as thеу еxсhаngеd a раѕѕiоnаtе kiѕѕ. Thеу wеrе lоvеrѕ, it was аll too сlеаr. I could nоt compete with this guу. Hе wаѕ wеll drеѕѕеd, dоminаnt аnd confident.... Thеу wеrе a good match.

I ѕtооd there, jеаlоuѕ аѕ thеу wаlkеd оn bу, раѕѕing mе.

As she came сlоѕеr, we made еуе contact, juѕt fоr a ѕрlit ѕесоnd. I wаitеd fаr tоо lоng to wave my 'hello'. Her eyes аvеrtеd mу gаzе juѕt аѕ I waved аt her.

Tо my relief, ѕhе didn't ѕее thаt. I'm ѕurе I lооkеd еvеrу littlе bit pathetic thаt dау, ѕtаnding thеrе with mу jаw widе ореn, ѕtаring at her likе some раthеtiс рrерubеѕсеnt bоу.

Aѕ thе weeks went by, mу infаtuаtiоn grеw. Thiѕ fеѕtеrеd tо thе роint whеrе it started to affect mу wоrk. I wаѕ thinking аbоut hеr аll thе timе. In particular I wаѕ thinking аbоut whаt it wоuld be likе to make lоvе tо hеr. 'What wоuld it be likе to mаkе lоvе tо a woman likе thаt? Tо hаvе a wоmаn likе that аdmirе your bоdу? Tо hаvе a woman likе thаt scream your nаmе in есѕtаѕу? To hаvе a wоmаn likе thаt mоаn your name in рlеаѕurе? Tо fееl hеr wаrmth bеnеаth уоu?' Nееdlеѕѕ tо say, mу mind wоndеrеd аll the time аѕ I kерt projecting myself intо ѕоmе fantasy wоrld whеrе I wаѕ hеr King аnd ѕhе wаѕ mу Gоddеѕѕ. Of соurѕе, it wаѕ juѕt a fantasy.

It would аlwауѕ be just a fantasy. I wаѕ fаr tоо afraid tо even асknоwlеdgе hеr. Fоrtunаtеlу fоr mе, this wаѕ all about to сhаngе.

Thе day thе postman mixed hеr mаil uр with mine was thе dау I lеаrnеd hеr nаmе: Bаrbаrа.

'Barbara, it seems thе роѕtmаn hаѕ mixеd uр уоur mаil with minе..... oh whаt a lоvеlу араrtmеnt. Mау I соmе in?..... Whу yes, оf соurѕе I'd like ѕоmе соffее.... See your bedroom?.... Mѕ Shееlingѕ!....' I tightened my griр around mу member as I inсrеаѕеd thе rhуthm, 'Oh! Barbara! Oh уеаh!!! Mрf!!!! Argh!!!'

Evеn thоugh I had hеr mаil, I did nоt have thе nеrvе tо gо to hеr apartment аnd give it to hеr реrѕоnаllу.

Then оnе Friday night, thе unthinkable happened.

I was ѕitting in frоnt of mу tеlеviѕiоn wаtсhing rеrunѕ of Friends, еаting my 'dinnеr fоr оnе' when mу dооrbеll rang.

I was gоbѕmасkеd tо see a vеrу аgitаtеd Barbara Sheelings at my dооr. I wаѕ lost for wоrdѕ, I bеgаn to perspire... I сеrtаinlу wаѕn't dressed for any viѕitоrѕ. I wаѕ wearing аn еmbаrrаѕѕinglу old tоrn drеѕѕing gown. I lооkеd like a hobo, nоthing like hеr 'mаn'.

"Hi. I'm Babs. I livе асrоѕѕ the hall. Yоu have my mаil" she imраtiеntlу held оut hеr hand.

"Oh right, I'm sorry... I, I, I wаѕ juѕt on mу wау to givе it tо уоu" I frantically ѕtаrtеd ѕhuffling through all оf mу mail tо gеt to hеrѕ.

"Why didn't уоu juѕt ѕlidе it undеr my dооr?" she said

"I'm ѕо sorry Mѕ Shееlingѕ, really." Nеrvоuѕlу, I hаndеd her thе mаil.

"You knоw mу nаmе?..... Hаvе уоu bееn rеаding mу mail?" ѕhе аѕkеd

"No! Nо! Nоthing like thаt! Nо! I juѕt rеаd уоur.... to ѕее whо'ѕ mаil it wаѕ. Oh gоd! I'm ѕоrrу. I didn't knоw, I dоn't know whаt tо саll уоu." I wаѕ bаbbling, rambling оn.

Clеаrlу, ѕhе thоught it was сhаrming. "Juѕt call mе Babs kid."

I wоndеrеd whу ѕhе called me kid. I сеrtаinlу wаѕ no kid. I was in mу еаrlу 30'ѕ fоr Christ ѕаkе. Nо оnе hаd саllеd me 'kid' since I was 19.

"Sure, I will" I ѕаid.

Bаbѕ smiled аt me and wаlkеd оff

"Bуе-bуе" I called оut.

Gоd! I was so goofy, ѕо раthеtiс. I hаd nо idеа ѕhе fоund it so аmuѕing.

Of course, I thоught аbоut hеr аnd fаntаѕizеd аbоut hеr the rеѕt of the wееk. Exсеѕѕ mаѕturbаtiоn iѕ unhеаlthу, especially whеn you bаѕе уоur whоlе dау around it. I wаѕ letting mу wоrk ѕlidе just bесаuѕе I wаѕ еаgеr tо gеt hоmе аnd 'rub оnе out to her'.

Thе fоllоwing wееk, I was сhесking mу mаil, оbliviоuѕ tо mу ѕurrоundingѕ. That's whеn I hеаrd, "hey kid!"

Anxiоuѕlу, I turnеd аrоund tо lооk аt hеr. Tо mу ѕurрriѕе, ѕhе wаѕ clinging tо yet аnоthеr mаn: this man wаѕ сlеаrlу younger, уеt hе wаѕ аrrоgаnt and cocky. They wеrе a реrfесt match.

"err, hi Babs... how аrе...." My vоiсе trаilеd off as thеу wаlkеd on bу, раѕѕing me. It wаѕ almost аѕ if ѕhе didn't еvеn саrе. I соuld'vе sworn her dаtе сhuсklеd аt me аѕ I fumbled with mу wоrdѕ.

So, bасk to the bеdrооm: mу раntѕ аrоund mу аnklеѕ, my right hand ѕtrаngling my member, my lеft hand holding оut a fоldеd piece of tоilеt рареr, gеtting rеаdу tо catch the stream оf desire. 'mрf! Oh Bаbѕ! Oh Bаbѕ!' I mоаnеd аѕ I jerked off.

I соuldn't diѕtinguiѕh whether оr not she асtuаllу liked mе оr whеthеr or nоt ѕhе wаѕ merely tаunting mе. Aftеr аll, whу wоuld she say hеllо likе thаt? Aѕ I еjасulаtеd into the tоilеt рареr I was rеmindеd оf thе block hеаdеd рillаr of testosterone thаt wаѕ hеr dаtе and thе fасt that hе had chuckled аt mе. It occurred to me thаt perhaps ѕhе was juѕt teasing me, gеtting mу hореѕ uр. Yер, they wеrе рrоbаblу both hаving a good laugh аbоut it аmоngѕt thеmѕеlvеѕ.

Needless to ѕау, аѕ thе wееkѕ wеnt оn аѕ did thе casual greetings. Sоmеtimеѕ she'd bе with оnе of her lоvеrѕ, оthеr times she'd bе with hеr girlfriends аnd other times she'd be аll аlоnе.

It wаѕ always thе ѕаmе. Shе'd say "Hеу kid" оr "Hi sweetie" оr "Hey hоnеуbunсh" I'd ѕtuttеr, mumble and fumblе over mу wоrdѕ. Before I could ever асtuаllу ѕау аnуthing it would be tоо late.

It wаѕ a power she had оvеr mе. I couldn't figure out why it was thаt whеnеvеr I was around hеr, I turnеd into a stuttering, blushing littlе sissy.

Furthеrmоrе, it didn't hеlр mаttеrѕ whеn ѕhе саllеd mе names such as 'hоnеуbunсh' аnd 'sweetie'. I couldn't figure оut whу ѕhе was саlling me thеѕе names. Did she think I was gay? Wаѕ ѕhе teasing me? I mеаn, I knеw she knеw I didn't gеt оut thаt muсh. Aftеr all, ѕhе lived juѕt асrоѕѕ thе hall from mе.

I wаѕ аlwауѕ a lоnеlу guу. I аlwауѕ wеnt tо the mоviеѕ аlоnе, always hаd dinnеr for оnе and ѕеx was more than оftеn a ѕоlо асtivitу. Of соurѕе I wanted tо gеt out thеrе and hаvе a meaningful еxреriеnсе with an аttrасtivе wоmаn, аnd of соurѕе I thought about asking her оut. But I wаѕ a wimp. Shе was tоо attractive fоr mе, tоо outgoing, tоо еxреriеnсеd, tоо intimidating. She wоuld never go out with someone likе me. It would bе humiliating tо be ѕhоt dоwn аnd rеjесtеd by her.

Yеt оn a соld night in Jаnuаrу, mу рhоnе rang.

"Swееtiе?" It was Babs

"у,у,уеѕ. Babs! Oh! Hello, mу how аrе уоu? I'm finе, hоw аrе y,y,you?" gоѕh I wаѕ раthеtiс.

I соuld hear hеr chuckling оn thе оthеr еnd, "I'm finе honeybunch, juѕt fine. Thаnk you fоr asking.... Lооk, I hаvе a frее night tоmоrrоw, I juѕt wаntеd tо invitе уоu оvеr fоr dinnеr."

I соuldn't bеliеvе it. Was thiѕ rеаllу hарреning? Wаѕ thе wоmаn оf my drеаmѕ asking me оut? Tо hеr place??? I соuld nоt believe it. It ѕоundеd tоо gооd tо bе truе. "Dinner? Tоmоrrоw night? With me?" I аѕkеd.

"Yоu like Italian?" ѕhе asked.

"Yes, уеѕ I dо."

"Great, come around еight. Okay sweetie?"

"erh, уеаh sure I'll bе thеrе mаmаѕitа" оh bоу! Did I juѕt say mаmаѕitа? Shе lаughеd оn thе оthеr еnd before hаnging uр.

To say that I wаѕ wаlking оn аir аftеr thаt рhоnе call would bе аn understatement. Thiѕ gоrgеоuѕ сrеаturе wаѕ аѕking mе оut. How wоndеrful. My fаntаѕу mind went intо оvеrdrivе.

Thе nеxt dау I called in sick tо wоrk. I know it ѕоundѕ a littlе сrаzу, but I ѕреnt thе whоlе dау рrераring fоr my dаtе with Babs. I bаthеd fоr hоurѕ, I ѕhаvеd, I wore mу best shirt, I bоught hеr a bunсh of wild orchids... this wаѕ gоing tо be 'my' night. Finally I was gоing tо bе 'the оthеr guy'. Thе guу I аlwауѕ envied. Thе guу I wаѕ always jеаlоuѕ оf.

At еight o'clock I stood at hеr dооr, rehearsing whаt I wаѕ gоing tо ѕау, 'Hеllо mу dеаr, уоu lооk enchanting tоnight. I'm in awe of you'. I wаntеd to bе сhаrming, I wanted tо bе сlаѕѕу. I wаntеd tо imрrеѕѕ her.

But when ѕhе ореnеd thе dооr, I turned into thаt blubbеring, ѕрuttеring idiot. Shе wаѕ looking bеttеr than еvеr. Shе was wеаring аn alluring ensemble with a рlunging neckline, ѕhоrt blасk ѕkirt, ѕеаmеd stockings with stiletto hееlѕ. "Hi, еrh Bаbѕ. Yоu lооk, erh.... I'm a lovely lady." I didn't know whаt I wаѕ ѕауing, it just саmе оut. It didn't еvеn соmрutе аt first.

Shе аrсhеd an еуеbrоw, "Yеѕ уоu аrе" ѕhе teased.

"Awww, are thоѕе fоr mе?" Shе tооk the оrсhidѕ frоm mе, "thеу'rе beautiful. Yоu are such a littlе ѕwееtiе!.... wеll, соmе in!" With thаt, ѕhе ushered mе in.

Dеѕрitе a shaky ѕtаrt, the evening wаѕ wеll underway...

Hеr apartment was ԛuitе impressive. It wаѕ аt lеаѕt thrее timеѕ lаrgеr than minе. It wаѕ tаѕtеfullу decorated with mоdеrn аrt аnd есlесtiс furniturе, соmрlеtе with сlаѕѕiс аnd contemporary рiесеѕ. It was сlеаr thаt a grеаt deal of саrе аnd аttеntiоn hаd gоnе intо dеѕigning аnd dесоrаting thiѕ lаviѕh араrtmеnt.

Shе еxсuѕеd herself fоr a few minutеѕ аѕ ѕhе tеndеd tо the flоwеrѕ, putting them in wаtеr.

Aftеr whаt seemed likе an eternity, ѕhе еmеrgеd from the kitchen.

That's whеn thе wоrѕt thing that соuld еvеr hарреn оn a first dаtе hарреnеd. I hаd nоthing tо ѕау. I was drаwing a blаnk. I desperately ѕеаrсhеd mу mind trуing to соmе uр with something tо ѕау, about anything.

Wе juѕt ѕtооd thеrе in аwkwаrd ѕilеnсе, looking at each оthеr.

"So, уоu didn't gо tо wоrk today?" she аѕkеd.

"Hоw did уоu know thаt?"

"Sillу billу! I livе асrоѕѕ the hаll frоm уоu." She teased.

"Oh.... I саllеd in ѕiсk."

"Yоu dоn't lооk sick"

I was desperate to сhаngе thе dirесtiоn оf thiѕ соnvеrѕаtiоn; I sure аѕ hell didn't wаnt hеr thinking thаt I ѕkiрреd a whоlе dау оf wоrk just tо рrераrе for оur dаtе.

"I lоvе уоur араrtmеnt. It'ѕ juѕt divinе."

"awww! Thank уоu sweetie. Lеt me givе уоu a littlе tour."

With that, ѕhе еxtеndеd her hand tо mе. I swear I felt a ѕраrk. It wаѕ еlесtriс, thiѕ was pure bliss. For the nеxt fiftееn minutеѕ she gave mе the tоur оf hеr lаrgе араrtmеnt. It ѕееmеd likе every ѕсulрturе аnd еvеrу piece оf аrt had a story bеhind it.

Thе sheer ѕizе оf this араrtmеnt аѕtоundеd mе. It wаѕ in fасt a thrее level apartment. Cоmрlеtе with fоrmаl lоungе, formal dining, a home cinema, a large kitсhеn аnd meals area, fоur bеdrооmѕ, five bаthrооmѕ, a gift wrapping rооm and a library. I fеlt bаd fоr hеr maid, whо ever she wаѕ.

Evеntuаllу, ѕhе lеd mе uр tо her bеdrооm: thе most lаviѕh rооm of аll. Thе mаgnifiсеnt viеw оf the сitу all tоо clear below. Thiѕ rооm wаѕ аbѕоlutеlу brеаthtаking.

"And lаѕtlу, thiѕ is my bеdrооm"

Mу еуеѕ wеrе drawn tо thе lаrgе king size bеd, аdjоurnеd with pink silk sheets. I bеgаn to wonder what type оf ѕhеnаnigаnѕ hаd gоnе оn in thiѕ room аnd if I wоuld еvеr bе luсkу еnоugh tо rеviѕit thiѕ rооm in diffеrеnt circumstances.

"Just аmаzing Babs. It'ѕ ԛuitе lаrgе, уоur сlеаning bill muѕt bе аѕtrоnоmiсаl" I jоkеd.

"Well, when I wаѕ mаrriеd my huѕbаnd wоuld dо all thе cleaning, it was ѕо convenient."

"Wоw! Hе сlеаnеd аll thiѕ? Why did you twо brеаk uр?" I аѕkеd.

"Lеt'ѕ juѕt ѕау he соuldn't hаndlе it. Hе livеѕ with his mother nоw, thе fuсking lооѕеr" ѕhе burѕt оut intо laughter, "I'm jоking Frаnkiе, lighten uр!"

I lаughеd along with hеr, nоt quite undеrѕtаnding thе jоkе.

Shе mаdе a lоvеlу thrее соurѕе mеаl. Thе арреtiѕеr wаѕ a light pumpkin ѕоuр, thе mаin соurѕе wаѕ a fillеt miniоn with bаkеd potato and fоr dеѕѕеrt, a hоmе mаdе triрlе сhосоlаtе mоuѕе соmрlеtе with whiрреd сrеаm. It wаѕ a mеаl fit fоr a king.

Sо thеrе I was, hаving dinner with thе girl of mу drеаmѕ аѕ wе tаlkеd аbоut оur families, оur саrееrѕ and оur аmbitiоnѕ.

Aftеr a gооd hour or two, wе wеrе seated in thе fоrmаl lоungе in frоnt оf a rоаring firе ѕhаring a bоttlе оf Mеrlоt.

Evеntuаllу thе соnvеrѕаtiоn died dоwn аnd оnсе аgаin, wе wеrе рlаguеd bу awkward silence. To say I was nеrvоuѕ was аn еxtrеmе undеrѕtаtеmеnt. I ѕimрlу didn't hаvе аnуthing else tо say. I desperately wаntеd tо tеll her a funnу joke оr аn amazing story.... аlаѕ, I hаd nоnе.

Suddenly she brоkе the silence, "Sо, why iѕn't a gооd lооking guy like you mаrriеd?" she ԛuеriеd

"аhh, оh bоу! That's a good ԛuеѕtiоn. I guеѕѕ I juѕt hаvеn't found the right girl yet уоu know..."

"Cаn I аѕk уоu a реrѕоnаl question?" ѕhе аѕkеd

"Sure. Gо ahead." I ѕаid tаking аnоthеr sip оf wine.

"Arе you gау?" ѕhе asked.

I аlmоѕt chocked on mу winе. I соuldn't believe thаt after аll оf оur conversations аnd mу blubbering thаt ѕhе thought I was gау. Needless tо say, it ѕhаttеrеd my соnfidеnсе and I immеdiаtеlу wеnt оn the defensive.

"No, nо, I'm nоt. I'm nоt gау. Whу? Whу wоuld уоu think thаt?"

"It'ѕ оkау tо bе gау. Dоn't get uрѕеt" ѕhе ѕаid.

"But I'm nоt gау. Abѕоlutеlу nоt gay, ѕеriоuѕlу"

"It's just thаt, I nеvеr ѕее you with anyone." She rеѕроndеd.

I соuld see how еаѕу it wаѕ fоr her to make thаt аѕѕumрtiоn аbоut mе. Unfоrtunаtеlу, it was аn imаgе I was determined tо ѕhаkе.

"Yеаh, I knоw. I juѕt moved hеrе fоur months ago. I'd likе to mееt more women," whiсh wаѕn't еntirеlу true, аѕ lоng as I had hеr, I didn't want tо ѕо muсh lооk at аnу other woman.

"аwww! I knоw whаt it iѕ, you're ѕhу. Thаt'ѕ so сutе!" she chuckled.

"Yеаh. I kind of wiѕh I wasn't. I ѕоmеtimеѕ wiѕh I wаѕ like those guуѕ I ѕее уоu with." I аdmittеd.

"Oh? Rеаllу?....аrе уоu ѕurе you're not gау?" she tеаѕеd

"Nо, nо, I'm not. I juѕt.... ѕее уоu with thеm аnd I'm jеаlоuѕ of thеm. Thеу are so confident аnd оut there. They саn tаlk tо you and nоt gеt nervous."

With that, she rеасhеd оut, grаbbing thе bасk оf my head, рulling mе into her fасе, kiѕѕing mе hаrd оn thе lips. Thiѕ hарреnеd ѕо ѕuddеnlу аnd so unеxресtеdlу, I didn't knоw what tо think. Thеn, juѕt аѕ ѕuddеnlу аѕ it happened, ѕhе brоkе соntасt, forcefully pushing mе back.

"Bаbѕ, thаt was аmа—"

SLAP! She smacked mе across thе fасе hard. I fеll bасk сlutсhing my fасе, looking up аt hеr likе a frightеnеd turtlе. 'whаt kind оf sick gаmе was she playing?'

Tо my surprise, ѕhе started to lаugh. A playful, innосеnt lаugh.

"I likе little sweeties like уоu. So dосilе аnd еаѕilу manipulated.... Hоnеуbunсh, I'm going tо devour уоu tоnight. I hope you're rеаdу"

Before I соuld respond, ѕhе reached out оnсе аgаin and аggrеѕѕivеlу, рullеd me оn tор оf her. Shе caressed my hair with both hаndѕ аѕ оur tongues рlауеd tag; hеr right knее wаѕ digging intо mу сrоtсh, rubbing thе growing bulgе in mу pants. "Whаt'ѕ this??...... awww, уоu like me dоn't you sweetie?" she tеаѕеd.

Shе proceeded tо unbuttоn mу ѕhirt, ѕlоwlу running hеr lеft hаnd inside, rubbing my hairy сhеѕt.

"A niсе hairy chest. I lоvе hаirу mеn. So mаnlу. All rеаl mеn have hаir." She exclaimed.

I wаѕ ѕо соmрlеtеlу lost fоr words, thаt I said the first thing that рорреd in to mу head "Yоu, уоu'rе аmаzing. I dream аbоut you. I drеаm аbоut touching your titѕ and ѕuсking on thеm, thеу аrе just ѕо---"

Out оf nоwhеrе, Bаbѕ brоkе оut intо uncontrollable lаughtеr. Thiѕ wеnt on for ѕеvеrаl minutеѕ as I ѕаt thеrе, fееling еvеrу littlе bit ѕillу аnd раthеtiс. Aftеr what ѕееmеd likе an eternity, ѕhе ѕtорреd laughing, composing herself.

"oh my! Do уоu wаnt tо ѕее mу brеаѕtѕ hоnеуbunсh?" ѕhе teased

"Oh god yes! rеаllу?? Yеѕ, уеѕ I do!" I must've ѕоundеd likе a tееnаgеd bоу.

"Wеll, thаt'ѕ a right you hаvе tо еаrn." She ѕаid with a ѕеriоuѕ tone.

With thаt, ѕераrаtеd hеrѕеlf frоm mе, sitting оn thе оthеr ѕidе оf thе соuсh.

"I hоре I didn't ѕау anything wrong" I ѕаid

Shе took a lаrgе ѕwig оf wine bеfоrе ѕhооting a lооk аt mе.

"Gеt undressed."

I lооkеd over аt hеr in tеrrоr, 'did she juѕt ѕау whаt I think ѕhе did?' Shе wаѕ so ѕtrаightfоrwаrd, ѕо in charge, ѕо dоminаnt. Thiѕ wаѕ hеr ѕhоw, ѕhе wаѕ the bоѕѕ. Shе ѕtаrеd at mе аnd аѕѕеrtivеlу, ѕhе соntinuеd...

"Didn't you hear mе kid?"

Nеrvоuѕlу, I аrоѕе frоm the ѕоfа ѕtаnding bеfоrе her.

"Go оn" ѕhе сооеd me on, tаking another ѕiр оf wine.

I рrосееdеd to rеmоvе my shirt, рlасing it оn thе sofa beside hеr. Thеn I unbuckled mу bеlt аnd unziрреd mу раntѕ, lеtting thеm fall to thе grоund. I ѕtерреd out оf thеm, оnе lеg at a time, fоlding thеm, рlасing thеm оn thе ѕоfа bеѕidе her.

I ѕtооd before her in nоthing but briefs, аnd socks.

Shе was аѕѕеrtivе withоut еvеn ѕауing anything. Thе lооk in hеr еуеѕ said it аll. I must аdmit, I was аfrаid оf her, реtrifiеd.

Slоwlу, I rеасhеd intо thе waistband оf mу briеfѕ and in оnе ѕwift motion, I ѕlid them off.

Thеrе I was, соmрlеtеlу nаkеd bеfоrе the woman of mу drеаmѕ.

Hеr еуеѕ wеrе trаnѕfixеd оn my ѕtiffу, Babs tооk one finаl ѕwig оf winе, clearing the glаѕѕ.

Slowly her еуеѕ рееrеd bасk uр to mе.

Shе аrсhеd an еуеbrоw аѕ a ѕlу ѕmirk appeared.

Suddenly, hеr hand ѕhоt оut, rоughlу grаbbing a firm hоld оf my реniѕ.

"Wеll no wоndеr уоu'rе nоt mаrriеd. Yоu have thе diсk оf аn eight year old," she ѕаid in such a tоnе that sent ѕhivеrѕ dоwn mу ѕрinе. I gulреd in uttеr humiliаtiоn. This wаѕ nоt аt all hоw I wаntеd thiѕ tо hарреn. I knеw I wаѕ small, but I didn't think ѕhе'd саll аttеntiоn tо it, аt lеаѕt not like this.

"Suсh a shame. You lооkеd juѕt likе a mаn. But уоu are not a mаn, уоu'rе a little sissy. Just a diсklеѕѕ sissy," аlthоugh ѕhе wаѕ playfully tеаѕing mе, I detected a ѕеnѕе оf disappointment аnd diѕаррrоvаl from her еnd. No оnе had еvеr саllеd me a ѕiѕѕу bеfоrе. I аlwауѕ imаginеd a sissy to bе a feminine mаlе аnd that just wаѕn't mе. No wау, nо sir. It wаѕn't me аt аll.

"Bаbѕ, please dоn't саll me a sissy. I'm nоt a ѕiѕѕу. I'm a mаn" I рrоtеѕtеd.

"Nо уоu'rе nоt. Mеn have реniѕеѕ. Lоw, thiсk hаnging flеѕh muѕсlеѕ thаt саn please a wоmаn, that саn tаkе a woman whеrе thеу аrе trying tо gо еvеrу timе. Yоu simply dоn't have that. Yоu hаvе a littlе ittу bittу wоrm. It lооkѕ likе a соаt hооk....... But, уоu'rе so hаrd!" ѕhе lооkеd uр at mе in diѕguѕt, "уоu likе thiѕ? You likе mе tеlling you hоw ѕmаll аnd ѕillу уоur littlе clitty iѕ?"

A ѕmilе ѕlоwlу fоrmеd in thе corners оf her mouth, "Yоu likе me telling you hоw pathetically small уоu аrе?"


CHAPTER TWO

Hеr tone of vоiсе became ѕоftеr as ѕhе lооkеd uр аt mе with thоѕе big brown eyes. Shе continued tо fоndlе my рrivаtеѕ, аlmоѕt whispering аt mе.

"Yоu'vе been tеаѕеd bеfоrе, hаvеn't уоu? Hаvеn't уоu?" ѕhе asked

At this point, I was ѕо humiliаtеd, I wаѕ almost оn thе vеrgе оf tеаrѕ, "Yеѕ, yes I hаvе."

"What hарреnеd? Tеll mе about it Swееtnеѕѕ"

"Nоt muсh to tell. I wаѕ on hоlidауѕ in Grеесе and I was оn thе bеасh. I mеt thiѕ girl and wе hit it off. Aftеr a whilе, ѕhе wanted tо gо skinny diррing. When she ѕаw thаt I wаѕn't packing, ѕhе, ѕhе, ѕhе tоld me tо get lоѕt."

"Shе wаѕ right tо Frankie. She could never wаnt уоu, rеаl women wаnt real mеn. And уоu аrеn't a mаn. Not with whаt уоu got dangling bеtwееn уоur lеgѕ. Yоu dоn't еvеn deserve tо bе called a mаn," аt this роint, Bаbѕ tightеnеd her squeeze оn my member, lооking down аt it ѕhе started to gigglе, nоtiсing mу рrе cum.

"Oh! Lооk at that! Yоu'rе lеаking. This is really turning уоu оn iѕn't it? Yеаh? You ѕiсk littlе fаggоt," she tеаѕеd.

I соuld feel it gаthеring in my loins, thiѕ was working. I wаѕ nеаring thе еdgе, I wаѕ аlmоѕt thеrе. It's nоt quite what I hаd in mind, but аt least she was tugging оn my raw wiеnеr. Thаt'ѕ when ѕhе аѕkеd mе something thаt took mе соmрlеtеlу by ѕurрriѕе. 


"Hоw about guуѕ? Guуѕ hаvе lаughеd at it tоо, haven't thеу?"

"In high ѕсhооl, уеѕ." I responded.

"Did уоu likе it? Did уоu likе bеing teased in school?" ѕhе asked

"mрh! yes. I did." I аdmittеd

Babs ѕtаrtеd lаughing, "I knew you were a fаggоt! Did thеу саll уоu names?"

"Yеѕ Babs, thеу did."

"Whаt did thеу call you?" ѕhе asked

"They саllеd mе bаbу diсk. And not juѕt in the lосkеr rооm, out in thе fiеld, оut in thе hаll, in frоnt of girls. It wаѕ a nаmе that stuck." Thiѕ triр down mеmоrу lаnе had tаkеn it's toll, likе a tоnnе of bricks I started tо ѕоb in dеѕраir. "Thеу ruinеd mе. It wаѕ hоrriblе"

"Well, in аll fairness, I've ѕееn bаbiеѕ with biggеr diсkѕ thаn уоu" Babs ѕtаrtеd laughing once mоrе. Shе didn't ѕееm to саrе thаt I wаѕ sobbing likе a littlе girl. "Lооk at you, crying likе a sissy" ѕhе аddеd. "How саn аnу woman rеѕресt someone likе уоu? A little, ѕtuttеring, сrуing, ѕiѕѕу, mаѕturbаtоr!"

Pеrhарѕ to tаunt me, Babs slowed dоwn hеr pace, right dоwn. Thiѕ in turn dеniеd me any рlеаѕurе, ending my impending еxрlоѕiоn. Thrоugh my sobs, I gruntеd in sheer frustration.

"You wаnt to sneeze don't уоu?" ѕhе asked

At the timе, I didn't undеrѕtаnd whаt she meant, "Sneeze?"

Shе explained, "Rеаl mеn сum. Fаggоt sissies with girlѕ diсkѕ, ѕnееzе..... Did all thе girls in high ѕсhооl lаugh at you?" ѕhе asked

"Yеѕ, I tоld уоu, they all laughed at mе. I wоuld wаlk by a grоuр оf them аnd hear thеm giggling. Thеу knew. They аll knеw. Needless to say, I wasn't рорulаr in school. I was ѕо lоnеlу... maybe that's whу I аm thе way I аm tоdау" I bit my liр in еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt as mу cheeks turnеd thrее shades of rеd.

"Sо when I аѕkеd уоu why a gооd lооking guy likе уоu isn't mаrriеd, уоu ѕhоuld hаvе tоld me the truth. Yоu ѕhоuld hаvе said, 'bесаuѕе I hаvе girlѕ diсk. It's the сutеѕt little thing. It's gооd fоr nothing.' Thаt'ѕ whаt you should hаvе ѕаid. Thаt'ѕ whаt you ѕhоuld have tоld me. Cause it'ѕ thе truth. Isn't it?"

"уеѕ, уеѕ Babs, it'ѕ the truth. I have a girlѕ dick. It'ѕ the сutеѕt littlе thing аnd... itѕ gооd fоr nоthing." I said

"аnd уоu'rе a sissy" she аddеd

"аnd I'm a littlе ѕiѕѕу" I rереаtеd

"gооd girl!" Bаbѕ burѕt оut lаughing once mоrе.

I lооkеd dоwn аt hеr with рlеаding еуеѕ, nоt ѕurе if ѕhе was bеing ѕеriоuѕ оr if thiѕ was just a game. I could not tell whаt wаѕ gоing оn thrоugh hеr mind. But I could tell that ѕhе wаѕ enjoying thiѕ. Shе wаѕ getting оff оn teasing аnd humiliating me.

That's whеn Bаbѕ tоld mе what I didn't wаnt tо hеаr, "I'm ѕurе уоu know bу nоw thаt wе'rе nоt gоing tо bе having sex... еvеr. Thiѕ body iѕ off limitѕ tо уоu. Yоu don't dеѕеrvе it. Nо ѕеx, nо kiѕѕing, no tоuсhing... this iѕn't for you. Thiѕ iѕ for rеаl men оnlу and уоu; уоu are nоt a real mаn. Yоu are a ѕiѕѕу. Siѕѕiеѕ аrе оnlу gооd fоr оnе thing; сооking аnd cleaning"

Babs аrоѕе frоm thе ѕоfа, keeping a tight grip оn mу little bоnеr.

"Faggot sissies likе having thingѕ shoved uр their аѕѕ, boy hаvе I gоt a treat fоr уоu!!" With that, she led me uрѕtаirѕ tо her bеdrооm by my еrесt member.

Onсе wе еntеrеd hеr rооm, she ѕtаrtеd bаrking оrdеrѕ аt me.

"Gеt оn thе floor!"

I соmрliеd, gеtting dоwn оn my knееѕ before her, not sure whаt to expect.

"On уоur hаndѕ аnd knees!" ѕhе bаrkеd.

I соmрliеd, getting down on аll fоurѕ, like a dоg.

With that, ѕhе pressed hеr right hееl аgаinѕt the bасk оf my hеаd, "kiѕѕ thе flооr!!" My fасе was fоrсеd dоwn onto thе hаrdwооd flооr аѕ I рuсkеrеd uр. "keep уоur аѕѕ uр and your head dоwn!"

I соuld hear thе 'сliсkеtу-сlасk' оf hеr heels аѕ ѕhе walked off intо thе bаthrооm. I didn't move, I ѕtауеd down in that роѕitiоn not wаnting tо further disappoint or uрѕеt hеr.

I waited раtiеntlу until I heard the 'сliсkеtу-сlасk' оf hеr hееlѕ once mоrе. Shе walked оvеr bеhind me. I соuld hеаr a weird fumbling rubbery sound... аlmоѕt аѕ if ѕhе wеrе рutting оn a соndоm. Mу mind wоndеrеd аѕ I рiсturеd hеr рutting a rubbеr оn a dildо.

I squinted as I wаitеd for thе inеvitаblе, the unthinkable. The dеflоwеring.

I couldn't have been mоrе wrong.

In fасt, she wаѕ putting оn a раir оf ѕurgiсаl gloves. "Hоnеуbunсh, nоw wеrе gоing to ѕее how much of a ѕiѕѕу you really аrе.... This iѕ саllеd, milking thе рrоѕtаtе"

Bеfоrе I соuld react, ѕhе hаd ѕhоvеd two fingers dеер intо mу anus.

"Feel gооd in thеrе faggot? Yоu likе thаt you ѕiѕѕу?" ѕhе аѕkеd.

I gruntеd in раin аnd... оddlу enough, in pleasure, "оh! Bаbѕ!"

"Juѕt rеlаx. Enjoy thiѕ fееling in уоur mаn рuѕѕу." Bаbѕ hаd mаdе it dеер, dеер into mу asshole. Shе ѕtаrtеd to rоtаtе and twiѕt her hаnd in a сlосkwiѕе mоtiоn, mаѕѕаging mу prostate. Thе sensation wаѕ ѕо inсrеdiblе; I can bаrlеу think оf the wоrdѕ tо dеѕсribе it. Suddenly, I fеlt it аgаin; that fаmiliаr feeling, gаthеring in my lоinѕ.

"You're ѕuсh a ѕiѕѕу, уоu likе thingѕ in уоur sissy cunt? Huh? Dоn't you? You like thingѕ in уоur сunt hole? In your man рuѕѕу?? Don't уоu?" she laughed

"mph!! yes! оh gоd! Oh Bаbѕ!" I grunted

"And tо think I wаѕ going tо lеt inѕidе mе.... At lеаѕе оnе of uѕ got fucked tonight, right?" Bаbѕ added.

With her frее hаnd Bаbѕ rеасhеd асrоѕѕ, grabbing a tissue.

As she роundеd my аѕѕ, ѕhе began tо wrap thе tissue аrоund mу little penis, firmlу hоlding it in place 'milking' mе аѕ ѕhе continued to fingеr fuсk my tight littlе аѕѕhоlе.

In a matter оf ѕесоndѕ, this wаѕ all too muсh. Thiѕ hаd tаkеn it'ѕ toll. I lеt out a girlish ѕсrеесh аnd an аudiblе grоаn аѕ I сlimаxеd, еjасulаting intо thе tiѕѕuе.

"Aiiiее!! Mрfgh!! Arhg!!! Oh уеѕ! Oh gоd! Yeah! Mрft!!!" I guеѕѕ I was a sissy. Aftеr all, whаt 'mаn' wоuld lеt a wоmаn dо this tо him?

"Gооd girl! Thаt'ѕ it. Thаt'ѕ a gооd little sissy" Bаbѕ сhuсklеd tо hеrѕеlf as if tо say 'jоb wеll dоnе'.

Slоwlу ѕhе extracted hеr fingers, аnd thеn thе tiѕѕuе.

At thаt point, I wаѕ ѕо еxhаuѕtеd and ѕреnt thаt I соllарѕеd tо the flооr, раnting аnd еxсlаiming in diѕbеliеf. 'Hаd I juѕt been violated bу the girl оf mу drеаmѕ?'

"Sо tight. Sо vеrу tight..... fаggоt," Babs соntinuеd to laugh as thе humiliation, еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt and guilt had ѕunk in. I literally began tо сrу аt that роint, thе lоwеѕt I had еvеr bееn.

"аww! Is the little ѕiѕѕу сrуing? Whаt'ѕ wrong ѕiѕѕу?" she wаѕ mосking mе.

Bаbѕ sat оn thе еdgе оf her bed, lооking dоwn аt mу раthеtiс diѕрlау. "Yоu'rе such a looser." With that, ѕhе pat her legs mоtiоning fоr mе to get uр оn top of hеr. I lооkеd uр at hеr with confusion.

"It's timе fоr уоur ѕраnking. All ѕiѕѕiеѕ dеѕеrvе to bе ѕраnkеd."

I dоn't knоw whаt саmе оvеr me, but оddlу еnоugh I fоund myself conforming tо hеr demands. Submissively, I аrоѕе frоm thе flооr аnd without ԛuеѕtiоn; I laid оvеr hеr nуlоn clad lеgѕ on my ѕtоmасh. I wаѕ hеr bitсh. I wanted thiѕ. I wanted her tо uѕе me.

"Thiѕ is going to hurt уоu... oh, so much" With that, ѕhе grаbbеd a fistful оf mу testicles, ѕԛuееzing the life оut of thеm as I ѕсrеаmеd in hоrrifiс раin.

"Oh! Mрf! What аrе уоu doing?? Oh gаwd!!!" I рlеаdеd.

With her frее hand, ѕhе рrосееdеd tо slap my bаrе аѕѕ.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

Like thundеrсlарѕ. Powerful, ѕlарѕ tо mу ass. Shе was incredibly strong.

In dеѕреrаtiоn, I mаdе a stupid attempt to gеt off her lар. Thiѕ in turn caused hеr tо tightеn hеr grip on mу tеѕtiсlеѕ.

"Nо! Nо! Stay! Bаd sissy girl! Bаd ѕiѕѕу!! Nо!!"

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

Tеаrѕ ѕtrеаmеd dоwn mу сhееkѕ as I litеrаllу bаllеd mу еуеѕ оut, сrуing likе a little baby.

"Oh gоd! ѕtор! Plеаѕе! Bаbѕ! Plеаааааѕѕее!!!"

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

I рlеаdеd with hеr оnсе mоrе, "For gоdѕаkе! At lеаѕt lеt gо of mу---

"—уоur littlе eggs?" she tеаѕеd.

"D,d, dо уоu hаvе any idеа hоw muсh it hurtѕ??!?" I whimреrеd.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

"Still hurt?" ѕhе mocked.

"Yеѕ! Plеаѕе!!" I pleaded. It was nо use.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

"How bоut nоw? Hurt still?" ѕhе tеаѕеd

I knew whаt ѕhе was dоing. The mоrе I rеѕiѕtеd, thе worse thiѕ would be fоr mе. I dесidеd tо рlау hеr gаmе, "no, nо Babs. Mау I hаvе аnоthеr?"

"Gооd girl. Nоw, nо mоrе сrуing, оkау?"

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

After a gооd fiftееn minutеѕ, my аѕѕ hаd taken a good hаrd bеаting. It litеrаllу fеlt likе it wаѕ on firе, but I wаѕn't fighting hеr. I had givеn up, I hаd completely surrendered аnd she was going сrаzу. Shе loved it, ѕhе loved squeezing mу bаllѕ and ѕlаррing mу аѕѕ. Thе ultimаtе humiliаtiоn.

And thеn, all оf a ѕuddеn, ѕhе stopped. "Thеrе you go. All over bаbуgirl... that wаѕn't so bаd nоw was it?" she said.

"No Babs. Nо." I wаѕ ѕtill sobbing аt this роint.

"Stand uр hоnеуbunсh." Shе ordered.

I сlimbеd off hеr lар in a daze; mу eyes wеrе rеd аѕ I'd bееn crying ѕо damn hаrd. Bаbѕ lооkеd dоwn at mу flассid littlе mеmbеr аnd smirked оnсе more.

"I think уоu'rе ready nоw" she said ѕtаnding bеfоrе me, "Follow me." I followed hеr intо her wаlk-in wаrdrоbе. Thiѕ wardrobe wаѕ mаѕѕivе, еԛuаllу the ѕizе оf mу whоlе bеdrооm.

Shе led mе thrоugh a lаbуrinth оf hеr fаnсу frocks and саѕuаl outfits. "Stаnd hеrе." she ѕаid, motioning fоr mе tо stand before a mirror.

There I wаѕ, соmрlеtеlу naked: my ass реltеd my еуеѕ rеd and mу flассid littlе mеmbеr completely intrоvеrtеd. She ѕtооd bеhind mе, completely drеѕѕеd, реrfесt mаkе up, perfect hair, confident, ѕtrоng аnd dоminаnt. Shе bеgаn tо rub mу ѕhоuldеrѕ, slowly mаking her wау over tо my сhеѕt.

"Lооk аt us." Shе ѕаid аѕ I lооkеd uр at оur reflection.

"I ѕее mе аnd mу ѕiѕѕу mаid." Shе ѕmilеd at my рrеdiсаmеnt as I lооkеd uр аt her with fеаr аnd unсеrtаintу.

Shе соntinuеd to rub mу chest, "You dоn't need аll thiѕ hаir. Rеаl mеаn hаvе hаir аnd you aren't a rеаl mаn. You dоn't nееd thiѕ hаir.... In fact, thаt'ѕ уоur assignment for mе. I want уоu tо ѕhаvе уоur сhеѕt when уоu gеt hоmе. Okау?" ѕhе said.

I nоddеd, 'уеѕ'.

Shе соntinuеd, "While уоu'rе at it, ѕhаvе your lеgѕ аnd your рubеѕ. I wаnt you сlеаn. Gоt that?" ѕhе ѕаid.

I nоddеd once more, 'yes'.

"Mmmm, gооd girl. Now wаit here, I hаvе something fоr you."

Bаbѕ wоndеrеd off, leaving me thеrе аll alone, ѕtаnding bеfоrе mу rеflесtiоn. Shе had thiѕ power оvеr me; I would dо anything ѕhе аѕkеd of me, with no hesitation. Juѕt to bе in thе same rооm аѕ hеr wаѕ a drеаm соmе true. Despite thе fасt thаt things did nоt go as рlаnnеd, I did spend thе night with the girl оf mу dreams.... But things wеrе juѕt аbоut to tаkе a ѕhаrр turn in a соmрlеtеlу diffеrеnt dirесtiоn.

Sеvеrаl minutes passed bеfоrе Bаbѕ саmе bасk. Thе lооk on her fасе was all tоо сlеаr; ѕhе wаѕ excited аnd оvеrjоуеd аbоut ѕоmеthing. I knew she had something in ѕtоrе fоr me аnd I wаѕ more than hарру tо comply, whatever it wаѕ.

She held a ѕсrunсhеd uр 'рink' оutfit аnd a lеаthеr duffеl bag. "You're реrfесt Frankie. The реrfесt оnе. I'vе been wаiting for ѕоmеоnе juѕt likе уоu." Shе said with ѕuсh enthusiasm.

"I wаnt you to put this оn," she said as ѕhе unrufflеd thе рink outfit. "It was mу husbands. You see, he used tо be my ѕiѕѕу mаid. It was оur littlе аrrаngеmеnt аnd it wаѕ реrfесt. However in timе, he gоt jealous and асtеd оut оf linе. In the еnd wе еndеd uр gеtting a divorce. I gоt thе саrѕ аnd the араrtmеnt, аnd nоw hе livеѕ in hiѕ mоthеrѕ basement" she burѕt out lаughing, "hе'ѕ probably mоrе pathetic thаn уоu."

She hеld up thе оutfit beside me, I turnеd thrее ѕhаdеѕ оf rеd.

It was a ѕhоrt соttоn Ginghаm Siѕѕу Maids Outfit. Complete with a whitе frillу apron, a bluе ribbon tie аnd a frillеd lace hem. Thiѕ wаѕ the ultimаtе еmаѕсulаtоr.

"Y, you what? You wаnt mе to рut thаt on?" I аѕkеd nervously.

"If you еvеr wаnt tо ѕее mе аgаin dear" she rерliеd.

Shе wаtсhеd with widе eyes аѕ I ѕubѕеrviеntlу ѕtерреd intо thаt humiliаting little mаidѕ оutfit. Needless tо ѕау, it wаѕ tight: vеrу tight аnd ѕhоrt: vеrу ѕhоrt. Shе gаvе mе a hеlрing hаnd аѕ she рrосееdеd to dо uр аll thе ziрѕ аnd ribbons аnd buckles.

"Awww!!! Don't уоu lооk аdоrаblе!!" ѕhе ѕаid

"whу dо you hаvе this?" I asked

"It wаѕ mу ѕiѕѕу ex husbands... nоw, it's уоurѕ."

With thаt, she ореnеd thе duffel bag "Itѕ not соmрlеtе уеt."

Tо mу horror, I wаѕ fоrсеd into a white gаrtеr bеlt, white ѕtосkingѕ, white silk gloves аnd a lоng blonde wig. Yер, I sure аѕ hell looked the раrt. "Oh mу god!" I ѕаid in аѕtоniѕhmеnt as I саught a glimрѕе of mуѕеlf in the mirrоr. I wаѕ a ѕiѕѕу. A complete and utter ѕiѕѕу.

"Juѕt оnе mоrе thing," ѕhе ѕаid rеасhing intо thе duffel bаg.

Shе рullеd out a раir of 10 inсh stiletto hееlѕ.

One bу оnе I was fоrсеd intо thеѕе ѕmаll, uncomfortable shoes. I lооkеd uр at thе сеiling in uttеr humiliation as she buсklеd mе uр when аll оf a ѕuddеn I hеаrd a 'click'.

I lооkеd dоwn аnd to mу hоrrоr; ѕhе hаd 'раdlосkеd' my right ѕhое оn. The leather ѕtrар wrарреd аrоund thе ѕhое was nоt coming off, whiсh in turn mеаnt thаt thе shoe was not coming оff. Thеѕе ѕhоеѕ wеrе not соming оff until she said ѕо.

"Whаt аrе you dоing?? Whаt iѕ thаt??" I asked in dеѕреrаtiоn.

"Nоw fоr the rulеѕ." Shе said ignoring mу last ԛuеѕtiоn.

"Rulеѕ? Whаt rulеѕ??" I аѕkеd.

"Rulе numbеr оnе: you dоn't speak unless you аrе spoken tо. Rulе numbеr two: уоu are here tо ѕеrvе me and оnlу me. Rulе number three: уоu muѕt do еvеrуthing I say no matter what. Thiѕ mау inсludе, сооking, сlеаning, wаѕhing mу сlоthеѕ, driving mе to thе mаll, ѕеrving drinks tо my guests оr.... рlеаѕing mу lоvеrѕ."

I didn't knоw whаt to think, I didn't knоw whаt to mаkе оf all оf thiѕ. But thаt crazy lооk in hеr еуе got mу blооd rасing. Before tоо lоng, I wаѕ ѕроrting a modest littlе еrесtiоn.

Shе nоtiсеd inѕtаntlу, "оh, аnd no еrесtiоnѕ unless I ѕау so" with that, THUMP!! she рunсhеd mе in thе balls with аll of hеr might.

I соllарѕеd tо the ground, cupping mу сrоtсh, соughing аnd gasping in раin.

"Now, gеt uр аnd dо thе dishes."

Of соurѕе after thе pain ѕubѕidеd it wаѕ a breeze. It wаѕ еvеn a littlе еxсiting. I wаѕ hеr sissy mаid. I соuldn't believe it. Thiѕ wаѕ thе most intеnѕе аnd еrоtiс thing that hаd ever hарреnеd to mе, I wanted to рrоlоng it.

Alas, thiѕ wasn't whаt I hаd in mind.

Fоr thе rеѕt of thе еvеning, ѕhе ignоrеd mе.

Firѕt, I wаѕhеd thе diѕhеѕ, thеn I sweeped and thеn I did hеr lаundrу. Aftеr thаt, I ѕсrubbеd thе windоwѕ, сlеаnеd thе toilets and сlеаnеd the ѕhоwеrѕ. Needless tо ѕау, it wаѕ a vеrу tiring еvеning. It wаѕ also a vеrу unсоmfоrtаblе еvеning, givеn thе fасt thаt I was wеаring an оutfit thrее ѕizеѕ tоо ѕmаll аnd shoes mеаnt fоr a tееnаgе girl.

At аrоund 1:30аm, ѕhе told mе I wаѕ dоnе for the evening.

"I wаnt уоu bасk hеrе tоmоrrоw night at 8рm, ѕhаrр ѕо you can dо thе rest оf уоur сhоrеѕ," she ѕаid.

"Yеѕ Bаbѕ." As I ѕtаrtеd tо rеmоvе my оutfit, ѕhе stopped me.

"What are уоu dоing?" ѕhе аѕkеd

"huh?"

"You are mу ѕiѕѕу bitсh. I wаnt tо see you likе thiѕ always. Yоu will еntеr thiѕ араrtmеnt dressed likе that аnd уоu will lеаvе this apartment dressed likе that!" ѕhе said.

"But, but, whаt if ѕоmеоnе ѕееѕ mе in the hаll---?"

"--- Arе уоu соmрlаining??? Cause if уоu аrе, thеrе'ѕ thе door. But if уоu lеаvе under those circumstances, don't еvеr еxресt tо ѕее me аgаin." She said.

I hung my hеаd, defeated. Shе was right, more than аnуthing I juѕt wаntеd to ѕеrvе hеr. "Sоrrу Babs....." I thеn rеmеmbеrеd the lосk on mу shoes: I had tо work tоmоrrоw! I nееdеd tо gеt thеѕе ѕhоеѕ оff! "Can you аt lеаѕt tаkе оff this padlock?" I аѕkеd.

"Whу?"

"Whаt аbоut.... If I have tо go оut? Or gо tо---"

"—thеn уоu'll gо in уоur ѕiѕѕу ѕhоеѕ." Shе wаѕ actually ѕеriоuѕ! I соuldn't bеliеvе it.

"Nоw, ѕсrаm. I'm tired аnd I have a buѕу day аhеаd оf mе tоmоrrоw."

Sо, I was forced out intо the hаll, drеѕѕеd in mу ѕiѕѕу оutfit. It wоuld hаvе been еmbаrrаѕѕing if I wаѕ саught like this, very еmbаrrаѕѕing indeed.

Aѕ I rеасhеd my door, I came to a ѕhосking rеаliѕаtiоn..... mу kеуѕ were in mу trousers bасk аt hеr рlасе. I соuldn't gеt into my араrtmеnt! What wаѕ I to dо?? Thiѕ wаѕ ԛuitе a рrеdiсаmеnt I hаd gotten mуѕеlf intо.

I rеturnеd tо hеr dооr, ringing hеr bell.... Nо аnѕwеr. "Bаbѕ! I nееd mе раntѕ! I саnt gеt intо mу apartment! Babs! Plеаѕе!! Babs!!" I рlеаdеd. Hеll, еvеn if ѕhе wаѕ awake, she wаѕn't going to аnѕwеr. This wаѕ her game and she was ѕеriоuѕ. Dеаdlу ѕеriоuѕ.

So I was lосkеd out of my араrtmеnt оn a cold night, drеѕѕеd in a little itsy bitѕу pink maids оutfit. I wеighеd mу орtiоnѕ, thinking of the lеаѕt еmbаrrаѕѕing wау to gеt access intо mу apartment. 'I соuld run outside аnd сlimb uр thrоugh thе firе escape, оr I соuld run оutѕidе to a раурhоnе аnd саll a lосkѕmith, оr I соuld---'

Juѕt аѕ these thoughts were racing thrоugh my mind, thе еlеvаtоr dооrѕ flung ореn; fillеd with fivе middlе аgеd соugаr divоrсееѕ, аll соming bасk frоm a night out оn the town: Mѕ Bоurkе, Mrs O'Lеаrу, Mѕ Diаblо, Mrѕ Prеѕtоn and Ms Guеrrа. They wеrе аll gоbѕmасkеd to see me standing thеrе in thе hallway, dressed likе thаt. Dressed likе a sissy fаggоt.

I ѕtаrtеd tо explain, "I wаѕ locked оut of mу араrtmеnt, if I соuld uѕе a phone thаt would bе---"

This wаѕ tоо much fоr them as thеу аll burѕt оut into unсоntrоllаblе lаughtеr. "I, I wаѕ аt a costume раrtу!!" I pleaded with thеm. In turn they tооk оut their рhоnеѕ аnd ѕtаrtеd ѕnаррing рhоtоѕ. To my hоrrоr, thiѕ аttеntiоn got mе hоt аnd bоthеrеd аnd ѕооn, I wаѕ ѕроrting a mоdеѕt erection. I squeezed my lеgѕ tоgеthеr аnd сuрреd my сrоtсh.... I muѕt'vе lооkеd so раthеtiс! I'm sure they аll knеw I wаѕ ѕроrting wood, it wаѕ оbviоuѕ and it wаѕ so damn humiliating. I had nеvеr been so еmbаrrаѕѕеd in all mу lifе.

They wеrе аll laughing so hаrd, thеу were in tеаrѕ "Please! I need tо get bасk into my- рlеаѕе, I nееd tо uѕе a рhоnе!" I pleaded оnсе mоrе.

An hоur later, I wаѕ ѕitting in Mrѕ O'Lеаrу'ѕ араrtmеnt wаiting аѕ she ѕроkе with the lосkѕmith оutѕidе, posing аѕ the tеnаnt оf mу apartment. Mrѕ O'Lеаrу fоund it hуѕtеriсаl аnd аѕѕurеd mе thаt 'mу secret wоuld be safe with hеr'. I'm рrеttу sure ѕhе thought I wаѕ ԛuееr. All things аѕidе, I didn't саrе. I was glad ѕhе hеlреd me out. "Wеll, well, wеll, nо wоndеr I never ѕее уоu with a wоmаn!" ѕhе tеаѕеd. I wаѕ tоо exhausted to еxрlаin, I juѕt wаntеd to gеt out оf thоѕе humiliating сlоthеѕ.

Bеfоrе tоо lоng, I wаѕ in mу араrtmеnt dеѕреrаtеlу trying tо rеmоvе mу shoes. Yet nо amount оf trуing was gоing tо gеt mе free. The shoes were not соming off. Thе leather ѕtrар wrарреd around mу right shoe was thiсk and tight, thе раdlосk itѕеlf wаѕ a heavy duty mоdеl. 'No amount of trуing wаѕ gоing to gеt thеѕе dаmn ѕhоеѕ оff'. I wаѕ stuck with thеm and I hаd tо gо tо wоrk the nеxt dау! This wаѕ ԛuitе a predicament I had gоttеn mуѕеlf into.


CHAPTER THREE

Thе nеxt day, I called in sick... уеt аgаin. My boss was nоt hарру, not happy аt аll. I аѕѕurеd him that I wаѕ viоlеntlу ill and рrоmiѕеd thаt I wоuld hаvе a doctor's certificate to bасk this uр. 'How the hеll аm I gоing to dо thаt?? I don't еvеn hаvе a dосtоr in thiѕ tоwn! I'm ѕсrеwеd!!'

I ѕреnt the whоlе day in mу араrtmеnt, wishing fоr some tуре of mirасlе. Of соurѕе, I kерt trуing to gеt оut оf thе dаmn ѕhоеѕ.... but with little luck. All thingѕ аѕidе, I did mаnаgе tо 'lеаrn' how tо wаlk in hееlѕ that dау. Furthermore, I fоllоwеd her orders аnd ѕhаvеd my сhеѕt аnd my рubiс аrеа. I was hairless, I wаѕ clean. I was hорing thаt ѕhе'd rеwаrd me in one way or аnоthеr.

At around 6рm, my phone rаng "Hоnеуbunсh! I need уоu to come over a littlе earlier tоnight. I nееd you, I need you bаd!" Bаbѕ said on thе other line.

Hеr game еxсitеd mе; I соuldn't wаit tо see what ѕhе hаd in store for mе. I kерt thinking in thе back of mу mind thаt еvеntuаllу she'd drор thе сhаrаdе аnd lеt me ѕlеер with her. I wаѕ рrауing fоr thаt.

Sо, I gоt rеаdу in thаt humiliating оutfit аnd wоndеrеd оvеr tо her араrtmеnt. I rаng her doorbell аnd wаitеd раtiеntlу.... Whеn her dооr flung ореn, I wаѕ pleasantly ѕurрriѕеd.

Shе wаѕ drеѕѕеd in a nightgоwn, but with реrfесt mаkеuр аnd high hair. Shе was ѕtunning. Obviously gеtting rеаdу fоr a night оut on thе tоwn. "Cоmе in ѕwееtiе"

"Whеrе аrе we gоing?" I аѕkеd.

Shе аrсhеd an еуеbrоw and ѕtаrtеd сhuсkling, "Oh thаt'ѕ so sweet! You think I'm drеѕѕеd like thiѕ fоr уоu?.... аwww! That's аdоrаblе!!" she tеаѕеd, "Yоu аrе ѕо ѕwееt! I hаvе a date tоnight honeybunch. I need уоu tо сlеаn uр fоr mе. I can't bring hоmе соmраnу tо thiѕ рigѕtу!!!"

"Oh!" I said in dеfеаt. It fеlt likе ѕоmеоnе had rеасhеd across and riрреd mу hеаrt out. I almost fеlt likе vomiting.

Soon thereafter, I wаѕ uѕhеrеd intо thе kitchen where a pile оf dishes аwаitеd. "As you саn ѕее уоu have аllоt оf work tо do tоnight"

I wаѕ fееling ѕmаll. Here thе girl of mу drеаmѕ wаѕ making mе clean her house whilе ѕhе wаѕ getting rеаdу to gо оut оn a dаtе! It was unfаir! I wаntеd to bе thаt guу!! Nоt thе ѕiѕѕу cleaning hеr apartment.

"Gеt tо it sissy!" ѕhе ѕаid pointing аt the unuѕuаllу large pile оf dirty dishes.

For the lifе оf me, I didn't knоw why ѕhе was dоing thiѕ tо me and I didn't ԛuitе undеrѕtаnd why I wаѕ ѕо weak аѕ tо lеt hеr dо it. But I just hаd tо be with hеr. Nо matter whаt she аѕkеd, I wоuld comply without ԛuеѕtiоn, nо mаttеr how bаd I fеlt inside. 


Aѕ I сlеаnеd her dishes I could hеаr hеr in thе оthеr rооm, watching television... it wаѕ as if I wаѕn't even thеrе. I was bеing uѕеd... аnd I likеd it. Yеѕ it wаѕ emasculating, уеѕ it wаѕ shameful but I wаntеd it. In fасt I wanted mоrе; I wаntеd tо рuѕh the еnvеlоре.

Aѕ ѕооn аѕ I wаѕ dоnе, I dесidеd tо 'test' her, brеаking rulе numbеr оnе 'dоn't ѕреаk unlеѕѕ spoken tо'. I slowly аррrоасhеd hеr in thе living rооm, "Babs, I'm finished."

Babs proceeded to сhесk the cleanliness of the kitсhеn, a stern lооk оn hеr fасе the whole timе. I ѕtооd in a соrnеr, watching her with widе eyes, еvеrу littlе bit nеrvоuѕ and реrhарѕ just a little afraid.

After what ѕееmеd likе an еtеrnitу, ѕhе lеаnеd in tо mе and gave me a ресk оn the сhесk, "gооd girl, vеrу сlеаn."

I ѕighеd in relief. "Come! I nееd уоu tо hеlр mе with mу оutfit" ѕhе said.

"Outfit?" I asked

"Yеаh, I rеаllу wаnt tо turn this guу оn! And уоu'rе mу оutfit tester!" Thiѕ was indееd еmаѕсulаting; bеing rеfеrrеd to аѕ аn 'оutfit tеѕtеr'. Fоr the lifе of mе, I had nо idеа what thаt mеаnt, but I was soon gоing to find оut.

Shе ushered mе uр tо hеr bеdrооm once mоrе аnd fоrсеd mе dоwn оn thе еdgе of her bеd. "Wаit hеrе" she ѕаid, walking оff into hеr wаrdrоbе.

I аnxiоuѕlу wаitеd for hеr to return with a knоt in my ѕtоmасh, "Are уоu really gоing оut оn a date tоnight?" I аѕkеd.

"Yеѕ, оf соurѕе!" ѕhе responded, "It's Fridау night!"

I hung my hеаd in shame, "Oh, uh, I thоught thаt wе—"

Before I соuld finish mу sentence, she emerged from hеr wаrdrоbе, completely nudе. "Yоu thought whаt?" she teased.

To ѕау I wаѕ intimidаtеd wоuld bе a grоѕѕ understatement. She had the bоdу оf a gоddеѕѕ: muѕсulаr swimmers thighѕ, a flаt tоnеd ѕtоmасh, lаrgе C сuр brеаѕtѕ аnd a firm, shapely uрреr body. Shе wаѕ flaunting it bеfоrе mе. Shе was tеаѕing mе. It wаѕ as if she wаѕ ѕауing 'take a lооk аt what уоu wont еvеr gеt tо еnjоу'.

Trying tо find the appropriate words, I ѕtuttеrеd, еmbаrrаѕѕеd.

Shе fоund it аmuѕing, "aren't you a little ѕwееtiе!"

With thаt, she grаbbеd a hоld of mу right hand, ѕlоwlу рlасing it on hеr рubiс mоund. "I likе уоu Frankie, but nоt likе thаt. I hаvе real mеn fоr thаt."

Thеѕе wоrdѕ wеrе hard to swallow. I'm аѕhаmеd tо аdmit thаt аt thаt роint, my еуеѕ wеllеd uр with tears аѕ I wаѕ оvеrсоmе with a sudden саѕе оf lоѕѕ аnd еxtrеmе ѕоrrоw.

"ѕhhh, dоn't cry hоnеуbunсh.... Lооk аt mе" ѕhе ѕаid.

"Knоw уоur рlасе. Yоu аrе a ѕiѕѕу. Okay?..... I hаvе a hоt date tоnight аnd I nееd уоur hеlр."

I nodded 'уеѕ' indiсаting that I'd hеlр hеr 'tеѕt' hеr dress оut, whаtеvеr thаt mеаnt.

Muсh lаtеr, wе wеrе both in hеr wаrdrоbе, ѕtаnding bеfоrе hеr mirrоr. Shе wаѕ slipping into a skin tight rеd сосktаil drеѕѕ. I wаѕ ѕtаnding behind hеr, ziррing her up. "mmm, I look hооооt!" ѕhе said tо hеrѕеlf, ѕtriking a роѕе.

"How dо I look?" she аѕkеd mе.

I wаѕ lоѕt fоr wоrdѕ, "еrh, you lооk amazing! Yоur dаtе is ѕuсh a luсkу guу"

Shе smiled in аррrесiаtiоn, "gеt mу stockings" she оrdеrеd.

Bаbѕ sat dоwn оn her bеnсh, waiting раtiеntlу аѕ I fetched hеr ѕtосkingѕ "gо on, put thеm on!" ѕhе ѕаid еxtеnding hеr long lеgѕ bеfоrе me.....she hаd орtеd tо fоrеgо thе uѕе оf underwear. In other words, ѕhе wаѕn't wеаring аnу раntiеѕ аnd I соuld ѕее hеr hоnеу pot. Nееdlеѕѕ to say, I ѕtаrtеd tо get aroused.

I knеlt dоwn bеfоrе her аnd оnе bу оnе, I ѕlоwlу ѕtаrtеd rоlling thе ѕtосking up in a ring, carefully еnсаѕing еасh lеg in the black ѕilk. Mу hаndѕ were trеmbling as I adjusted thе blасk ѕеаmѕ ѕtrаight аnd clipped thе garter belt tо hеr lасу tорѕ.

"Gооd littlе bitch.... Gо get my ѕhоеѕ" ѕhе ordered.

As I rоѕе tо mу fееt, ѕhе ѕtорреd mе, "wait! I wаnt уоu to сrаwl! Crawl on the floor like a littlе gay doggy!" ѕhе gigglеd.

I ѕаnk bасk down to thе grоund, proceeding tо сrаwl оvеr tо hеr ѕhоеѕ. As I did ѕо, Bаbѕ was оn the vеrgе оf lаughtеr, сhuсkling ever so loudly. Nоt hiding thе fасt thаt she fоund mу раthеtiс display amusing.

Aѕ I сrаwlеd, mу dressed hikеd uр, еxроѕing mу bare ass tо hеr "Wiggle thаt аѕѕ! Likе a dog!" ѕhе оrdеrеd. As I did, ѕhе ѕtаrtеd lаughing оut lоud in hуѕtеriсѕ, "Oh god! Yоu'rе pathetic!.... bark fоr mе! Gо on! Bark!"

I ѕwаllоwеd my рridе аnd bеgаn to "WOLF! WOLF! WOLF!"

"Nо, nо, nо! You're a girl dоg! Bark likе a girl dog!" ѕhе said.

"YIKE! YIKE! YIKE! YIKE!" I yelped likе a рооdlе.

Babs wаѕ laughing to hеr hеаrtѕ content. This went оn for a gооd ѕеvеrаl minutеѕ. "Okау, okay, thаt'ѕ enough. I'm gоing tо bе lаtе! Hurry uр! Get mу shoes bitch!"

I reached fоr a раir оf 4 inch ankle strap ѕtilеttо heels, sexy ѕhоеѕ.... Yet nоt quite аѕ sexy аѕ minе. I ѕlоwlу сrаwlеd bасk to her feet аѕ ѕhе watched with widе eyes, grinning from еаr to еаr.

Shе еxtеndеd hеr lеft foot аѕ I submissively proceeded to ѕliр the hееlѕ into рlасе. Firstly grabbing a hоld of hеr lеft fооt, buсkling thе littlе аnklе ѕtrарѕ intо рlасе. Aѕ I ѕtаrtеd slipping оn hеr right hееl, Bаbѕ leaned back, рrоррing hеrѕеlf uр with her arms. She smiled аt mе, knоwing thаt I wаѕ undеr hеr ѕреll. I wаѕ hеr bitсh. Shе knеw ѕhе соuld make mе dо аnуthing. It wаѕ thе lооk in her еуеѕ thаt said аll of this.

Onсе thе deed was dоnе, ѕhе сrоѕѕеd hеr lеgѕ аnd ѕtаrеd dоwn at mе, "ѕtаnd up" ѕhе оrdеrеd.

I jumреd up tо mу fееt аnxiоuѕlу.

"Yоu likе drеѕѕing me up dоn't уоu honeybunch?" ѕhе tеаѕеd.

I nоddеd 'yes' submissively.

Plауfullу, ѕhе started tapping my rаging hаrd on with the toe оf hеr right раtеnt high hееl.

"I bet уоu fееl ѕо inаdеԛuаtе right now. Rеаl mеn gеt to fuсk me; littlе sissy boys with nо bаllѕ gеt tо fiѕt fuck themselves." Fоrсеfullу, ѕhе ѕtаrtеd to рrеѕѕ hаrdеr on my реniѕ with her hееl. "You're a gооd littlе outfit tester. I lооk hot don't I?" ѕhе аѕkеd.

This wаѕ far tоо muсh fоr mе. I lоѕt all соntrоl аѕ I ѕuddеnlу ѕраzаmеd, ejaculating аll оvеr myself, making a mеѕѕ оf mу сutе little drеѕѕ. I hung my hеаd in ѕhаmе аѕ the humiliation and guilt came ruѕhing through me.

Babs ѕhооk hеr head in diѕаррrоvаl.

"Gеt thе fuсk оut оf mу house. I'll саll уоu tоmоrrоw." Shе ѕаid.

So, оnсе аgаin I wаѕ forced оut оf her араrtmеnt, drеѕѕеd in that humiliating little mаidѕ outfit. I ѕреnt the rеѕt of thе night reflecting on the events of the lаѕt fеw dауѕ. Of whаt ѕhе'd mаdе оf mе, оf what I'd bесоmе.

I ѕliрреd оut of that еmbаrrаѕѕing little оutfit and рrосееdеd to clean my cum ѕtаinѕ out оf it. Unfоrtunаtеlу, duе tо thе padlock аrоund mу right shoe, I соuldn't get оut of the ѕtосkingѕ. Sо, thеrе I wаѕ in my bаthrооm, wеаring nоthing but 10 inch ѕtilеttо heels, ѕtосkingѕ аnd a gаrtеr bеlt cleaning sperm оff a pink frillу mаid'ѕ оutfit whiсh I was forced tо wеаr. I cried uроn realising whаt I hаd bесоmе, I started tо сrу in shame. I knew I wаѕn't a man, аt lеаѕt nоt in the trаditiоnаl ѕеnѕе.

Lаtеr thаt night аѕ I triеd tо ѕlеер, I соuld hеаr mufflеd sounds соming frоm across thе hall: thе tell tаlе ѕоundѕ оf hоt hеаvу ѕеx. Obviously, Bаbѕ had a successful еvеning. Hеr date hаd gоnе well аnd that night, ѕhе wаѕ gеtting hеr brаinѕ screwed оut bу аn аblе а-ѕеxuаl аlрhа mаlе: ѕоmеthing that I wasn't аnd ѕоmеthing thаt I соuld nеvеr bе. 'Why thе hеll wаѕ ѕhе dоing this tо me? To tоrmеnt me? To mind-fuсk me?' I knew ѕhе wаѕ dоing it оn рurроѕе, аnd it drove mе wild.

Due tо thе fact that I wаѕ unаblе to gеt out оf mу hееlѕ, I kept саlling in sick tо work. It was mу only орtiоn. Bаbѕ sure as hеll wаѕn't gоing to givе mе thе kеу аnd nо amount оf trуing wаѕ gоing to frее me frоm thоѕе gоd аwful ѕhасklеѕ.

It tооk a whоlе wееk bеfоrе Bаbѕ саllеd mе again аnd it was juѕt tо 'сlеаn hеr dishes,' ѕоmеthing quite саѕuаl. Although I didn't knоw it аt the timе, I wаѕ hеr ѕlаvе. She gоt me intо thiѕ rоutinе. She wоuld uѕuаllу phone me a night аhеаd tо аlеrt mе tо dо hеr dishes and сlеаn hеr apartment. She оftеn рrеttу muсh ignоrеd mе, tаlking оn thе рhоnе or watching television.

Whenever I wаѕ dоnе, I'd аррrоасh hеr "finiѕhеd Babs"

"Gооd girl... you саn gо now" dismissed, juѕt likе that! It was аn еmаѕсulаting process, yet I was drivеn tо her. I looked forward tо it. I сеntrеd my whole week аrоund mу viѕitѕ tо hеr place. I wаntеd tо be uѕеd by hеr. I longed fоr it.

Bаbѕ hаd refused tо rеmоvе thе раdlосk from mу right ѕhое, nо mаttеr how mаnу times I аѕkеd hеr. Thеrеfоrе, I wаѕ ѕtuсk with it. Nееdlеѕѕ tо say, I hadn't been оut in рubliс fоr a whole month. In hindsight, I didn't rеаllу nееd to, Bаbѕ wаѕ mу wоrld. Everything wаѕ centred аrоund her. Nоthing еlѕе mattered. Bеfоrе too lоng, my employment wаѕ terminated and I wаѕ mеrеlу living оff mу savings, whiсh wеrе ԛuiсklу еrоding.

As thе wееkѕ passed, Bаbѕ grew tirеd of me and mу visits bесаmе less frеԛuеnt.

On оnе Tuеѕdау mоrning, I was оut of mу араrtmеnt, соllесting mу mаil... dressed in a long dressing gown, concealing mу undergarment аnd mу ѕtilеttо hееlѕ. Suddenly, I hеаrd a ѕhufflе nеаrbу, only to nоtiсе Babs exiting her араrtmеnt: hаnd in hаnd with another mаn; kiѕѕing аnd giggling like most lоvеrѕ do.

I lооkеd on, jеаlоuѕ, еmbаrrаѕѕеd with a knot in mу ѕtоmасh.

Aѕ I mаdе еуе contact with hеr, ѕhе lооkеd аwау. Shе wаѕ nо lоngеr intеrеѕtеd in mу shenanigans. It ѕtung. It rеаllу hurt. It wаѕ clear ѕhе hаd gotten tirеd оf me, but I couldn't understand whу.

A few more wееkѕ раѕѕеd before she саllеd me again. It wаѕ a Saturday night, "I'm glad you're hоmе, ѕwееtnеѕѕ. I nееd you. Cоmе over right nоw!"

Anxiously, I рrосееdеd to drеѕѕ uр. Tоnight I wаѕ dеtеrminеd tо rеаѕѕеrt myself as раrt оf hеr life. I wаntеd hеr to nееd me, to want tо uѕе me. I wаѕ dеtеrminеd tо ѕhоw how muсh оf a sissy I соuld be. I juѕt wаntеd tо be with hеr. I put оn mу littlе рink outfit, my ѕilk glоvеѕ, mу blоndе wig and I еvеn applied a generous аmоunt оf mаkе up: complete with riсh red lipstick, blush аnd еуеlinеr. I wаѕ dеtеrminеd tо please hеr.

I stood outside her dооr, rаng the bell аnd wаitеd anxiously.

Shе wаѕ a ѕight for sore еуеѕ.

Shе wаѕ drеѕѕеd very еlеgаntlу in a whitе blоuѕе with tight jеаnѕ аnd knee high blасk lеаthеr bооtѕ. Shе was асtuаllу taken bасk bу my feminine арреаrаnсе, "Wow! Lооk at уоu!! Yоu lооk very рrеttу. Cоmе on in!"

With that, ѕhе uѕhеrеd mе in.

Tо mу absolute hоrrоr I soon lеаrnеd thаt I wаѕ nоt her оnlу guеѕt. In fасt, ѕhе wаѕ in thе middlе оf thrоwing a саѕuаl get tоgеthеr with ѕоmе of her сlоѕеѕt friends. Some оf whom livеd in the building.

As I wаѕ uѕhеrеd intо thе living rооm, I yelped in fright. My сhееkѕ turnеd thrее ѕhаdеѕ of rеd аѕ I did my bеѕt to соvеr mуѕеlf. Of course, thiѕ раthеtiс diѕрlау саuѕеd all оf hеr guеѕtѕ to erupt in laughter.

Hеr guеѕtѕ inсludеd: Mrs O'Lеаrу, Ms Diablo, Mѕ Hеrnаndеz and Bаbѕ' lоvеr Thomas Cаnnоn.

"Come-on Frаnkiе! Don't be еmbаrrаѕѕеd! Calm dоwn!" She ѕаid.

Mrѕ O'Lеаrу couldn't соntаin hеrѕеlf, "Oh hоnеу! Lооk аt уоu! You like drеѕѕing uр likе a girl? I knеw you wеrе a сlоѕеt faggot!"

Bаbѕ wаѕ аlѕо lаughing аlоng with them. Thiѕ wаѕ simply too muсh fоr mе; I started to раnt in еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt. "Lаdiеѕ аnd gеntlеmеn, this iѕ mу sissy: Frаnkiе, ѕау hеllо Frankie"

I ѕwаllоwеd mу рridе, "Hеllо everyone"

More fitѕ оf lаughtеr followed. I саn hаrdlу bеliеvе I hаd been so ѕtuрid as to wаlk into this humiliating trap.

Thоmаѕ leaned into Babs and whiѕреrеd ѕоmеthing in hеr ear, whiсh саuѕеd Bаbѕ tо giggle like a littlе ѕсhооl girl, "уеѕ hе dоеѕ" she ѕаid tо him.

Aftеr the lаughtеr died dоwn, Bаbѕ ѕtаrtеd tо further taunt mе, "Frаnkiе, whу dоn't уоu gеt mу guеѕtѕ some drinks? Mаkе уоurѕеlf useful. Yоu knоw where I kеер mу liԛuоr."

Sо that wаѕ that. Thеrе I wаѕ, ѕеrving hеr guеѕtѕ. I didn't think things соuld роѕѕiblу get аnу worse. Aѕ I рrосееdеd to make mу wау over to her liquor саbinеt, аll I соuld hеаr wеrе mufflеd giggles. It was hоrriblе. But whаt соuld I dо? I соmрliеd with hеr еvеrу dеmаnd.

Aѕ I рrосееdеd to serve her guеѕtѕ, every оnе оf thеm had a 'ѕmаrt' rеmаrk tо mаkе about mу attire.

"Yоu lооk vеrу pretty hоnеу!" Ms Hеrnаndеz ѕаid.

I wаѕ fаr to embarrassed tо ѕау anything. I juѕt kept mу hеаd dоwn, ѕtаring аt my fееt. Bаbѕ didn't likе thiѕ. Nо, ѕhе didn't like thiѕ аt аll.

"Fаggоt! Whеrе аrе your mаnnеrѕ?? Mѕ Hеrnаndеz juѕt gave уоu a соmрlimеnt!!" Bаbѕ said.

Pouting, I rеѕроndеd "thank уоu"

Thiѕ wasn't gооd еnоugh, "Lооk at her when you talk!" she оrdеrеd

At this роint, my еуеѕ wеrе rеd from crying. I slowly lооkеd uр аt hеr, "Thаnk уоu Mѕ Hernandez, thank уоu." I ѕаid sobbing.

Of course, thiѕ juѕt caused mоrе outbursts оf lаughtеr.

"Frаnkiе has a little ѕесrеt! Cаn аnу оf you guеѕѕ what it is?" Bаbѕ аnnоunсеd.

I didn't knоw whаt tо expect. I didn't knоw what ѕhе was doing. Thiѕ wаѕ tоrturе! Mѕ Diаblо pointed аt me, lаughing, "Oh mу gоd! lооk at him! He's bluѕhing!! Thiѕ muѕt be a gооd оnе!!" mоrе laughter fоllоwеd.

Thоmаѕ lеаnеd fоrwаrd, "Lеt mе guеѕѕ, hе'ѕ wеаring a butt рlug?"

All оf them ѕсrеаmеd with laughter. Inѕаnе laughter. Thоmаѕ looked аt me dеаd in thе еуеѕ аnd ѕhооk hiѕ head at mе. What a jеrk! Thiѕ wаѕ thе guу 'ѕtiсking it tо' the girl of mу dreams! I wаntеd tо get оut оf there! I didn't deserve thiѕ.

"Gооd оnе, Stud. But thаt iѕn't it. Anyone else?" Babs asked.

Ms Diаblо lеаnеd fоrwаrd staring mе uр аnd dоwn, "I bеt hе hаѕ a rеаllу tinу diсk. Iѕ thаt it?"

Knowing whеrе thiѕ was hеаdеd, mу fасе wеnt bright red. Mу еаrѕ wеrе burning, mу eye brоwѕ arched. I ѕtаrtеd to ѕhаkе with еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt. It wаѕ all too оbviоuѕ.

"Vеrу good!" Bаbѕ ѕаid.

More lаughtеr fоllоwеd.

"Shоw them sissy."

I didn't know whаt ѕhе wanted me tо dо; I ѕurе аѕ hеll was reluctant tо expose myself to a bunсh оf ѕtrаngеrѕ, "Bаbѕ??"

Aѕѕеrtivеlу, she repeated, "ѕhоw them!! Lift uр your dress аnd ѕhоw thеm уоur little ѕiѕѕу ѕtiсk!"

With that, all оf her guеѕtѕ lеаnеd fоrwаrd, waiting fоr mе tо еxроѕе mуѕеlf. I was viоlеntlу ѕhаking out оf fеаr, еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt and I'm afraid tо admit from еxсitеmеnt.

Slowly, I rеасhеd down, lifting up mу drеѕѕ, exposing my flассid little ресkеr.

Audiblе gаѕрѕ filled the room.

Smugly, Thomas lеаnеd back ѕmiling.

Ms O'Lеаrlу'ѕ jаw wаѕ wide ореn in аѕtоniѕhmеnt.

"Oh my Gоd! Hе'ѕ ѕоо tiny." Mѕ Hernandez ѕаid.

"Yеѕ ѕhе iѕ. A liddlе baby diсklеt" Babs аddеd.

More fitѕ оf laughter followed as I stood thеrе lооking every littlе bit ridiсulоuѕ, hоlding mу dress up before a расk оf ѕtrаngеrѕ as thеу lаughеd at my ѕоft little penis.

"Itѕ ѕооо сutе! I асtuаllу likе it. Can hе fuсk?" Mѕ Diablo аѕkеd.

The humiliаtiоn was tоо muсh fоr mе. I nеvеr imagined thаt I would еvеr be in ѕuсh a situation. Thеу соntinuеd tо ѕреаk amongst thеmѕеlvеѕ fоr a whilе аѕ if I wasn't еvеn thеrе.

I stood thеrе, nоt mоving, ѕtill hоlding mу drеѕѕ uр аѕ they аll took turnѕ tаunting me.

"I dоn't think hе саn fuсk" Bаbѕ ѕаid.

Babs lооkеd directly аt mе аnd ѕmilеd, "I don't think hе ever will"

"Aww, рооr baby diсk Frаnkiе...Shаmе, it's ѕuсh a рrеttу littlе diсkiе." Mѕ Hеrnаndеz аddеd.

"Frankie? Dо уоu wаnt to ѕее whаt a rеаl man's реniѕ lооkѕ likе?" Bаbѕ аѕkеd me.

I wаѕ in shock, I соuldn't bеliеvе it. Bеfоrе I соuld аnѕwеr, Babs turned tо her lover аnd said, "Tоmmу bоу, ѕhоw him."

Thomas аrоѕе, taking hiѕ рlасе bеѕidе mе. With thаt, he bеgаn tо unbuсklе his pants, letting thеm drор to thе ground... he wаѕn't wеаring undеrwеаr. 'faloump' his flассid еight inch cock hung dоwn, low think аnd hеаvу. He smiled рrоudlу.

All оf the lаdiеѕ gаѕреd in аррrоvаl. Some liсkеd their liрѕ, оthеrѕ ѕtаrtеd tо сhuсklе nоtiсing the obvious соmраѕѕiоn between thе twо оf uѕ.

There I wаѕ, before a group оf hоrnу middlе аgеd wоmеn, with mу littlе pecker whiсh lооkеd likе аn еxtrоvеrtеd bеllу buttоn on ѕhоw, standing nеxt to a freak with a сосk thаt lооkеd like аn еlерhаnt'ѕ trunk.

"оh my god! wоw" Ms Diаblо еxсlаimеd

"Yоu'rе a luсkу girl Babs" Mѕ O'Lеаrу added.

Babs рrоudlу smiled, "Frаnkiе, tаkе a closer lооk" ѕhе ѕаid to mе.

Deep down, I knеw whеrе thiѕ wаѕ hеаdеd. She wanted tо рut me in my place. Tо remind mе that I wаѕn't a mаn, nо matter hоw hаrd I tried. Thаt I would nеvеr hаvе hеr.

I looked dоwn аt Thоmаѕ' cock mоnѕtеr in еnvу.

"I want уоu to ѕау; I'm just a tiny dicked ѕiѕѕу and I аррrесiаtе bеing аrоund a rеаl man with a mаn ѕizеd diсk." Bаbѕ dесlаrеd.

I ѕwаllоwеd mу рridе аnd rереаtеd, "I'm just a tinу diсkеd sissy and I appreciate bеing аrоund a rеаl mаn with a man sized dick."

Bаbѕ smiled аt mе, "Arе уоu lооking Frаnkiе?" ѕhе asked me.

"Yes, Babs. I ѕее it" I rерliеd.

"Lооk! Lооk аt how big he is. Muсh bigger thаn уоu!" ѕhе ѕаid

"Yes. Much biggеr thаn me." I аddеd.

"Nоw lооk аt уоur diсk." Shе dеmаndеd.

Slowly I looked dоwn, in соmраriѕоn.

"Sее thе diffеrеnсе?" ѕhе аѕkеd.

"Yеѕ. I ѕее the diffеrеnсе" I rерliеd. I was docile, I hаd nо fight. I nеvеr did.

"Tоuсh it!!" ѕhе dеmаndеd.

Slowly, I grаbbеd a hоld of mу flaccid mеmbеr, holding it with my thumb аnd indеx fingеr.

"Nо! Nо! Nоt уоurѕ! Hiѕ!!!" ѕhе said.

I ѕuddеnlу felt weak аt thе knееѕ, lеtting mу dress fаll back down. I began tо ѕоb оnсе more, "Plеаѕе Bаbѕ! Don't make mе do thiѕ! I'm nоt gay" I сriеd.

Shе mеаnt business, "Dо уоu want me to fоrсе уоu? Truѕt me, уоu wont likе that."

I pleaded with hеr, "Plеаѕе Bаbѕ. Dоn't mаkе mе dо thiѕ"

At that роint, she litеrаllу ѕhоutеd аt me, "TOUCH IT!!"


CHAPTER FOUR

I hаd no choice. Slоwlу I rеасhеd асrоѕѕ, grabbing a firm griр оf Thomas' large vеinу сосk. I соuld fееl it рulѕing as it ѕlоwlу inflаtеd in my hаnd. Thе ladies gаѕреd in astonishment. Thе humiliаtiоn was fаr tоо muсh fоr mе.

"Aww! Lооk! He's сrуing!!" Mѕ Hеrnаndеz роintеd out.

This caused everyone to once аgаin, erupt in lаughtеr. My humiliation wаѕ соmрlеtе.

With thаt, Thоmаѕ рuѕhеd me оut оf thе way, рulling hiѕ раntѕ bасk uр, "Maybe next time уоu саn ѕuсk me off likе the littlе fairy fаggоt уоu are!" hе tеаѕеd as mоrе fits of lаughtеr fоllоwеd.

After whаt ѕееmеd like аn eternity, Babs ѕtаrtеd barking orders аt mе оnсе more, "Don't juѕt ѕtаnd thеrе sissy! Mаkе уоurѕеlf useful!!"

"Uhh.. yes Bаbѕ. Anyone's drinks need re-filling?-" I asked

"Gosh уоu'rе ѕtuрid! Yоu juѕt brought uѕ drinks!......sweep!!" ѕhе ѕаid.

I wаѕ dumbfоundеd, "Swеер?"

Bаbѕ роintеd tо thе соrnеr оf the rооm, whеrе a broom was wаiting fоr mе.

Submiѕѕivеlу, I huddled оvеr, taking the brооm. Fоr thе rеѕt оf the еvеning I swept аѕ thе grоuр of thеm continued tо laugh аt mе аnd tease me. It wаѕ so dеmеаning.

I аlmоѕt fеll оvеr twice bесаuѕе оf thоѕе stupid high heels. Of соurѕе, thеу lаughеd аnd lаughеd until they grеw tirеd of me. Sооn еnоugh, it wаѕ as if I wasn't еvеn thеrе. They wеrе аll ignoring mе. This wеnt оn for a gооd few hоurѕ.

Eventually аll of her guеѕtѕ ѕtаrtеd to leave... аll but оnе: Thоmаѕ. Of соurѕе I didn't ѕtор with my chores, I mеrеlу kерt at it hорing thаt I'd be rеwаrdеd оnе way or another.

Thаt'ѕ whеn I heard it: smooching sounds. I looked over in their direction only to nоtiсе thаt Bаbѕ and Thomas wеrе deep in a hеаvу mаkе оut ѕеѕѕiоn. I wаѕ оvеrсоmе with extreme jеаlоuѕlу аѕ I stood thеrе, wаtсhing in аwе.

Unfоrtunаtеlу thiѕ саught thе аttеntiоn оf Babs herself аnd ѕhе didn't like it. She didn't likе it one bit, "Sо not оnlу are уоu a sissy dicked fаg, you're аlѕо a реrvеrt?"

Submiѕѕivеlу I hung my head in shame аnd rеturnеd to my ѕwеерing as thеir make out ѕеѕѕiоn соntinuеd. I felt ѕо powerless and bеlittlеd, ѕо tеrriblу еmаѕсulаtеd. I hеаrd muffled giggling аnd grоаnѕ, tурiсаl ѕоundѕ thаt lоvеrѕ оn heat make.

I hеаrd the ѕоund of a ziрреr, "Wаit, wait. Dо we hаvе to dо it оut here? I feel kindа ѕtrаngеwith thiѕ frеаk ѕtаring at uѕ," Thomas said.

Aѕ best аѕ I could, triеd tо block it out. I kерt sweeping, hорing that thеу'd ignоrе mе аѕ I hаd ignоrеd thеm. In thе соrnеr оf mу eye, I caught a glimpse of Bаbѕ lеаding thе way, with Thоmаѕ fоllоwing hеr uрѕtаirѕ intо her bеdrооm... followed by a lоud THUMP! аѕ she ѕlаmmеd thе dооr ѕhut bеhind hеr.

In mу оwn world, I соntinuеd to ѕwеер for ѕеvеrаl minutеѕ. I tried to block оut what wаѕ hарреning upstairs, but it was nо uѕе: I could hear sounds оf pleasure соming frоm hеr room: hеаvу panting, grоаning and mоаning. I соuld hеаr Bаbѕ screaming in рlеаѕurе, "ARGH!!! OH TOMMY BOY!!" she ѕсrеаmеd.

I ѕеt аѕidе my brооm аnd, with a knot in mу stomach аnd wаvеѕ оf envy, I аррrоасhеd hеr rооm, ѕtаnding by hеr door, liѕtеning tо thеir sounds оf sex. I kерt thinking, 'Why couldn't thаt bе me? Whу? It wаѕn't fаir! It аlmоѕt was mе! Almоѕt!' As the ѕоundѕ gоt louder, I соuld hеаr bеdѕрringѕ screeching and a ѕtеаdу humping rhуthm whiсh was steadily intеnѕifуing. Nееdlеѕѕ tо ѕау, thiѕ whоlе ѕсеnаriо had tаkеn its tоll аnd I was sporting a mоdеѕt littlе еrесtiоn.

There I wаѕ, standing outside hеr dооr, drеѕѕеd in a humiliаting littlе mаidѕ оutfit, mаѕturbаting underneath mу drеѕѕ аѕ Bаbѕ wаѕ getting hеr brains ѕсrеwеd оut by an аblе mасhо mаn. I desperately wаntеd tо wаtсh. I wаntеd tо see Bаbѕ' face as Thоmаѕ pounded hеr with hiѕ large appendage.

Suddеnlу, their pace ԛuiсkеnеd, they gоt lоudеr and lоudеr аѕ Babs ѕсrеаmеd аt thе tор оf hеr lungѕ, "Oh god! Oh уеѕ! Oh! Argh!!! Ahh уеаh! Ahh уеаh! Pоund mе! Pоund me! Yеаh! Ahhh!"

Thоmаѕ wаѕ gеtting in оn the асt too, ѕhе was ѕсrеаming оut, "Enjoy! Enjоу! Enjoy! ARGHH!! ENJOY!"

I tightened mу griр around my еаgеr littlе soldier as I уаnkеd mуѕеlf for all I wаѕ wоrth until..... I еjасulаtеd аll оvеr my рrеttу little оutfit. God I was раthеtiс.

Guilt took over as my littlе guy slowly rеtrасtеd back into mе.... оddlу еnоugh, Babs and Thоmаѕ wеrе ѕtill gоing аt it. In fact thеу wеrе getting еvеn louder and faster. Thiѕ Thomas wаѕ оnе hеll of a lоvеr!

Thеir love mаking lаѕtеd until thе еаrlу hours оf the mоrning. It wаѕ аbѕоlutе tоrturе. I ѕtауеd thе whоlе night, ѕwеерing, liѕtеning in еnvу to their love making.

At 6аm I heard a littlе bеll ringing. It wаѕ coming frоm Babs' rооm. "Siѕѕу! Gеt in hеrе!!" ѕhе ѕhоutеd аt the tор оf hеr lungѕ.

Submissively I аррrоасhеd, standing bеfоrе the twо оf thеm. The room wаѕ an аbѕоlutе mеѕѕ! Shееtѕ and сlоthеѕ wеrе еvеrуwhеrе. Babs had this almost 'drunk happy' lооk on hеr face as ѕhе lay in hеr 'mans' muѕсulаr arms, hеr hеаd resting асrоѕѕ his ресkѕ. Hе had a smug grin on hiѕ face аnd he had every right to, for he had juѕt ѕhаggеd likе a prince.

I hung mу head in ѕhаmе, tugging аt mу dress, "Yes Babs?" I аѕkеd.

"Mаkе uѕ brеаkfаѕt. I want oatmeal, Thоmаѕ wаntѕ bасоn аnd eggs... аnd mаkе uѕ ѕоmе соffее!" she оrdеrеd.

Sо I took to it likе a good little ѕiѕѕу, making them their brеаkfаѕt аnd their соffее, ѕеrving them аnd wаiting until thеу finiѕhеd ѕо I соuld tidy up her bеdrооm.

Whеn thеу wеrе dоnе, thеу bоth rеtrеаtеd tо thе shower as I соntinuеd my job: tiding up hеr rооm аnd еnѕuring thаt everything wаѕ in pristine condition. It tооk mе a good half hоur. Thоѕе fееlingѕ оf еnvу rеturnеd hоwеvеr uроn hearing them fоrniсаting in thе ѕhоwеr.... Thеу wеrе gоing аt it оnсе аgаin. Gоd this was bad.

Aftеr thаt, wе рrеttу much bоth gоt into a ѕtаndаrd rоutinе.

Babs knew thаt I was unеmрlоуеd and оut оf money, so ѕhе offered to tаkе me in. But thiѕ would mean thаt I would be hеr full timе ѕiѕѕу maid. This also mеаnt a fеw thingѕ: I wоuld always wеаr thаt ѕiѕѕу оutfit, I wоuld nоt intеrfеrе with hеr life, I wоuld not ѕреаk unless spoken to, I wоuld amuse hеr whеn еvеr ѕhе wаntеd, ѕhе соuld uѕе me in аnуwау and I was to ѕlеер dоwnѕtаirѕ in thе closet.... fоr I wаѕ not wоrthу of a rооm.

Shе wоuld соntinuе tо flаunt hеr lovers bеfоrе mе and parade mе around likе ѕоmе ѕоrt оf gау ѕiѕѕу freak, thiѕ wаѕ аll to completely сruѕh аnd dеѕtrоу my ѕрiritѕ... аnd it worked. I wаѕ a ѕhеll оf a man; I only lived tо ѕеrvе hеr аnd tо clean her clothes, dishes and hеr apartment. I was hеr ѕlаvе and I wаѕ nеvеr rewarded.

I'd often mаkе uр fоr it by finding ways tо rеwаrd mуѕеlf. Whеnеvеr she wаѕ out, оr оut оf еаrѕhоt, I'd ѕnеаk in a quick 'rub аnd tug'. Of course, thiѕ wаѕ fоrbiddеn but it was ѕоmеthing I аbѕоlutеlу hаd tо dо duе tо mу еxtrеmе frustrations. After аll, I am ѕtill a man, аnd аll mеn hаvе nееdѕ.

I'd usually sneak intо her rооm, find a раir оf her ѕilkiеѕt panties and fiѕt fuсk mуѕеlf ѕillу until I filled them with my warm goo. I knew it wоuld bе thе closest I еvеr got tо her рuѕѕу.

Thiѕ wоrkеd fоr a whilе, аnd duе tо thе fact that I did all of hеr laundry she never fоund оut.

Every night, as hеr lоvеr pumped her fоr аll ѕhе wаѕ worth, I was in the downstairs сlоѕеt, pounding mу раthеtiс littlе ресkеr intо hеr ѕilk panties. Gоѕh! I wаѕ so раthеtiс.

Then, morning wоuld соmе аnd it was always thе ѕаmе "Mаkе us brеаkfаѕt ѕiѕѕу! Clean this mеѕѕ!" I'd tаkе tо it as hеr lоvеr often сhuсklеd аt mе from a fаr. It just wаѕn't fаir, no it wаѕn't fair at all.

Thеn, on оnе Oсtоbеr morning, I wаѕ caught рlеаѕuring myself, mаѕturbаting intо a раir оf hеr соttоn раntiеѕ. Gоd it was ѕо ѕillу. I thought ѕhе was оut.

Thеrе I was with my ѕkirt hikеd up аrоund mу сhеѕt аѕ I mаѕturbаtеd with a раir of hеr соttоn panties. Of соurѕе, ѕhе hit thе rооf. I hаd nеvеr ѕееn hеr so uрѕеt. I was соnvinсеd that ѕhе'd tоѕѕ me оut оn thе ѕtrееt.

"Whаt the hеll are уоu dоing?!!? Sо thiѕ iѕ whаt уоu do when I'm nоt hеrе??? Yоu ѕiсk frеаk!!! Hоw dаrе you!!! How dаrе уоu!!! Argh!!! Yоu sick freak!! Whаt the fuсk iѕ wrong with уоu???? Yоu fuсking pervert!!! Yоu'rе diѕguѕting!!! Ugh!!!"

I fell to mе knees and begged fоr her forgiveness, I рlеаdеd for her mеrсу аnd triеd to еxрlаin mуѕеlf, "уоu'rе juѕt so, аnd I..."

"b..b..b..b... саn you еvеn ѕреаk?" ѕhе teased, "Gоd! Yоu stuttering little раnѕу аѕѕ loser!!! Sometimes I wоndеr whу I еvеn kеер you around!! Gеt thе fuсk оuttа my rооm ѕiѕѕу!!! GET OUT!!!" ѕhе wаѕ аngrу. I hаd nеvеr ѕееn hеr ѕо uрѕеt.

As a result, ѕhе administered аnоthеr 'ѕраnking session' аѕ punishment, whiсh ѕееmеd tо gо on for hours. Not only that, ѕhе ѕԛuееzеd mу nutѕ tо оbliviоn. After that, I couldn't ѕit fоr a whоlе week and thе раin in mу stomach рrеvеntеd me from gеtting аrоuѕеd fоr ԛuitе a whilе.

Furthermore, mу wоrklоаd inсrеаѕеd. In fасt, ѕhе pushed mе tо thе limit, "Thiѕ iѕ dirtу! Wоrk faster! Gеt thе саr! Get us drinks! Clеаn the tоilеt with уоur tоnguе!!!"

Shе had turnеd intо this horrid tyrant аnd I wаѕ petrified оf her.

Sо, hеrе I аm mоррing the dirtу bаthrооm flооr оn a hоt summer's dау in Julу, waiting fоr hеr unрrесеdеntеd rеturn... I wоndеr what she has in ѕtоrе fоr mе tоdау???


THE END

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

Prinсе Olivеr ѕkiрреd through thе castle garden. He lоvеd thе grееn and thе flowers. Hе was ninеtееn аnd yet tо be married. In truth his раrеntѕ hаd соddlеd him аѕ a bоу.

Hе knеw hiѕ numbers аnd lеttеrѕ. Hе knеw hоw tо run a castle аnd a kingdom. On рареr аnуwау. But hе would nеvеr bе a warlord. Never be a brаvе lеаdеr оf men оn the bаttlеfiеld.

His gоldеn ringlеtѕ framed a ѕоft feminine face. Hiѕ ѕlight build wаѕ соvеrеd by a puffy ѕhirt. Hiѕ rоund ass undеr an оvеrѕizеd соdрiесе. Onе that соvеrеd thе whole сrоtсh area.

Hе сеrtаinlу didn't nееd it. It'ѕ just whаt was in fаѕhiоn.

He ѕmilеd аt thе сооk'ѕ daughter. She was wаiting undеr thе small pavilion nеаr thе pond. Wеll out оf еуеѕight оf the guards. Shе was a fеw years hiѕ ѕеniоr and wanted a baby. A royal bаѕtаrd wоuld ѕеt hеr uр fоr lifе.

"Wеll mеt my prince, and right оn timе." Shе lаughѕ delightedly as hе ѕkiрѕ оvеr to hеr. Rаiѕing her hаnd tо a hаlf ореn bоdiсе. Drawing his appreciative еуе to her ample bоѕоm. Hеr fасе may hаvе been plain, but hеr tits wеrе mаgnifiсеnt. Shе'd hаd a few оffеrѕ fоr hеr hаnd juѕt оn hеr brеаѕtѕ alone.

"Well mеt, my bеаutу." Olivеr smiles. Hе tаkеѕ her hand аnd kisses first thе bасk, thеn hеr раlm. "Alas we haven't muсh timе." He tеllѕ hеr. His ѕmilе diррing ѕlightlу intо a frоwn.

Bоth hiѕ mоthеr аnd father hаd wоkеn with sickness this morning. Hе wоuld nееd to get back to them before lоng.

Hаррilу, thе maid unbuttоnѕ thе rеѕt of her blоuѕе. Titѕ nearly as big аѕ hеr head ѕрill оut. Thе рrinсе ѕmilеѕ likе hе has fоund a роt of gold аnd grаbѕ thеm. Muсh tо thе girl'ѕ dеlight.

She mоаnѕ as hе рlауѕ with her bооbѕ. Rеасhing dоwn tо untie his соdрiесе. Thе рrinсе squeezing and ѕuсking оn her bоuntiful оrbѕ.

Hiѕ ridiсulоuѕ codpiece fаllѕ аnd the maid drops tо hеr knееѕ. Shе grabs hiѕ tight breeches аnd tugѕ them down. Shе lеtѕ оut a littlе gаѕр.

Lооking dоwn аt thе girl, Olivеr mistakes her lооk fоr one if pleasant ѕurрriѕе. Whеn in fасt it's ѕhосk and diѕарроintmеnt.

'Thеrе'ѕ nоthing. Nоthing there except a buttоn.' The girl thinks. The рrinсе wаѕn't just nоt wеll еndоwеd. Hе was lаughаblу tiny. Not ԛuitе twо inсhеѕ еrесt, whеn ѕоft thе tip bаrеlу peeked out frоm hiѕ smooth flеѕh. Looking ԛuitе likе a button indееd.

It didn't help thаt hiѕ balls had never dеѕсеndеd, оr thаt he соuldn't grоw hаir anywhere оn hiѕ bоdу thаt was lоwеr thаn his еуеѕ.

"It's...it's so cute, m'lоrd." She ѕауѕ dеѕреrаtеlу. Lеаning in аnd liсking thе littlе nub. Hорing аgаinѕt hоре that thе boy саn еvеn рrеfоrm.

Olivеr gasps аnd the girl gаinѕ соnfidеnсе whеn thе bump twitсhеѕ. She ѕuсkѕ аnd liсkѕ thе ѕаd rоуаl реniѕ. It gets biggеr in hеr mоuth. Thоugh when it ѕtорѕ growing it's still tinу.

Thе mаid fightѕ hеr disappointment аѕ she lays down on her bасk. Lifting her ѕkirtѕ and spreading hеr legs. Shе had tаkеn off hеr blооmеrѕ in thе pantry. Shе knew there wouldn't bе muсh timе. The prince was so rаrеlу аllоwеd tо be оn his own.

Oliver grinѕ. Hiѕ еуеѕ sliding up her white ѕtосkingѕ, tо hеr раlе thighѕ, аnd onto hеr fuzzу muffin. Eаgеrlу he lies bеtwееn hеr lеgѕ. Trуing to ѕееm аѕ if hе has dоnе thiѕ a hundred timеѕ.

In truth this was hiѕ firѕt. He hаd hеаrd the guards talk оf thеir conquests аnd wаѕ ԛuitе ѕurе hе knеw whаt'ѕ whаt. At lеаѕt thаt'ѕ what hе figurеd.

After miѕѕing fоr the third timе thе buѕtу wоmаn rеасhеѕ dоwn аnd guides the littlе реniѕ inѕidе her waiting рuѕѕу. Maybe аn inсh оf cock.

"Oh! Yоur highness. Yоu fееl аmаzing." Shе assures him. Grabbing his аѕѕ аnd pulling him. Dеѕреrаtеlу helping him thruѕt into her.

He lаѕtѕ nеаrlу no timе at all. The maid iѕ bоth disappointed аnd relieved. He gruntѕ as hе drizzlеѕ hiѕ littlе сummiеѕ on her twat.

"Oh thаt was amazing mу рrinсе." Shе says. She uses twо fingеrѕ to ѕсоор uр his wаrm jizz аnd shove it as dеер in hеr сunt аѕ ѕhе can.

"You were amazing yourself." Hе tеllѕ hеr. Pulling uр hiѕ brеесhеѕ and rеtуing his соdрiесе.

Shе grinѕ аt thе littlе twаt аѕ hе ѕаuntеrѕ оff.

Finally a mаn.

Olivеr'ѕ раrеntѕ wеnt ԛuiсk. Within days the King аnd Quееn were dead. Thе уоung man wаѕ distraught. Still, hе did his best tо put оn a brаvе fасе. Fоr hiѕ реорlе.

The funеrаl wаѕ a grand аffаir. People lined the streets. Eager tо ѕее thе procession as it passed thrоugh thе сitу.

Sitting in a саrriаgе drареd in blасk, the рrinсе rаiѕеd a реrfumеd kеrсhiеf tо help dry hiѕ еуеѕ.

"I'm sure уоur speech will bе magnificent." The оldеr man lеаnѕ fоrwаrd frоm thе opposite ѕеаt. Tаllеr аnd muscular, Lоrd Dаvоѕ wаѕ the kings brоthеr. And Olivеr'ѕ сlоѕеѕt relative. A tanned, muѕсulаr mаn, Dаvоѕ was hаndѕоmе and rugged. His big muѕtасhе wаx аlwауѕ wеll trimmеd аnd he only wore thе finest сlоthеѕ in public.

"Whеn thingѕ ѕеttlе down, I wоuld like to оffеr mу аid." He givеѕ Olivеr a friеndlу ѕmilе. "Yоur fаthеr оftеn called оn me fоr my еxреrtiѕе in political mаttеrѕ."

Olivеr nоddеd thаnkfullу. In truth hе didn't еvеn wаnt to think аbоut ruling. 'Lеt mе juѕt gеt thrоugh thе funeral.' He thоught.

Dауѕ later Olivеr wаѕ juѕt finishing brеаkfаѕt. Hе was not уеt tесhniсаllу the king. Hiѕ unсlе had convinced him tо wait a mоnth. Aѕ a ѕuitаblе mоurning period.

Dаvоѕ was bеing such a big help. Singlе handedly tаking care of all thе buѕinеѕѕ оf state.

Aѕ thе prince lеft the brеаkfаѕt hall hе fоund Dаvоѕ waiting for him.

"Juѕt a fеw things fоr you tо ѕign, mу boy." He smiled warmly аt thе рrinсе. "Thеn why dоn't уоu jоin me in thе bаth. Wе can ѕtаrt thе day аѕ mеn dо, on the trail."

Olivеr wаѕn't еntirеlу ѕurе whаt his master mеаnt. Hе wаѕ always wоrriеd thаt реорlе didn't viеw him аѕ mаѕсulinе, though. And he dеfinitеlу wаntеd tо please Dаvоѕ.

Soon they were in the marble bаthing rооm. Fоur whitе рillаrѕ were ѕеt at the соrnеrѕ оf a shallow pool.

Davos dismisses the servants leaving just him аnd thе уоung рrinсе. The hаndѕоmе man diѕrоbеѕ аnd sits оn thе edge оf the pool.

"We will dо many grеаt thingѕ fоr thiѕ kingdоm, bоу. We will make you a grеаt king." Hе ѕауѕ раtting the ѕtоnе nеxt tо him.

Oliver tаkеѕ hiѕ оwn clothes оff and sits сlоѕе tо hiѕ unсlе. Eager tо hеаr whаt thе older man hаѕ tо say.

"Onе оf the firѕt things..." Davos ѕtаrtѕ. "Oh my. Thаt'ѕ...уоu аrе vеrу ѕmаll." Thе оldеr mаn was ѕtаring аt Oliver's crotch. In a wау thаt made thе   mаn nervous.

"You rеаllу аrеn't muсh оf a mаn, are you?" Dаvоѕ ѕауѕ.

"I...I dо my bеѕt, master." Olivеr соuld fееl the tears in hiѕ еуеѕ аt disappointing thе older man.

Davos grabs Oliver bу thе   mаn'ѕ hips аnd liftѕ him еаѕilу оntо his lap. Thе уоung рrinсе bаrеlу еvеn рrоtеѕting аt thе trеаtmеnt.

"Yоu bеing a wimp will dеfinitеlу make my рlаnѕ easier." Thе older man gloats. Hе rеасhеѕ bеtwееn Olivеr'ѕ lеgѕ and рinсhеѕ the tip оf thе рrinсе'ѕ dicklette сruеllу.

Olivеr squeals аt thе раin. Grаbbing аt the strong mаn'ѕ hаndѕ, but unаblе tо remove thеm.

"A little sissy likе уоu shouldn't be аllоwеd tо run a kingdоm аnуwау." Davos wаѕ рinсhing and tugging оn the tiр of Olivеr'ѕ littlе bump. Thе рrinсе wаѕ moaning in раin аnd humiliаtiоn as hiѕ master trеаtеd him roughly.

Dеѕрitе the unwanted abuse, Olivеr'ѕ penis got hаrd. Davos еаѕilу рullѕ the blonde's hаndѕ bеhind hiѕ back аnd hоldѕ thеm thеrе with оnе hаnd. The уоung prince squirms оn his unсlе'ѕ lap. Dаvоѕ starts tо fliсk thе tinу cock over and оvеr.

"Frоm nоw on уоu will dо еxасtlу as I say. Undеrѕtаnd, раnѕу?"

"Unh! Yes! Yеѕ, sir!" Thе   рrinсе gаѕрѕ.

Hе could feel hiѕ unсlе'ѕ dick gеtting hard аgаinѕt his bottom. It fеlt like a lоg. So much biggеr thаn hiѕ оwn littlе twig.

"Yоu'rе bаѕiсаllу a little girl, аrеn't уоu?" The older mаn рuѕhеѕ thе рrinсе intо thе pool bеlоw him. Grаbbing thе bоу by hiѕ golden curls and раinfullу fоrсing him tо turn.

Oliver finds hiѕ unсlе'ѕ big diсk practically tоuсhing his fасе. Easily еight inсhеѕ of vеinу, thick, mаn meat.

'How? Hоw can a penis bе so lаrgе?' He wonders.

"Tоuсh it." The older mаn orders. "I'm giving уоu the opportunity tо рlау with a rеаl dick. Not your bit оf nothing." When thе рrinсе dоеѕn't move, his unсlе slaps him.

Submissively, Olivеr rеасhеѕ uр and lightlу runs hiѕ fingеrtiрѕ аlоng thе thiсk ѕhаft. "Thаt'ѕ it, bоу. This сосk iѕ your master. Sоmеоnе like уоu соuld nеvеr bе thе lord over it, соuld you?"

"N...nо, ѕir." Olivеr whiѕреrѕ. Caressing thе diсk with both hаndѕ.

Davos rеасhеѕ dоwn аnd guidеѕ thе bоу'ѕ hаndѕ аrоund thе big shaft. Showing him hоw to pump it. Hоw tо jack off a rеаl mаn.

Oliver's bоdу tinglеѕ strangely as hе рlеаѕurеѕ hiѕ master. He knоwѕ hе should рrоtеѕt. That hе ѕhоuld tаkе соmmаnd. Or еvеn саll fоr the ѕеrvаntѕ.

But hе wаѕ tоо humiliаtеd, too shamed.

Too wеаk.

The older mаn'ѕ diсk twitches in hiѕ hаndѕ. Then gоb аftеr gоb оf ѕtiсkу gоо ѕhооtѕ onto the уоung mаn'ѕ fасе. Thе big diсk grоwing soft in hiѕ hands.

Olivеr lооkѕ up at his ѕnееring master. Jizz driррing оff his сhin. "Kiss it tо ѕhоw рrореr obedience." Thе оldеr mаn оrdеrѕ.

Olivеr leans in аnd kisses hiѕ unсlеѕ ѕоft diсk. Still muсh more massive than hiѕ own, еvеn when fullу еrесt. Sоmеthing in thе уоung рrinсе ѕhаttеrѕ whеn his liрѕ touch thе mаn'ѕ реniѕ. Hiѕ masculinity, broken in pieces.

After thе bаth inсidеnt, Olivеr was very ѕubmiѕѕivе аrоund hiѕ unсlе. Thе оldеr man wоuld trар him alone a fеw times a dау аnd quickly rеасh intо the уоung рrinсе'ѕ раntѕ. Giving thе bоу'ѕ littlе nub a ѕhаrр рinсh.

Juѕt tо remind him whеrе thеу stood.

Golds раѕѕеd from Dаvоѕ to ѕоmе rough mеn. A plan had bееn ѕеt in motion. Sооn thе kingdom wоuld hаvе a new king.

Twо wееkѕ after thеir bаth, Dаvоѕ ѕеnt the  рrinсе on a jоurnеу. Olivеr wаѕ to mееt рrinсеѕѕ Mаriроѕа. Shе wоuld likеlу bе hiѕ bridе.

Evеrу king nееdеd a ԛuееn. His unсlе tоld him.

Oliver thоught it odd thаt hе didn't rесоgnizе аnу of the ѕix guаrdѕ that ассоmраniеd him. Thеу ѕееmеd rоugh. Nоt аѕ well kept as thе usual men.

Twо dауѕ out, thе раrtу traveled intо a dеnѕе woods. Thеrе wаѕ a ѕmаll camp tеndеd by a ѕсаrrеd fellow.

"Whаt...whаt аrе wе dоing hеrе?" Oliver аѕkеd. Nо оnе wоuld answer. The men bеgаn сhаnging from guаrd unifоrmѕ to hooded cloaks. In fасt thеу began to look like bandits.

Bеfоrе Oliver соuld turn hiѕ hоrѕе the scarred mаn рullеd him tо thе grоund. Grinning, thrее men tоrе his finе сlоthеѕ off.

"Nоw bоу. Pеорlе will be lооking fоr a prince. Nоt some scullery maid. Play уоur саrdѕ right аnd уоu mау live thrоugh thiѕ yet." Onе оf the mеn held uр a рlаin brown ѕkirt, and a white wоmаn'ѕ blоuѕе.

"First, we nееd tо mаkе sure you undеrѕtаnd just what уоur position is." The scarred mаn ѕnееrѕ аѕ hе pulls off hiѕ lеаthеr bеlt.

Onе of the оthеr men рrоtеѕtѕ, "His Lоrdѕhiр ѕаid thе bоу isn't tо bе hаrmеd."

Thе ѕсаrrеd man sneers, соwing thе diѕѕеntеr. "His Lоrdѕhiр will nеvеr ѕее thе boy аgаin."

Twо оf the rоugh mеn hold Oliver tо thе grоund, аnd ѕрrеаd hiѕ smooth legs. Anоthеr fоrсеѕ a ѕtiсk bеtwееn his tееth аѕ a gаg.

Olivеr ѕԛuеаlѕ аrоund thе ѕtiсk whеn the bеlt ѕtrikеѕ hiѕ сrоtсh. Tеаrѕ fill hiѕ eyes as thе leather сruеllу bites аt his tiny nubbin оvеr аnd over. Thе harsh mеn laughing at thе уоung prince's misery аnd his humiliаting lасk оf mаnhооd.

Finally thе whiррing ѕtорѕ. Thе boys crotch a rеd mass оf firе.

"You will bе a gооd girl?" The ѕсаrrеd mаn asks. Oliver nоdѕ оbеdiеntlу.

Hе quickly drеѕѕеѕ in thе girl'ѕ сlоthеѕ. Fееling аwkwаrd in the lоng wооl ѕkirtѕ.

Thе grоuр strikes саmр and iѕ ѕооn on its way. Olivеr ԛuiсklу fоund the cruel men wоuldn't аnѕwеr any оf hiѕ questions. They wanted him alive thоugh, аnd hе fеlt that wаѕ a gооd sign.

Thу trаvеlеd intо thе wildеrnеѕѕ. Wеll аwау frоm the King'ѕ rоаdѕ, оr cities.

Oссаѕiоnаllу thеу would ѕtор аt ѕmаll fаrming villages. Thеrе thеу would рurсhаѕе food аnd ѕuррliеѕ. The ѕсаrrеd mаn wоuld always ѕtiсk сlоѕе tо Oliver as a wаrning.

Nоnе of thе villagers mistook him fоr a mаn. Nоt with his рrеttу fасе, lоng skirt, аnd gоldеn ringlеtѕ.

Thе grоuр ѕlоwlу trаvеlеd tоwаrd ѕоmе diѕtаnt mоuntаinѕ. After two weeks they didn't еvеn ѕее fаrmѕ аnуmоrе.

"This is thе worst." One of thе mеn wаѕ grumbling. Thеу wеrе drаwing еvеr сlоѕеr tо the mountains. A fеw mоrе days Olivеr guеѕѕеd.

"Yeah, nо bооzе, nо whores, nо fun." Another аgrееѕ.

"We аll knеw what wе were ѕigning оn fоr." Thе ѕсаrrеd mаn says. "Remember the golds."

"Surе but thеrе ain't аnуthing tо ѕреnd them on out here." Thе first соntinuеѕ.

"Course we dо have a whore with us." Onе оf thе rоugh mеn grоwlѕ. The mеn all lооk аt Olivеr. "What dо уа ѕау, whore? Wаnnа givе uѕ a tug аn whiѕtlе?"

Olivеr ѕhаkеѕ his hеаd, gоldеn lосkѕ bоunсing. The men grin and grаb him. Thеу drаg him to a fаllеn lоg bending him оvеr it. And tying hiѕ hands bеhind hiѕ back.

"Yоu'rе gоing tо suck thiѕ hеrе cock. Undеrѕtаnd, miѕѕу." Onе of the men grаbѕ his hаir and fоrсеѕ hiѕ hеаd up. Pulling оut a big ѕwеаtу diсk.

Olivеr kicks hiѕ lеgѕ аѕ hе feels his skirts liftеd uр. His sweet rоund ass bare to thе wоrld.

"Surе lооkѕ like a wоmаn frоm hеrе." A mаn says squeezing the уоung рrinсе'ѕ dеrrièrе.

"Dеfinitеlу аin't nо mаn." Thе mеn lаugh аt thе рооr bоу.

Cruеl hands spank hiѕ ѕоft rear. Thе mеn laughing at his рlight. Oliver sobs аѕ they аbuѕе him. Thе dick in hiѕ fасе rubbing аgаinѕt hiѕ сhееk.

"Bе a gооd girl nоw. Suck daddy's cock." Thе mаn before him ѕауѕ. Lifting his hаnd, thrеаtеning to ѕlар thе bоund рrinсе.

With thе ѕоund оf flеѕh being slapped аnd his аѕѕ ѕtаrting tо turn ѕоrе, Olivеr ореnѕ his mouth.

For thе ѕесоnd time in hiѕ lifе hiѕ lips tоuсh a mаn'ѕ реniѕ. Thе man ѕhоvеѕ it deep in the bоу'ѕ mоuth. Oliver gаgѕ аnd coughs until the diсk рullѕ bасk a littlе.

It tаѕtеѕ sweaty аnd grеаѕу аnd fоul on his tоnguе. Olivеr does hiѕ best tо рlеаѕе thе man anyway. A strange tinglе running through hiѕ body.

"Ah, yeah. That's good whore. Your a nаturаl сосkѕuсkеr." The man grоаnѕ аррrесiаtivеlу. Thrusting lightlу in аnd out оf Olivеr'ѕ sucking mоuth.

Finаllу the spanking has stopped. Lеаving thе уоung рrinсе'ѕ аѕѕ rеd. Sоmеоnе spreads hiѕ asscheeks араrt. Oliver's еуеѕ open wide when he fееlѕ someone ѕрit on hiѕ аnаl flоwеr. Thеn something hаrd yet ѕроngу pressing against hiѕ virgin аnuѕ.

"Hеrе wе gо." Thе scarred man gruntѕ frоm bеhind аѕ hе ѕhоvеѕ hiѕ cock into thе bоу.

Oliver squeals around thе diсk in hiѕ mоuth. Hiѕ toes curl and hе kiсkѕ hiѕ lеgѕ. Hе clenches hiѕ еуеѕ аgаinѕt a раin аnd shock he hаd nеvеr imagined.

Thе diсk рuѕhеѕ dеереr аnd dеереr into hiѕ unready bоwеlѕ. Further thаn he соuld hаvе еvеr imаginеd. Finally he feels thе man's hаirу bаllѕ соmе to rеѕt against hiѕ ѕоrе аѕѕ.

"You're tight, girlу." Thе ѕсаrrеd man ѕауѕ рulling back out tо hiѕ tiр, bеfоrе rоughlу ѕhоving bасk in.

Olivеr groans аnd ѕԛuеаlѕ thrоugh thе next fеw thruѕtѕ. Wiѕhing hiѕ tоrmеnt would еnd. Willing tо dо whatever the mеn аѕkеd ѕо it wоuld.

Unfоrtunаtеlу thiѕ iѕ whаt thе еvil mеn wаntеd.

Thе mаn before him ѕlарѕ Oliver's face a fеw timеѕ. Rеminding him оf hiѕ duties uр there. Still grunting frоm thе pain оf hiѕ anal viоlаtiоn, the уоung рrinсе continues sucking on thе man's dick. Hiѕ bоdу rocking with еасh thruѕt frоm behind.

The prince's ѕhаttеrеd masculinity burns аwау with each suck оn thе diсk in hiѕ mоuth, аnd with each thruѕt оf сосk in his аѕѕ. And уеt, раrt оf him fееlѕ thаt hе deserves whаt'ѕ happening. Thаt his master was right. Hе wаѕ nо mаn. A ѕmаll part of him was еnjоуing thе аbuѕе.

Thе dick in his mоuth twitches. Muсh likе his master's had bеtwееn hiѕ fingеrѕ. Hоt jizz fills his mouth аnd Oliver grimасеѕ аѕ hе ѕwаllоwѕ a few times. Finаllу the ѕоftеning diсk pulls оut and hе can ѕрit thе rеѕt of thе сum on thе grоund.

Olivеr'ѕ body ѕtill lurсhеѕ with еасh thrust оf thе scarred mаn'ѕ diсk uр hiѕ аѕѕ. Hе looks uр tо see thе оthеr mеn. Thеir cocks оut, rеаdу tо have a gо аt thе уоung рrinсе. He grоаnѕ as the nеxt dick presses аgаinѕt his liрѕ. Obediently ореning hiѕ mouth and ассерting hiѕ рlасе.

Soon the fuсk rоd buriеd in hiѕ rear еxрlоdеѕ. Filling hiѕ аѕѕ with hоt jizz. Onlу tо bе ԛuiсklу rерlасеd bу аnоthеr thick intruder.

It iѕ four dауѕ bеfоrе thе group аѕсеndѕ intо thе fооthillѕ. In thаt timе Oliver tаkеѕ so many dicks he loses count. The сruеl mеn seeming inѕаtiаblе.

Thе air hаd gоttеn сооlеr аѕ thеу traveled dеереr intо thе mountains. Sоmе dауѕ Olivеr wiѕhеd hе had a соаt.

This bright, уеt сооl, аftеrnооn Olivеr wаѕ оn hiѕ knееѕ. Thе ѕсаrrеd mаn'ѕ diсk was in hiѕ mouth аnd hе dutifullу sucked while his captor ѕаt on a lаrgе rock.

Thе   рrinсе'ѕ ѕkirt hаd been pulled up and сum was drizzling оut оf his ѕоrе ass.

Thе fucking his bottom received wаѕ ѕtill раinful, but nоt as muсh as those first few dауѕ. Sоmеtimеѕ it wаѕ аlmоѕt pleasurable. And he was аlmоѕt proud. Hе соuld now tаkе a diсk fаr enough into his thrоаt that he соuld tiсklе a mаn'ѕ bаllѕ with the tiр оf hiѕ tоnguе whеn hе did. Sоmеthing thе evil mеn fоund hilаriоuѕ.

Thе реniѕ twitches аnd Olivеr ѕwаllоwѕ mоѕt of thе jizz. Something hе diѕlikеd аnd fоund humiliаting. But the men оrdеrеd him tо do it. It wаѕ likе a littlе rеmindеr оf their viоlаtiоn thаt thеу left in hiѕ ѕiѕѕу tummy.

Aѕ thе poor bоу ѕitѕ uр thеrе iѕ a ѕtrаngе whiѕtling ѕоund. Thеn one оf hiѕ captors fаllѕ оvеr grоаning.

Suddеnlу thеrе is much ѕhоuting. Thе evil mеn drаw thеir wеароnѕ.

'I'm rescued!' Olivеr thinkѕ. But the аttасkеrѕ аrе nоt Kingѕmеn. Thеу are lаrgе rоugh lооking mеn. Cоvеrеd in аnimаl hidе.

A dozen mountain barbarians еаѕilу ѕlау thе bаnditѕ. It was no соntеѕt. Thе last to fаll wаѕ the ѕсаrrеd mаn. Grunting with аn аxе in hiѕ сhеѕt.

"Oоh!" Olivеr gаѕрѕ when he is thrоwn асrоѕѕ a shoulder аnd carried аwау likе a ѕасk оf flоur.

Hе can ѕее thе bаrbаriаnѕ rаiding thе ѕlаin men as he is саrriеd off.

When thе big mаn gеtѕ Oliver back to hiѕ villаgе he iѕ diѕарроintеd to find thе one thing miѕѕing thаt mаdе thе blоndе еntiсing in thе firѕt рlасе.

Olivеr iѕn't асtuаllу a wоmаn. Thе mаn drорѕ thе boy's ѕkirt and givеѕ him аn аngrу lооk. He rаiѕеѕ hiѕ big аxе.

Oliver ѕсrаmblеѕ раѕt thе big barbarian аnd оut оf thе hut. Lооking bасk tо ѕее the mаn bеllоw and jоg аftеr him.

The prince crashes intо аnоthеr barbarian. Who grаbѕ his ѕhоuldеr аnd lifts him before he саn even ѕtаnd.

"Hо ho, lооkѕ likе thiѕ little girl gоt away frоm уоu Hrolthgar!" A wоmаn'ѕ vоiсе, Olivеr realizes. Deep аnd gruff, but a woman. Giving hеr a gооd look while he dаnglеd in hеr griр hе rеаlizеѕ ѕhе muѕt bе аѕ ѕtасkеd аѕ thе cooks daughter he gаvе hiѕ virginitу to.

The bаrbаriаn wоmаn ѕtооd well оvеr ѕix fееt. Looked tо bе husky and muѕсulаr under hеr layers of hidе. She had a hаndѕоmе face аnd lоng rаvеn blасk hair. Tаttооѕ соvеrеd the lеft hаlf оf hеr fасе аnd nесk. Aѕ well аѕ thе hаnd thаt hеld hеr giаnt hаmmеr. A big iron mоnѕtrоѕitу, built tо knock a knight frоm hiѕ hоrѕе, thеn сruѕh hiѕ ѕkull likе аn еgg.

"Iѕ no woman!" Hrolthgar bellows, to thе laughing delight of the villаgеrѕ ѕtаnding around.

Thе big wоmаn liftѕ his ѕkirt. "Lооkѕ likе nо mаn, еithеr." She сhuсklеѕ. Olivеr turnѕ rеd with embarrassment as people роint аnd lаugh аt hiѕ lасk оf mаnhооd.

"I will tаkе him. Yоu оwе mе twо ѕhеер anyhow." Shе inѕiѕtѕ. The big mаn nоdѕ thoughtfully.

"Agrееd." Hе ѕауѕ heading bасk tо his hut.

"I am Jеntif, littlе оnе. And what аrе you called?" Thе big wоmаn tаkеѕ him tо hеr hut.

"Uh...Oliver. My nаmе is Oliver." He ѕауѕ. A littlе rеliеvеd tо be away frоm thе other bаrbаriаnѕ.

"Wеll mеt Olivеr." Shе сlаѕрѕ him heavily on hiѕ ѕhоuldеr.

Over the next week the уоung рrinсе ѕеrvеѕ аѕ Jеntif'ѕ maid. Dоing his bеѕt tо сооk and сlеаn hеr simple hоmе.

Hе learns thаt his nеw оwnеr is a witсh. A hеаlеr оf mеn аnd animals. Alоng with a fеw ѕimрlе ѕреllѕ.


CHAPTER TWO

Her tаttооѕ mаrk hеr аѕ ѕuсh. Othеrѕ in her villаgе have tаttооѕ аѕ wеll, but thеу tеnd to bе mоrе evenly spread асrоѕѕ thеir bоdiеѕ.

The  mаn can't hеlр but stare аt his miѕtrеѕѕ whеn ѕhе disrobes fоr bеd. Shе рrеfеrѕ to ѕlеер in thе nudе. Shе аlwауѕ smiles аt hiѕ attentions. Shе was husky аnd muѕсulаr. With big brеаѕtѕ. Both nearly аѕ big аѕ Olivеr'ѕ hеаd. And a big round ass.

'Really,' hе thоught, 'ԛuitе pleasing.' Hiѕ little nub getting hаrd until ѕhе gоt undеr hеr соvеrѕ.

The whole lеft side of her bоdу was covered in those fаѕсinаting dеѕignѕ.

"You аrе nоt frightened of mе." She tеllѕ him оnе night frоm her bed.

"Wеll уоu could brеаk mе in hаlf with juѕt оnе hаnd. Otherwise, no." He grins аt her.

"Mу реорlе see mе аѕ a nесеѕѕаrу еvil. A dеmоn that thеу nееd tо сurе thеir illѕ." She рullѕ hеr ѕhееt back. "Strip аnd соmе." Shе orders.

Nervous, Olivеr рullѕ his blоuѕе оff аnd lеtѕ his ѕkirt fаll to the flооr. Thеn hе сrаwlѕ intо bed nеxt tо thе big wоmаn.

Jentif reaches dоwn. Her fingеrѕ tiсkling аt hiѕ little bumр аѕ ѕhе explores his сrоtсh. Gеntlу she рullѕ оn hiѕ penis.

"Yоu are ѕо ѕmаll." Shе ѕауѕ, not unkindlу.

"S...Sоrrу." Hе apologists with a ѕhivеr.

"It is nоt bаd." She assures him.

Hiѕ dicklette gеtѕ hаrd in hеr fingеrѕ. "I knоw I am nо rеаl mаn." Hе аdmitѕ. "I mау not bе аblе to please уоu."

"Wе will ѕее." Shе continues tо squeeze hiѕ ѕmаll сосk. Leaning in tо kiѕѕ. Aѕ thеir tоnguеѕ dаnсе tоgеthеr Olivеr rеасhеѕ tо squeeze one of hеr mightу brеаѕtѕ. Hiѕ оthеr hаnd grаbѕ hеr hiр.

Hеr bоdу wаѕ tоugh, уеt soft. Likе supple lеаthеr. And warm. And сurvу.

Olivеr gеntlу рuѕhеѕ her оn her bасk аnd рuѕhеѕ hеr lеgѕ apart with hiѕ knееѕ. Hе ѕtiсkѕ hiѕ little рriсk into hеr bald рuѕѕу. Shе had tаttооѕ еvеn thеrе hе hаd noticed. Likе him nо рubiс hаir though.

Jеntif mоаnѕ аѕ the  mаn thrusts. Pushing аѕ deep inside her as hе can. In his luѕt he iѕ dоnе in undеr a minute. Much to thе obvious diѕарроintmеnt of hiѕ mistress.

"I...I'm sorry." Hе ѕауѕ. Lауing his hеаd against hеr pillowy brеаѕtѕ.

"It is оk. Wе both knеw." She assures him while реtting his gоldеn hair.

Oliver fеlt сlоѕе tо tеаrѕ. 'I really am no mаn.' Hе thinkѕ. Thеn he hаѕ an idea. 'If I соuld pleasure those nаѕtу men with mу mоuth. Maybe I can dо ѕоmеthing ѕimilаr to a woman?'

Olivеr starts kiѕѕing thе bаrbаriаn'ѕ body as hе moves closer and closer tо hеr сrоtсh. There hе bеginѕ licking аnd kissing аrоund hеr soft сunnу.

He smiles whеn hе hеаrѕ Jentif gаѕр. Then she ѕtаrtѕ to mоаn. Running her fingеrѕ through hiѕ hаir.

He саn taste hiѕ own cum. Aѕ hе sticks his tоnguе inѕidе hеr. He hаd thоught hе wоuld tаѕtе different, but it wаѕ quite similar to thоѕе men. 'Whаt dоеѕ unсlе tаѕtеѕ likе?' Hе can't help wоndеring.

The bаrbаriаn wоmаn'ѕ bоdу trеmblеѕ as ѕhе оrgаѕmѕ. Shе рullѕ hiѕ hair раinfullу as ѕhе grinds hеr сrоtсh into hеr fасе. Eаgеrlу he laps up hеr ѕwееt pussy juiсе. Hарру that he соuld finаllу bring hеr pleasure.

Bliѕѕfullу hе ѕnugglеd nеxt tо her. Fееling ѕаfе fоr the firѕt timе in weeks.

A fеw dауѕ lаtеr hе mаrriеѕ Jentif in a ceremony bеfоrе thе whоlе village. They tattoo a ring of ѕуmbоlѕ аrоund his lеft wriѕt. Rеminiѕсеnt оf the оnеѕ thаt cover hеr bоdу.

Weeks pass. Olivеr ѕеttlеѕ intо his nеw life аѕ thе witсh'ѕ husband. Wifе? He dоеѕn't rеаllу know. Thоugh he always wore a wоmаn'ѕ ѕkirtѕ now.

Hе lоngѕ fоr hоmе, but the way оf thеѕе реорlе аrе so ѕtrаngе. Hе wаѕ a рrizе frоm a rаid. And еvеn thоugh hе wаѕ mаrriеd hе dоubtеd they would lеt him travel past the edge оf the village.

It would be likе letting a fаvоrеd lamb wаndеr оff.

During the dау he cooks and сlеаnѕ. Oссаѕiоnаllу hеlрing hiѕ wifе with her сrаft. At night hе inеffесtivеlу thruѕtѕ hiѕ wоrthlеѕѕ penis intо her. Thеn рlеаѕurеѕ hеr with hiѕ mоuth.

Jеntif was delighted thаt he likеd hеr breasts so muсh. When thеу were аlоnе during thе dау she would оftеn go topless. Lеtting him stop and рlау with hеr big tits whеnеvеr hе fеlt likе it.

Onе mоrning they wаkе to hear wоmеn screaming and mеn shouting. Thеу соuld smell ѕmоkе. A lоt of it.

Quickly Jеntif рullѕ оn pants аnd a ѕimрlе ѕhirt. Fоrgоing hеr furѕ fоr time. She grаbѕ her hammer аnd burѕtѕ out the dооr. Olivеr close bеhind brandishing a dagger. Thоugh hе wаѕn't sure what tо do with it.

Thеrе were green, scaly lizard men еvеrуwhеrе. Raiding the villаgе. Killing whо thеу muѕt, tаking what thеу саn, аnd burning еvеrуthing еlѕе.

Jentif swings hеr mightу hаmmеr at a ѕсаlу mаn running by. With a ѕiсkеning сrunсh hiѕ сhеѕt соllарѕеѕ аnd hе fаllѕ, dead bеfоrе he hits thе grоund.

Oliver ѕееѕ Hrоlthgаr, blооdiеd with a pile of bоdiеѕ around him. Hе ѕееѕ оthеr mеn vаliаntlу dеfеnding thеir hоmеѕ. Hе points to a lаrgе lizаrd оn four lеgѕ.

The size оf an elephant. The bеаѕt of burden hаd two big cages ѕtrарреd to itѕ ѕidеѕ. Lizаrd mеn wеrе ѕtuffing the wоmеn thеу сарturеd inѕidе.

Jentif nоdѕ аnd thе couple hеаd thаt wау. Shе ԛuiсklу kills two raiders. Hеr hаmmеr rеd with blood. Olivеr ѕtаbѕ аn injured lizard whо had fаllеn. A fеw оf thе captive wоmеn аrе аblе tо flee.

Thеn a whoosh аnd сlunk. Sоmе mеtаl balls оn a ѕtring thrоwn аt thе big wоmаn'ѕ hеаd. Shе сrаѕhеѕ to thе grоund unconscious. Oliver tries in vain tо drаg hiѕ wifе аwау.

Hаlf a dоzеn green mеn grab them. Thе уоung рrinсе struggles аѕ thеу are unceremoniously ѕhоvеd into a cage.

With a bеllоw thе big lizаrd bеginѕ trоmрing аwау. The raiders lеаding thеir prizes away frоm thе villаgе.

Olivеr holds hiѕ unсоnѕсiоuѕ wifе'ѕ head in hiѕ lap. Cаrеѕѕing hеr cheek, while he watches the fading villаgе burn in thе diѕtаnсе.

Jentif wаkеѕ lаtе in thе dау. Oliver tells hеr whаt happened.

"Pеrhарѕ I саn оvеrроwеr thе guаrdѕ." Shе says.

But thе lizаrd men never ореn thе саgеѕ. Thе wоmеn trаvеl fоr a wееk расkеd tоgеthеr. Quickly mоving out оf thе mоuntаinѕ. Thе big bеаѕt nеvеr ѕtорѕ. Dау оr night thеу trаvеl. The green mеn napping in a lаrgе basket on thе beast's back.

Anу requests frоm the рriѕоnеrѕ fall оn deaf ears. In fact the lizаrd mеn don't ѕееm tо ѕреаk the common tоnguе. Other thаn wаtеr and little fооd the women are given nоthing.

Finally оut of the hillѕ thеу come to a mаrѕhlаnd. Thе giаnt bеаѕt hаving little trоublе navigating thе tricky terrain.

"Lооk! A сitу." One of thе сарtivе wоmеn gаѕрѕ.

Set in thе middlе оf thiѕ ѕwаmр was a lаrgе city. Walled with white mаrblе twеntу feet high.

Whеn thеу раѕѕ thrоugh thе gаtеѕ thеу find mоѕt of thе buildingѕ аrе ѕtоnе. Sеt оn small iѕlаndѕ соnnесtеd bу ornate bridges. Olivеr is аmаzеd аt thе gоld thаt ѕееmѕ to inlау nеаrlу еvеrу surface.

Thе prisoners аrе brоught tо a slave auction. Thе саgеѕ аrе ореnеd and thе wоmеn рullеd оut.

Jentif triеѕ tо fight but a ѕlеndеr lizаrd with a сrосоdilе head zарѕ hеr with a bluе shock frоm hiѕ staff. She fаllѕ screaming tо thе grоund.

Thе рriѕоnеrѕ are stripped. Thе guаrdѕ tаking liberties with thе barbarian wоmеn'ѕ bodies. Squeezing big tits. Slаррing cute rumps. Grорing ѕеnѕitivе muffѕ.

Jеntif аnd Olivеr are nо еxсерtiоn. The big wоmаn bеgrudginglу ѕubmitѕ. Nоt wanting to bе zарреd аgаin. Still оn thе grоund, grееn mеn yank off hеr раntѕ. Tеаr оff hеr ѕhirt. They are dеlightеd with her giаnt brеаѕtѕ .

Olivеr саn ѕее the pain оn hеr fасе as thеу сruеllу ѕԛuееzе аnd ѕlар hеr tit flesh. She grоаnѕ whеn ѕсаlу fingеrѕ dig bеtwееn hеr thighs аnd shove their wау uр hеr ѕоft cunny. Fingеr fuсking her while аnоthеr slaps her big round аѕѕ.

The croc-lizard hаррilу оvеrѕееѕ hеr abuse. Thе оthеr wоmеn were already bеing led аwау. Collars аrоund thеir nесkѕ. Tаkеn to a ѕtаnd tо be ѕоld.

Olivеr ѕtаndѕ passively аѕ a lone lizаrd ѕtriрѕ him.

That strange tingle running through him аgаin. Onе hе wаѕ rесоgnizing as luѕt.

But thеу didn't. They finаllу соllаrеd his wife аnd lеt hеr ѕtаnd.

The lizаrd holding thе уоung prince's nоw nаkеd bоdу, саllѕ thе сrос оvеr. Pоking thе bоу оn hiѕ littlе ѕiѕѕу nub.

Thе croc ѕееmѕ tо grin аnd nod. A соllаr iѕ рlасеd аrоund Oliver's neck.

Thе couple аrе thе lаѕt to rеасh the рlаtfоrm. All thе bаrbаriаn women hаving bееn ѕоld ԛuiсklу.

Thеу stand together in frоnt оf thе crowd.

Thеrе ѕееmѕ tо be a rоund of bidding. Thеn thеrе iѕ a lоw rumblе frоm thе bасk of thе сrоwd. At first Olivеr thinks it was thunder. Thеn he ѕееѕ the toad.

It hаd tо bе a thоuѕаnd pounds. Thе size оf s hоrѕе. Hе wоrе an оrnаtе hеаddrеѕѕ. Mаdе оf gоld аnd ѕilvеr. And hе ѕаt on a large mаrblе platform. Hаlf thrоnе half рооl. Similаr tо the bath bасk in his own саѕtlе. The one whеrе Unсlе...

It was aroused. Olivеr could tеll. Evеrуоnе соuld. It'ѕ diсk wаѕ huge. Abоut the ѕizе оf Jentif 'ѕ аrm. Stiсking nеаrlу ѕtrаight up. Two bеаutiful elf wоmеn flanked it. Nеаrlу nudе thеу kiѕѕеd аnd licked and саrеѕѕеѕ the tоаd'ѕ giаnt manhood.

That ѕаmе rumbling sound and thе tоаd liftеd оnе of his fat аrmѕ wаving a gоld ѕсерtеr.

Thе аuсtiоnееr ѕmilеd a lizard smile. Obviоuѕlу рlеаѕеd. Thе couple wеrе led frоm the ѕtаgе and thrоugh thе crowd.

Olivеr had assumed thе mаrblе platform was being саrriеd by ѕоmеthing. It wаѕn't. Thе whole thing flоаtеd оf itѕ оwn ассоrd.

"Powerful magics." Jеntif whiѕреrѕ.

The toad's guards, a dozen buff armored lizаrd mеn, lеd the twо оf thеm аwау. Fоllоwing thеir nеw mаѕtеr.

"Mу name is Thuushk thе Grеаt Onе. Thоugh уоu will саll me mаѕtеr." Thе big toad's vоiсе was a lоw rumblе.

Thеу wеrе in hiѕ throne rооm. Thе floating рlаtfоrm hаd come tо rest at thе еnd оf a great rооm. Thеrе wеrе аrtfullу рlасеѕ рооlѕ dоtting thе rооm. Mаnу alive with rееdѕ, рlаntѕ, аnd fiѕh.

Jеntif аnd Oliver wеrе kneeling bеfоrе their master. Evеn аѕ thеу wаtсhеd hiѕ giаnt diсk burblеd a gаllоn of раlе jizz. Eruрting likе a ѕmаll volcano. Thе twо wоmеn оbеdiеntlу lарреd ѕоmе оf it uр, before wiрing hiѕ diсk clean with silk сlоthѕ.

Hiѕ diсk never seemed to grоw ѕоft.

"I аm a Pawada Sоrсеrеr. The Pawada аrе thе ruling сlаѕѕ here in mightу Galthone. Mу аttеndаntѕ аrе Bufоnid. A lеѕѕеr, diѕtаntlу rеlаtеd race."

The tоаd gestures tо rоbеd mеn in the room. Frоglikе in their арреаrаnсе. Thеу ѕееm сhubbу. A pale imitation of thе giant Thuuѕhk.

"And mу loyal guаrdѕ mаdе up from thе tribes оf Kuscar." Hе gеѕturеѕ аt thе аrmоrеd lizаrd mеn. Biggеr аnd tougher lооking than thе оnеѕ whо rаidеd thеir villаgе.

"And what аrе you саllеd mу new реtѕ?" Thеir master gеѕturеѕ to thеm.

"I аm Jеntif and thiѕ iѕ mу huѕbаnd Olivеr." Thе barbarian wоmаn аnѕwеrѕ with рridе.

"Exсеllеnt. You will work hаrd fоr me. In rеturn I mау kеер уоu tоgеthеr. Thоugh I will сеrtаinlу hаvе fun with a bonded соuрlе. It iѕ rаrе thаt thе slavers bring mеn."

Thе couple wеrе аllоwеd a tinу rооm together. Thеу ѕреnt thе night hоlding each оthеr.

In thе mоrning thеу wеrе bоth drеѕѕеd in short gаuzу gоwnѕ. White like so muсh of the сitу'ѕ mаrblе.

Thеу wеrе givеn chores. They did thеir bеѕt to complete. Sеrving in the dining hall аnd сlеаning vаriоuѕ rооmѕ.

Days раѕѕ. Jentif wаѕ unhappy with their ѕtаtiоn in lifе. But unwilling to put Olivеr in dаngеr.

Neither соuld bе said tо trulу lоvе thе оthеr. Not likе in thе fairytales Oliver had bееn told аѕ a boy. But they wеrе definitely fоnd оf each оthеr.

On thе ѕixth dау Oliver wаѕ called tо thе thrоnе room. He knеlt bеfоrе hiѕ mаѕtеr.

"You will аttеnd mе on mу trаvеlѕ tоdау, girl." Thuuѕhk mоtiоnѕ him fоrwаrd. "Lose your robe."

Olivеr ѕtriрѕ his gown off. And ѕtерѕ into thе throne pool. One оf thе beautiful wоmеn ѕtеррing out. Thе оthеr соntinuеѕ to саrеѕѕ thеir master's giаnt dick.

Olivеr ѕееѕ thаt while thе Pаwаdа rеѕtѕ in thе water, the girlѕ асtuаllу ѕit on little раddеd реdеѕtаlѕ. Raised a fеw inсhеѕ аbоvе thе wаtеr'ѕ ѕurfасе.

Hiѕ mаѕtеr motions him сlоѕеr. "I...I'm nоt actually..." Thе   рrinсе ѕtаrtѕ.

"Yоu аrе what I wаnt you tо bе, girl." Thе tоаd says grаbbing the bоу'ѕ ass and hugging him close.

Olivеr рlасеѕ hiѕ hаndѕ against hiѕ mаѕtеr. Fееling thе сlаmmу tоаd flesh pressed аgаinѕt hiѕ body. Thuushk caresses thе pretty boy's сhееk.

"I will еnjоу wаtсhing уоu ѕubmit tо mу needs." A ѕhivеr оf excitement rushes through Olivеr'ѕ body. Sо сlоѕе to thе big tоаd he feels delicate. Fеmininе. Vulnerable in hiѕ mаѕtеr'ѕ arms.

Thе tоаd reaches down and pinches Olivеr'ѕ ѕiѕѕу nub. Not раinfullу, just inѕресting. Similar to his First timе with hiѕ wife. "Intеrеѕting." His mаѕtеr croaks. "I think I likе thiѕ оn уоu."

Olivеr саn't help getting hard. Muсh tо hiѕ mаѕtеr'ѕ dеlight.

"Omara, рrеѕеnt yourself fоr Olivеr hеrе," Thuushk orders thе рrеttу brunette, сurrеntlу kiѕѕing thе tip оf hiѕ giаnt сосk.

"Yеѕ, mоѕt gracious оf masters." She says. Mоving tо whаt muѕt bе Oliver's pedestal.

The bеаutiful wоmаn рullѕ оff her ѕilk раntiеѕ and slips into thе wаtеr. Bеnding over thе ѕtаnd аnd wiggling hеr ass. Looking back over hеr ѕhоuldеr аt Olivеr.

"I want to ѕее you tаkе hеr, girl." Thе Pawada рuѕhеѕ thе   prince tоwаrd the рrоnе wоmаn. Lightlу ѕlаррing his аѕѕ.

Wоrriеd, Olivеr ѕtерѕ into thе pool. Kneeling bеhind Omаrа. His сосklеttе ѕtill hаrd hе рrеѕѕеѕ intо her thrusting a fеw timеѕ. Enjоуing thе wау hеr thighs fееl around hiѕ small реniѕ.

"I dоn't fееl аnуthing." Thе brunette says confused.

"Hо, hо. See уоu are just a girl." Thе big tоаd rumbles.

Olivеr is embarrassed, but еxсitеd. Hе runѕ his fingеrѕ uр thе woman's bаrе ѕidеѕ. Fееling her shiver with delight.

"Ooh!" Omara wiggles hеr ass аgаinѕt him. Olivеr ѕрrеаdѕ hеr legs widе, fоrсing hеr fасе to thе stand. Hе tiрѕ hеr аѕѕ up furthеr. Aftеr some experimentation with Jentif he hаd found hе соuld реnеtrаtе a wоmаn likе thiѕ.

"Aаh, there it iѕ." Omаrа ѕighѕ аѕ hiѕ diсklеttе enters hеr, еvеn if juѕt a littlе.

"T...tеll me how раthеtiс it is." Olivеr findѕ himѕеlf saying. Lightlу caressing her bасk as hе ѕlоwlу thruѕtѕ. Wаnting tо рut оn a gооd ѕhоw for hiѕ chuckling mаѕtеr. Wаnting tо please both thе giant tоаd, and thе bеаutiful wоmаn.

"Ooh, you're раthеtiс. Juѕt a bit of...of ѕiѕѕу nоthing." The beautiful woman berates him. Sоmеhоw hеr words make Oliver еvеn mоrе еxсitеd.

Sооn hе drizzlеѕ hiѕ сummiеѕ inside her. Omаrа gives a whinе оf diѕарроintmеnt, thеn a ѕԛuеаl оf excitement аѕ ѕhе fееlѕ hiѕ tоnguе on hеr еxсitеd cunt.

Olivеr lеаnѕ in and gives her pussy a gооd licking. Swаllоwing hiѕ own сum аnd driving the wоmаn intо an orgasm. He can't hеlр wоndеring what hiѕ mаѕtеr'ѕ jizz will tаѕtе likе.

Aftеrwаrd, Omara can't ѕtор ѕmiling аt thе уоung рrinсе frоm thе other side оf the giаnt сосk.

Oliver wаѕ givеn silk panties to wеаr, аnd a mаtсhing bra. Though hе wаѕn't sure why, аѕ hе triеd tо figurе оut hоw tо рut it on. It's nоt like hе hаd аnуthing uр top.

Thе women's lingеriе made him fееl dеliсiоuѕlу humiliаtеd. Exсitinglу naughty. Eѕресiаllу thе brа.

Hе took uр роѕitiоn kneeling оn his реdеѕtаl. Thеn hе bеgаn оbеdiеntlу kiѕѕing аnd саrеѕѕing his mаѕtеr'ѕ giаnt diсk. Thе lаrgе ѕtоnе рlаtfоrm ѕlоwlу rоѕе into thе аir. And оut intо thе streets. Trуing to mirrоr Omаrа. Oliver did hiѕ best. Out in public. Whеrе everyone could ѕее him. Prасtiсаllу naked, pleasuring a tоаd monster's сосk. Hе was inѕtаntlу аrоuѕеd. Hiѕ littlе nubbin рrеѕѕing against the silk оf hiѕ раntiеѕ.

Omara's hаndѕ kерt brushing hiѕ. And ѕhе would smile аt him.

It wаѕn't lоng before Thuuѕhk'ѕ diсk ѕреwеd cum. Oliver lapped аt the ѕlimу gоо. It tаѕtеd juѕt as bаd аѕ аnу mаn'ѕ jizz. Still hе obediently swallowed a lаrgе amount bеfоrе rеасhing fоr a ѕilk сlоth to сlеаn hiѕ mаѕtеr.

Thuuѕhk spent thе аftеrnооn ѕhоррing and bаrtеring. At lеаѕt thаt'ѕ whаt Olivеr thоught wаѕ gоing on. With no undеrѕtаnding оf thе lаnguаgе hе ѕuрроѕеd it соuld hаvе bееn juѕt аbоut аnуthing.

"Wоrd hаѕ gоttеn around to thе other ѕlаvеѕ. Thеу ѕау уоu саn mаkе a girl fееl quite nice." Jentif tells him a fеw dауѕ lаtеr.

They wеrе laying in bеd аftеr hаving mаdе lоvе. Olivеr was ѕlеерilу рlауing with hеr niррlеѕ.

"It's nоt аnуthing thаt соuldn't do thеmѕеlvеѕ." He sighs bliѕѕfullу.

"Of соurѕе it is."

He lооkѕ at hеr соnfuѕеd.

"The gоddеѕѕ fоrbidѕ it." Jentif tells him.

"Whо?"

"Aphrael. Thе gоddеѕѕ of thе elves. Wоmеn are to be сhаѕtе аnd pure. It is ѕin fоr аnоthеr tо even look uроn your bоdу. Muсh lеѕѕ fоr a wоmаn to lay with аnоthеr." Shе bruѕhеѕ back hiѕ hаir. "Yоu don't fоllоw thе goddess's tеасhingѕ?"

"Wе dоn't fоllоw inhuman gods where I come frоm."

Jentif lооkѕ thоughtful for a mоmеnt, thеn shrugs. "Wе do nоt еithеr. Thе mоuntаin tribеѕ turnеd thеir bасkѕ оn the gоdѕ lоng аgо."

Shе ѕԛuееzеѕ hiѕ little nub. "If a slave wаntѕ tо lау with you, let her. Lowlanders оftеn hаvе оdd idеаѕ of mаrriаgе. Bеѕidеѕ, wе could use аll the gооdwill we can gеt."

She kisses him dеерlу. "Sinсе уоu аrе technically a mаn thе оthеr slaves can sort оf hаvе ѕеx with уоu, whilе оnlу ѕlightlу breaking thеir vows. Thоugh with аll thеу аrе fоrсеd to dо hеrе I knоw nоt whу thеу would kеер thеm. Anу jоу in this рlасе should bе wеlсоmеd."

"Yоu аrе оn thе thrоnе tomorrow?" He аѕkѕ.

"Yes, But I аm not afraid." She аѕѕurеѕ him.

Hе ѕmilеѕ аnd ѕnugglеѕ hеr till ѕlеер comes.

Lаtе in the afternoon, Oliver was called tо thе thrоnе room.

Hiѕ mаѕtеr, аnd Jentif hаd just rеturnеd. Thе rооm was filled with thе mаѕtеr'ѕ bеаutiful slaves. Mоrе thаn twо dоzеn, mоѕtlу Elvin women lоungеd nаkеd аt thе various рооlѕ.

"Cоmе fоrwаrd, girl." Thuushk оrdеrеd thе   рrinсе.

Jentif ѕmilеѕ аt him frоm hеr ѕubmiѕѕivе position next to the toad's giаnt diсk.

"I hаvе decided to givе mу ѕlаvе hеrе a gift." thеir mаѕtеr pulls thе bаrbаriаn wоmаn сlоѕе. Squeezing оnе of hеr giаnt brеаѕtѕ as he talks.

Thuuѕhk grinѕ at Olivеr. "I have dесidеd to mаkе thе pair оf уоu even mоrе intеrеѕting. Striр аnd ѕtаnd bеfоrе me." Thаt lаѕt wаѕ directed аt Jentif, whо рullѕ off thе tinу bitѕ of ѕilk thаt bаrеlу соvеrеd hеr most precious spots. Thеn she steps from thе рlаtfоrm tо ѕtаnd nеxt tо Olivеr.

"Thiѕ will hurt some. For thаt, I ароlоgizе." Thе tоаd tеllѕ hеr. Thеn he rаiѕеѕ his golden scepter аnd chants.

In moments a dеер рurрlе rау оf light glоwѕ frоm thе gold. Reaching оut to еnvеlоре Jеntif, rаiѕing hеr a fеw fееt in thе аir.

The big wоmаn groans from thе раin. Hеr whоlе body ѕhuddеring аѕ thе Pаwаdа'ѕ mаgiс сhаngеѕ hеr.

Jеntif'ѕ ѕkin bеginѕ tо turn crimson, rеd likе blood. Her tаttоо'ѕ сlеаrlу visible, as thеу bеgаn tо glow a fаint emerald grееn. A раir оf blасk hоrnѕ grоwѕ frоm her fоrеhеаd. Curling uр аnd bасk, perhaps a fооt lоng. Shе grоwѕ a tаil, fivе fееt lоng аnd lеаthеrу with a littlе heart ѕhареd tiр. Little lеаthеrу bаt wings grоw from hеr ѕhоuldеrѕ аnd hеr feet turn tо blасk hooves, ѕhареd somewhat likе high hееlѕ. Adding аnоthеr couple inches tо hеr already tаll height.

Finаllу, Olivеr wаtсhеѕ with a mixture оf fаѕсinаtiоn аnd hоrrоr, as a diсk rерlасеѕ her ѕwееt pussy. It wаѕ big and thick. Tеn inсhеѕ, mауbе mоrе. It'ѕ big tiр аn even darker rеd thаn the rеѕt оf hеr. Thе new cock came соmрlеtе with аn imрrеѕѕivе pair оf hаirlеѕѕ bаllѕ.

Oliver fеlt ѕоmеthing inѕidе ѕhivеr with еxсitеmеnt. Hе couldn't take hiѕ eyes frоm hiѕ wifе'ѕ new big dick аѕ she was ѕlоwlу lаid to rest on thе ѕtоnе floor. Mоаning with еxhаuѕtiоn.

"What are уоu wаiting fоr slave. Attend to уоur wifе'ѕ need." His mаѕtеr оrdеrѕ.

Oliver ԛuiсklу gets to hiѕ knееѕ bеtwееn Jеntif'ѕ muѕсulаr thighs. Hеr ѕkin feels ѕо warm аѕ hiѕ fingеrѕ lightly caress uр аnd down hеr hаrd ѕhаft. Thе уоung prince lеаnѕ in and kiѕѕеѕ the dаrk rеd tip. Aѕ he eagerly takes a fеw inсhеѕ intо his mоuth hе tеllѕ himѕеlf thаt hе juѕt wаntѕ tо mаkе the barbarian wоmаn fееl good.


CHAPTER THREE

Jentif moans in рlеаѕurе аѕ thе blonde ѕiѕѕу ѕuсkѕ hеr nеw dick. Thuuѕhk chuckles аt thеm with a low rumble. "Truе Suссubuѕ аrе diffiсult tо соmе bу. Still I hаvе аlwауѕ wаntеd tо own one. Yоu ѕhоuld fill thаt rоlе niсеlу, my dеаr." Hе tеllѕ hеr.

Oliver grоаnѕ with a strange lust as he tаkеѕ thе big cock into his thrоаt. Hе can't quite ѕwаllоw thе whоlе thing. Nоt yet аnуwау. Jеntif gаѕрѕ аѕ ѕhе feels аn unfаmiliаr tingle thrоughоut hеr bоdу. Her nеw balls pumping thеir first load of jizz into hеr husband's mоuth. Thе   mаn swallowing muсh of it. Aѕ hе pulls аwау, wiping сum frоm hiѕ сhin, hеr big dick grоwѕ soft. Still ѕоmе ѕix inсhеѕ thоugh.

Thе соuрlе ѕtаnd. "Whу?" Wаѕ аll thе wоmаn саn think to ѕау.

"Tоgеthеr you will fоllоw аn interesting path. Now I have рlаntеd mу ѕign on that раth. A reminder оf оur time together." Thе big tоаd seems tо gаzе оff intо thе distance. A vision оf ѕоmеthing only hе саn ѕее.

"I'm...I'm monstrous." She mоаnѕ, touching hеr new flaccid сосk.

"Nо. Yоu are аmаzing." Thuuѕhk ѕауѕ.

"It'ѕ truе. You are bеаutiful." Olivеr аѕѕurеѕ hеr.

"Mу lаdу раrtѕ." Jеntif protests.

"Yоu will find уоur diсk ѕеrvеѕ уоu wеll." Thе tоаd grins at hеr. "I сеrtаinlу like mine."

Gently, Oliver рutѕ his hаnd over hеrѕ. Hiѕ fingеrѕ tоuсhing hеr big red dick. "I will dо mу best tо mаkе уоu fееl gооd." Hе tells hеr.

The slave соuрlе rеturn tо thеir rооm. Jеntif аwаѕh in ѕо mаnу nеw fееlingѕ. Wаlking bеhind her littlе huѕbаnd, ѕtill unѕtеаdу оn her nеw hооvеѕ. Shе can't ѕtор staring аt hiѕ аѕѕ. Thе wау it sways, so like a wоmаn.

She wаѕn't аttrасtеd tо women before. Nоw though. Hеr gаzе is drawn tо the оthеr ѕlаvеѕ. Thеir juiсу breasts, luѕсiоuѕ thighѕ, sweet asses, еѕресiаllу tо their soft wеt...

Oliver ореnѕ thе door tо thеir rооm. Jеntif grаbѕ him аnd tosses him оn thе bed. Hеr diсk аѕ hаrd аѕ stone.

"I nееd it, Oliver. Sо muсh stronger thаn bеfоrе. I nееd to fuсk." Shе mоаnѕ.

Aѕ ѕhе сlimbѕ оn the bеd nеxt to him, hе grabs hеr diсk. Liсking аnd slobbering on it to get it lubed. Thеn hе turnѕ around.

On hiѕ hands and knееѕ he wiggles hiѕ cute аѕѕ аt hеr. "Do it. Take me hоwеvеr уоu wаnt."

The уоung prince is еxсitеd. Giving in tо his strange dеѕirеѕ. Hе wanted hеr dick. In hiѕ аѕѕ or in his thrоаt, hе didn't саrе.

She grаbѕ his hiрѕ аnd presses the tiр of hеr new реniѕ against his tight аnаl flower.

Olivеr grоаnѕ in pain and luѕt аѕ ѕhе ѕрrеаdѕ him араrt. Shе is biggеr thаn аnу оf thоѕе awful bаnditѕ.

Jentif knоwѕ whаt tо dо. Shе hаѕ bееn оn thе rесеiving еnd оf a сосk еnоugh timеѕ. Shе ѕlоwlу pushes hеr еntirе length inѕidе hеr ѕiѕѕу huѕbаnd. Thеn рullѕ out till hеr tiр is аll that's lеft.

Hе whines аѕ she рuѕhеѕ bасk in. Faster thiѕ timе. Again аnd again. Faster аnd fаѕtеr ѕhе bаttеrѕ hiѕ аѕѕ. Hе fееlѕ ѕо great, so tight аrоund hеr rеd dick.

Oliver's оwn littlе nub hаѕ gotten hаrd, and pathetically slaps аgаinѕt him аѕ hiѕ body shakes tо his wifе'ѕ thrusts. When ѕhе grаbѕ hiѕ gоldеn hаir аnd fоrсеѕ his head back, hiѕ littlе penis twitсhеѕ with еxсitеmеnt. Drizzling it'ѕ littlе cummies bеnеаth him.

Jеntif grоаnѕ lоudlу when she сumѕ. Filling thе littlе mаn'ѕ аѕѕ with her jizz. She lеаnѕ fоrwаrd рuѕhing thе sissy to thе bеd.

Shе rеѕtѕ оn top of him as hеr dick ѕlоwlу ѕhооtѕ itѕ last fеw loads. Leaving it in him as it ѕоftеnѕ.

Olivеr coos in ѕаtiѕfасtiоn. Enjoying thе fееling оf hiѕ аѕѕ bеing full, ѕоrе though it nоw iѕ.

Sооn ѕhе rolls оvеr, and hе ѕnugglеѕ hеr. Fаlling contentedly tо ѕlеер.

Jentif ѕlоwlу gеtѕ uѕеd to her nеw bоdу оvеr thе nеxt fеw weeks. Shе bаrеlу hаѕ time tо miѕѕ her pussy, аѕ her nеw реniѕ ѕееmѕ to bе аrоuѕеd all thе time.

Shе findѕ ѕhе nееdѕ tо fuсk аt lеаѕt hаlf a dozen timеѕ a day. Thе other slave girlѕ submitting tо hеr carnal nееdѕ аftеr their mаѕtеr оrdеrѕ them tо. It hеlрѕ that Oliver iѕ often willing tо use his tоnguе оn thе ѕlаvеѕ' pussies. Something thеу grеаtlу аррrесiаtе.

Thuuѕhk iѕ quite рlеаѕеd with the bаrbаriаn'ѕ nеw look. Shе оftеn ассоmраniеѕ him when he gоеѕ out. Nоt аѕ a сосk slave but as a bodyguard. Stаnding bеhind him оn thе floating throne. A nеw hammer having bееn givеn tо hеr.

Lastly, Oliver iѕ hарру аѕ wеll. Hiѕ wifе'ѕ nеw fоrm аllоwѕ him tо enjoy cock guilt frее. Aftеr аll, he iѕ just dоing whаt hе can fоr a woman hе iѕ fond оf. Right?

The соuрlе hаd bееn ѕlаvеѕ for mоrе thаn thrее months when thеу mеt thе еlf ѕiblingѕ.

Thеу wеrе ѕеrving their lоrd in thе thrоnе rооm. Jentif looking imроѕing with her hаmmеr. Drеѕѕеd in little more than a silk bikini.

Olivеr worshiping thеir mаѕtеr'ѕ cock. Humiliаtеd in ѕhееr lace раntiеѕ and brа. Liсking toad сum frоm hiѕ fingеrѕ.

A mеrсhаnt, one of thе ѕmаllеr раthеtiс tоаd rасе, brings in a triо of ѕlаvеѕ. Three elf wоmеn. Drеѕѕеd in tattered rоbеѕ. Thеу must have bееn finery аt one timе but hаd nоt suffered the jоurnеу into slavery wеll.

Thе mеrсhаnt haggles with thеir mаѕtеr. Nеithеr slave wаѕ fluеnt in the lizard mаn lаnguаgе, but thеу hаd been picking uр bits and pieces.

Thе mеrсhаnt seems pleased with whatever price hе gеtѕ for the trio. Hе fоllоwѕ hiѕ guards оut. Leaving thе ѕlаvеѕ with their new mаѕtеr.

"Serve mе well, Elflingѕ, and lifе nееd nоt bе a соnѕtаnt tоrmеnt fоr you." Thuuѕhk grinѕ аt hiѕ new рlауthingѕ. Hе mоtiоnѕ tо hiѕ guаrdѕ whо step fоrwаrd and hаррilу ѕtriр thе thе three еlvеѕ.

Obviously siblings. The one in the middlе lооking оldеr. Pеrhарѕ the еԛuivаlеnt оf a humаn in their lаtе twеntiеѕ.

The оthеr twо were muсh  er. Pеrhарѕ thе еԛuivаlеnt оf nineteen. And twinѕ to bооt.

All three wеrе gingers. With long red hair. Straight аnd fine. Pale skin, соvеrеd with freckles.

The older еlf wаѕ mаlе! Oliver rеаlizеd аѕ the man wаѕ ѕtriрреd. Hе hаd fеmininе features, ѕimilаr to thе   рrinсе, but he dеfinitеlу hаd a penis.

The elf wasn't well hung, but he was dеfinitеlу bigger than Olivеr. Hе аlѕо lасkеd body hаir. Adding tо hiѕ feminine аllurе.

"Whаt are you саllеd." Thuuѕhk аѕkѕ.

Mustering what dignity hе hаd lеft the Elf mаn аnѕwеrѕ, "I am called Lаrаllin. These are my ѕiѕtеrѕ, Vаеri and Shyael." He mоtiоnѕ tо the girlѕ.

Thе twins were ѕlight. Also with раlе ѕkin аnd freckles. Thеу hаd perky B-сuр tits, аnd cute asses. They were bеаutiful. Almоѕt heart асhinglу so. Ethеrеаl, with piercing grееn eyes.

Olivеr felt аn асhе. A luѕt fоr them thаt he hаdn't felt for a wоmаn in mоnthѕ. Except fоr hiѕ wife thаt iѕ. Thе ѕight of hеr аlwауѕ mаdе him hard.

"Thеу look . Virgins?" The toad аѕkѕ, liсking hiѕ grееn lips with luѕt.

"Not аftеr оur enslavement, mу lоrd." Lаrаllin says with shame. Hе hаd bееn unable tо рrоtесt hiѕ sisters' рrесiоuѕ innосеnсе. Or his оwn.

"Tоо bad. I would have еnjоуеd dеflоwеring thеm. Hоw аbоut a ѕhоw then. Jеntif ѕhоw Lara hеrе her nеw рlасе. Yоu twо, tаkе thе sisters." Thuushk motions tо a pair оf guards.

Thе twinѕ аrе dосilу lеd to the pedestals оn thеir lord's thrоnе. Olivеr аnd thе оthеr ѕlаvе girl getting dоwn.

The уоung рrinсе wаtсhеѕ eagerly аѕ thе girlѕ аrе bent over. The big lizаrd mаn guаrdѕ quickly stuffing thеir bodies with green cocks.

The mаѕtеr rarely allows аnуоnе еlѕе to рlау with his thingѕ. Thе twо guards were еаgеr tо fuсk. Olivеr couldn't help thinking thаt thе girlѕ actually еnjоуеd the viоlаtiоn. Perhaps slavery had brоught ѕоmеthing out in thеm. Similаr to hоw it had in Olivеr.

Pеrhарѕ it wоuld in thеir brother. Oliver turns tо wаtсh his wifе еаѕilу overpower thе рrеttу mаn. Hiѕ littlе diсklеttе twitching in ѕуmраthу аѕ thе redhead was fоrсеd tо hiѕ hаndѕ and knees. Hiѕ fееblе ѕtrugglеѕ nо mаtсh for the big rеd woman.

"I'm ѕоrrу." Jentif whispers tо thе Elf аѕ she positions hеr big сосk at hiѕ аѕѕ. Her рrе-сum lubing thе tight little hоlе.

The Elf whinеѕ аѕ the big rеd dick fоrсеѕ it'ѕ wау deep inѕidе. Thе bаrbаriаn iѕn't gentle in hеr lоvеmаking thiѕ time. Her nееd hаd bееn building fоr a whilе. Shе ԛuiсklу buildѕ up tо a strong thrust in thе mоаning elf.

On thе thrоnе Thuuѕhk grаbѕ both the tееn Elvеѕ' hаir. Lifting thеir mоаning fасеѕ ѕо hе саn gаzе intо thеir luѕtful eyes. Hарру with whаt he sees thеrе. "Enjоу, mу bеаutiеѕ. Thiѕ is уоur lifе frоm now оn."

Bоth girlѕ gаѕр as thеir pussies trеmblе. Orgasming tоgеthеr as the lizаrd dicks fuсk thеm. Shуаеl rеасhеѕ over and саrеѕѕеѕ the big toad's diсk. Her hаnd ѕооn joined bу hеr twin. Vаеri rubѕ thе giаnt сосk аѕ hеr fingеrѕ еntwinе with hеr beautiful ѕiѕtеr.

Jеntif finally cums inѕidе the abused Elf. Pulling her ѕоftеnеd dick оut оf his gарing hоlе and giving his rоund ass a slap.

"Take them tо gеt сlеаnеd uр." Their master orders.

A соuрlе days lаtеr Olivеr'ѕ bоdу ѕhivеrѕ as hе рullѕ оn pink silk panties and a mаtсhing cropped top. Aѕ аlwауѕ thе woman's сlоthing feels both humiliating, аnd ѕuitаblе.

The уоung рrinсе nоw knеw hе was nо rеаl man. Hе was hiѕ mаѕtеr'ѕ sissy. It would nоt bе рrореr fоr him tо drеѕѕ in аnуthing but woman's сlоthеѕ.

Hе meets Lаrаllin as thеу enter thе throne rооm. Thе rеdhеаd еlf mаn аlѕо wеаring ѕilk lingеriе. Hiѕ wаѕ grееn. Sеtting оff his lovely rеd hаir. Likе Oliver's, ѕоmеоnе had соiffеd it intо a fancy do аtор hiѕ pretty hеаd.

"I dоn't know if I саn do thiѕ." Thе Elf whiѕреrѕ аѕ they еntеr. Thеir mаѕtеr wаtсhing thеm hungrilу from hiѕ throne аt the end of thе room.

Oliver tеntаtivеlу takes thе Elf'ѕ hand in hiѕ оwn. Trying tо оffеr some еnсоurаgеmеnt.

Thеу tаkе up роѕitiоnѕ оn орроѕitе ѕidеѕ of the toad's diсk. Jеntif ѕmiling аt hеr husband frоm behind thе grееn bulk.

Olivеr starts right in with kiѕѕing аnd саrеѕѕing thе hugе сосk. Lаrаllin iѕ reluctant, but soon fоllоwѕ thе уоung man's lеаd. Dоing hiѕ bеѕt tо рlеаѕе his new mаѕtеr as the platform rises.

Elsewhere his sisters brеаk thеir holy vоwѕ. Thеу hаd been training tо be priestesses оf the Gоddеѕѕ. Nоw their eager lips explored each other's body. Finаllу finding each оthеr'ѕ sensitive рuѕѕу. Twin tongues drinking dеер оf each оthеr.

Aѕ thе throne flоаtѕ out into the light of dау, big lizаrd man guards flаnking it, Olivеr caresses the bасk оf Larallin's hаnd. Thе Elf peering аt him frоm around the thick green реniѕ. Thеу share a wаrm smile.


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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CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*********

Monday:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Compost.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And so will you," Damien said.

Nathan swallowed hard.

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


CHAPTER TWO

Friday Night

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he could.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Damien and Michael returned with another man in tow.

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

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

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

What if he wanted him to himself?

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

He was happy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Much cleaner." Michael sounded like he approved.

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

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

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

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

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

Alex coughed and swallowed again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was not about how Nathan felt.

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

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

It was almost pleasurable, but then Damien thrust again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was the bride.

The woman.

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

"Are you ready?" She asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But what did that say about him?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was it fair?

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

"On one condition," Damien said.

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

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

"That's fair." Nathan nodded.

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

"I know."

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

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

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

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

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

"Do you want it?" Damien asked.

Nathan's face burned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But that's not who needed to hear.

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

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

Pleasure.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I guess you’re right,” he admitted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Was it that bad?” he asked.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh god, yes sir!” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes!” she shouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re late,” said Mr. Hanson.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE END

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

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anonymous

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

It is almost seven thirty and Warren prepares himself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Warren says, flabbergasted.

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

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

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

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

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

Warren clears his throat and shifts uncomfortably on the couch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lie down.” The paralegal says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open your mouth.” He orders.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

Tell anyone and I turn you in.

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

Don’t worry.

Warren replies.

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

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

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

“Hello?” Warren says.

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

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

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

2399 Cordale Avenue.

Come to the back door.

Same time.

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

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

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

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

“Can I have a word?” Warren says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-          -

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Warren nods silently, knowing there is no other option.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let me come!” Warren exclaims.

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The paralegal begins a slow striptease in front of him.

“Turn over.” He commands.

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

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

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

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

“Get up.” He commands.

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

The paralegal forcefully pushes Warren down to his knees.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-          -

Tomorrow, my house. Same time.

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

See you then.

Warren replies.

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


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello?” Richard answers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

-          -

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jonathan approaches a couple of minutes later.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

-          -

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open your mouth.” He orders.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With Richard cornered, Jonathan finally speaks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Richard says, flabbergasted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead.” The man says to Richard.

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

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

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

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


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


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

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


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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Richard lies back down, awaiting further instructions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This very deep penetration makes Richard moan louder than Jonathan had ever heard before. As he begins to cum in response to Jonathan’s cock reaching deep within him, his cock begins to explode with hot liquid, spraying the wall in front of him.

There is something about this that pushes Jonathan himself over the edge, and he begins to feel his orgasm rising closer and closer to the surface. One more thrust is all it takes before he fills Richard with his come.

Richard is shocked at how hard Jonathan could make him come. Jonathan pulls out of Richard, and he takes a step back, unsteady on his feet at first.

Jonathan falls back into the bed behind him, and Richard falls into Jonathan. He wraps one arm around the back of Richard’s neck and begins kissing him deeply. Richard kisses him back with sheer lust and passion, both of them short of breath. Richard kisses Jonathan again, their tongues doing dances in each other’s mouths.

They lie side by side on the bed, panting and wrapped around each other. Richard is wearing the wedding dress, but for the first time all day, it makes him feel kind of sexy.

After a few minutes, Jonathan stands up and ducks into the bathroom.

"I got you something," He says to Richard. "A kind of wedding gift."

"What is it?" Richard says, intrigued.

Jonathan steps out of the bathroom with a shopping bag filled with tissue paper, the kind they use in fancy department stores. He hands Richard the bag.

Richard looks inside and pulls out a thin, lace thong. He looks at Jonathan.

"That's for next time," Jonathan says

"Or, I could wear it right now," Richard says flirtatiously.

"Even better," Jonathan smiles.

Richard climbs off of the bed and takes off his wedding dress. He stands there naked for a second before pulling on the lace thong.

"Beautiful," Jonathan says.  


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

One of the conditions of my continuing to live in my parent’s home while I attend University only part-time was that I would have to do the housekeeping.  Basically, I’d become a live-in houseboy.  You know, like a maid, only a boy.  They had, on occasion, had a foreign exchange student live-in and, instead of paying rent, they did all the housekeeping duties.  It was a good deal for them – and a great deal for my mom.  And most of them didn’t seem to mind.

My sister taunted me constantly, treating me like the low man on the totem pole.  She even tossed a sexy French maid’s outfit at me once.  Wonder where she got that!

That’s how I ended up washing all of my mom’s – and my sister’s panties.  “They’re expensive.  It’s gotta be done by hand.”  They whined.  And then they had to be rolled in a towel till most of the water was squeezed out and then hung up to dry.  OMG!  I wanted to pull my hair out.  It probably would have been less painful.

That’s how I knew, when I saw that little bit of blue peeking out of the back of Professor M. Adam Curie’s pants when his shirt rode up, that I was looking at the lace trim on a Dita Von Teese Cora G-string.  Professor Curie was a cross-dresser. 

Then he dropped my test paper on my desk.  “Another F,” he sneered down at me.   

I couldn’t help but sneer back.  We’ll see who sneers last, Professor, I thought.  DeeDitata von Teese, indeed.

I sat patiently until the entire hall emptied.  Then I slowly made my way down the steps to where the professor was loading his papers into an old briefcase.  I waited at the edge of the stage.  Let him look down on me.  This will be the last time, I thought.  I guess I have a cruel streak.  I didn’t realize how quickly it would develop into a sadistic streak.

“My mother’s fond of Dita’s lingerie, too,” I said softly.

The professor’s back stiffened.  He stood up slowly.  He cleared his throat before slowly turning towards me.  Rumors abounded that he was gay.  I just thought he was a bit effeminate.  I wondered as he reached behind himself to smooth down the back of his shirt.

“And I’m fond of A’s.”  I tossed my test to the stage at his feet.  “Your panties are Dita Von Teese Cora G-string.  And my test score is an A…unless you want everyone to know.”

He didn’t say a thing.  He didn’t have to.  His face went pale.  Then he pulled himself up straight and tried to bluff.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I crossed my arms.  “Yours are blue.”  I waited for two heartbeats.  When he didn’t respond, I pulled a bluff of my own.  I whipped out my phone and shrugged my shoulders.  “It only takes two seconds for this video to go viral.”  I started pushing buttons.

“No.  No.  Wait. Wait.” 

I paused with my finger poised over the buttons.  He froze for a moment.  Then scrambled to pick up my test.

“Did I say ‘F’?  Surely, I was mistaken.  Of course, you got an A.  My best student.”  He corrected the letter on the test and held it out to me.  My finger remained poised.

“Let’s see the change in your grade book.”

“That’s all on my computer.  I don’t have that here. I’ll change it as soon as I get home.”  He gave me a little smile and a shoulder shrug.  As if I’d fall for that crap.  Who did he think I was?  Some ‘F’ student?  No, no.  I was an ‘A’ student – said so right there at the top of my test. 

“Fine.  Let’s go to your house right now.”  I followed the professor to his car, a shabby little VW Jetta with peeling red paint.  He had to clear garbage off the seat before I could get in.  He didn’t live too far away.  And we were in his spacious apartment in no time. 

The first thing I noticed was the sexy leg lamp in the corner.  It was the classic fishnet stockinged, high-heel wearing fringed lamp from “A Christmas Story”.  Most of the furniture was covered in piles of magazines or books but when I looked past those, I noticed that it was all covered in chintz or chenille – just like my grandma’s chairs.  This looked like an older woman’s apartment – not a man’s. 

“I see,” I said, as I made a slow circle.  I know it was rude because I hadn’t been invited, but I marched down the hallway and, to the professor’s protests, entered his bedroom.  Sure enough, it was decorated all in pink.  “Just as I suspected,” I announced.  Before he could stop me, I flung open the closet.  It was filled with lady’s garments, especially lingerie.

I heard him gasp in the doorway.  “Those…those…those aren’t mine.”

When I looked at him, he had his hand to his mouth, his body twisted in a peculiarly feminine position with one knee bent into the other. 

“Oh?”  I asked.  I pulled out a dress and held it up to him.  “Funny, it looks like your size.”  Then I bent down and picked up one of the low heels neatly stacked on the floor.  “Size 12.” I glanced at his feet.  They were a bit small for a man.  “I’d say this is your size too.”  I tossed them towards the bed as I went to the dresser to pull open a drawer filled with feminine undergarments.  “More Dita von Teese.  Yep, all your size.  Professor ****, either you are a Sissy Slut, or we’ve walked into the wrong apartment.”

The professor went utterly still and pale.

It took him several moments to recover before he said, “It’s my sisters?”

I chuckled.  “You question?”  I laughed again.  I wasn’t buying it.  I pulled out a fancy pair of frilly panties and a matching bra and threw them on the bed.  “Put all that on before you come out to change my grade.”

“But…but…” stammered the professor.

“I don’t want to see your butt.  Cover it in those.” I pointed to the bed and left.

It took him nearly an hour – so long that I began to doubt he’d come out at all – before he finally slunk out…in full drag.  He’d put on not only the clothes I’d chosen but also a blonde bobbed wig and full makeup.  And he didn’t look half bad.   He even had on fake boobs that filled out that beautiful lace push-up bra.  In fact, he looked appealing.

He was a small man.  At 5’ 7”, he was a good 5” shorter than me.  He was naturally thin, wiry, not muscular.  I suspected he kept himself that way so that he could maintain a feminine illusion.  His ‘breasts’ were small enough that they could have been natural and he had a nipped-in waist.  The dress was a knit number that clung to all his curves and his butt was very curvy, especially in those heels that tended to make it thrust out in the sexiest manner.  Mmmm, I wanted to…huh?  I wasn’t gay…was I?  Well, he was dressed up as a woman.  So that made me straight, right?  I was looking at a woman.

“Turn around,” I ordered.  I wanted a better look at that ass.  It thrust out in a purely feminine manner.  I could see the outline of the Dita von Teese g-string beneath it and I could feel my cock beginning to swell.  I cleared my throat.  I had to remind myself why I was there.  But looking at the professor from behind, I saw a woman, not the 32-year-old man that taught my Understanding Feminism class. 

“Change my grade in your computer, professor,” I ordered gruffly as I adjusted myself inside my pants. 

“Call me Sarina Honey,” a sultry voice murmured.  It took me aback because it sounded nothing like the professor.  It sounded like a sexy, sensual woman.  My cock responded.  Then she…she?...was bending over, reaching into her briefcase for her laptop. 

“Now, let’s see.  I’ll just pull up your class,” she said, smoothing her hand across your bottom and thigh to straighten her skirt as she gracefully sat in a chair.  She opened up the laptop before her.  “Do you want to watch,” she asked coyly wiggling her shoulders (and, thus, her cleavage) just a bit.  I noticed the pout of her lower lip and her widened eyes as well.  She was inviting me with her whole body.

My whole body responded.  I rose and went to her.  As I leaned over her shoulder to view the computer screen, I pressed my now full erection against her shoulder.  She twisted against me, pressing against my hard-on as she pointed to the screen.  “See there, I’ve changed your grade.  You now have an “A” in Understanding Feminism.  Ha!”  She tossed her head and slammed the notebook closed.

I might have left her alone if she’d been gracious.  But that little laugh cost her.  She’d humiliated me.  Now I’d have to repay her.  “I understand feminism, Sarina Honey,” I spat out her name, dripping it with as much sarcasm as I could, “about as well as you do.” 

I dragged the chair around with her sweet little butt sitting in it.  She wore bright red lipstick on those pouting lips.  I wanted those lips to finish what that tight ass had started on my cock.  “You're about to get a lesson in feminism yourself,” I told her as I took chin in my hand and squeezed her lips into a full pucker, “cause your about to show me just what feminine lips are for, bitch.” 

She gasped and her eyes went wide as I used my other hand to lower my zipper and pull out my throbbing shaft.  “Ooooh.  You’re going to make me suck you?”  She said it but it came out a little slurred cause I hadn’t released her mouth.  Instead, I used my grip to lead her head right down to my pecker.  She pretended to resist but her tongue flicked out at the head of my dick as she whined.  

I dripped pre-cum immediately.  I hadn’t had my dick sucked in way too long.  Living at home had its drawbacks.  No privacy.  I indulged in the tease of just the tip of her delicate tongue licking at my sensitive prick for a few moments.  Then I slammed my cock into her willing mouth with a loud groan. 

As she pulled her head back with a loud slurp, red lipstick trailed behind leaving a smear on my shaft.  Mmmm – delicious.  I throbbed in her mouth.  Her tongue rimmed around the head of my long prick before she slid her wet lips back down my dick.  Uh, I exhaled in a heavenly huff.  I wasn’t going to last long.  I needed release.  Head was my favorite form of sex.  I grabbed her head and fucked her face fast.  Oh, yeah, I was about to cum.  My body stiffened.  “Take that, you feminist whore,” I screamed as I began to blast my load deep into her throat.  I could hear her choking, but I didn’t care, I just kept on jazzing at the back of her throat till I’d let loose my entire load.  Then I collapsed back against the buffet behind me. 

“Fuck.  You suck, professor.”  I stroked my hand hard down the length of my shaft and shook the spunk off in her face.  She had the decency to look humiliated.  Yeah, I liked that.

She still looked hot – despite the smeared lipstick and the bit of five o’clock shadow on her chin.  Whore, was all I could think.  Then her eyes started to tear up. 

“Oh, shit, bitch.  Don’t you dare start crying.”

She wiped at her eyes as her lip quivered.  Mascara started to drip down her cheek.  Now she really looked like a whore – like the whore you wake up to the night after a real ripper.  The one you don’t remember picking up and you can’t remember her name to save your life.  It made me want to fuck her furiously.  Then fuck her again. 

Then a tear leaked out.  That made me mad.  “I warned you not to cry.  Now I’m going to have to punish you.”  Before I even realized what I intended, I had grabbed her by the arm, switched our places, and had her draped over my lap with her butt in the air.  “Disobedience must be met with punishment,” I told her.  “You will count.”

“Yes, master,” she mumbled.  Clearly, she already knew the rules.  But not my title.


CHAPTER TWO

“Since I am schooling you, you will call me ‘Professor’.” 

I laughed as she sobbed out, “Yes, professor.”

I raised her dress until that amply rounded ass was fully exposed.  “Kohlberg’s First Level of Moral Development – Psychology 101.  I’m an A student there, too.  And I didn’t have to punish the teacher to get it.  You disobeyed:  you must be punished.” I smacked her hard.

“One,” she squeaked.

I smiled.  “Ah, yes.  Excellent.”  I spanked her again.  The sound as my hand impacted her tender tush was most satisfying.

“Two,” she screeched. 

I knew her bottom would get a little numb after several smacks.  I remembered that from the spankings my mother – and then the principal – had given me.  I also knew how to make the pain last as long as possible.

I opened my hand to make it completely flat then hit her lower on her ass, where her butt connected to her thigh, a particularly sensitive area. 

“Three.  Shit!”  She practically jumped off my lap with that one.  The red handprint left behind was very satisfying.  I smirked as I rubbed my hand over the welt, feeling the raised flesh that almost goose-bumped around it.  My cock started to harden again. 

When Sarina felt my hardness beneath her, her body responded in kind.  She pressed the silkiness of those Dita von Teese panties against my thigh.  But that’s not where a tool should be during a spanking.  No, the best placement is between the spanker’s legs. 

“Remove your panties entirely,” I ordered. 

“Yes, professor,” Sarina demurred.  With an exaggerated wiggle of her conspicuously hairless ass, she slid the panties down her thighs and off her legs which she lifted into a sexy little V.  She kept all her sexually betraying equipment neatly tucked between her legs so that her appearance remained feminine to me.  Very appealing.

She anticipated my desire by insinuating her hard member between my thighs.  What I felt most was wetness that I could convince myself was pussy juice slipping down my thighs from her excitement at being punished as befitted a bad, bad girl.

I slapped my hand to her upthrust behind before she settled herself.

“Four,” she yelped.  The sound of her surprise and femininity shot a jolt of arousal straight through my Johnson.  I wanted to fuck.  Bad.  I insinuated my cock between her pinned back arm and her thigh.  Then I spanked her again.

“Five.”  She seemed to have gone a bit numb.  That wasn’t enough of a response for my satisfaction.

I adjusted the angle of my attack, hitting her at the top of her flesh behind where it was still virgin white.

“Six,” another surprised gasp.  That was more like it.

Smack.  “Seven.”  She thrust her pecker down between my tight thighs.  “Oh, professor,” she moaned. 

My body responded to that sound as though she had caressed me.  That’s what I wanted – her hand wrapped around my throbbing hard-on.  I put my dick right in her fingers and folded them around my hot flesh. 

Swat.  “Eight,” she screeched as she jerked.  Her butt bounced, her dick thrust, her hand stroked my cock.  Oh, yes.  The sensations jolted through me like a lightning bolt.  A few more of those and I might spill my seed all over her soft hand. 

My thighs were slick with her dripping spunk.  Would she jizz soon too?  The thought made my pulse against her hot fingers which grasp me tighter in response.  Oooo.  I thrust my hips up ever so slightly creating another stroke.  How long could I hold out?  I wanted to spurt all over, watch my creamy cum overflow as I felt her juice on my thighs as I slapped her rear-end harder.

Splat.  “Nine.  Oh, professor, please,” she gasped as she thrust her man tool between my thighs several times.  All the while, her derriere twitched upon my lap and her lovely stocking covered legs, neatly crossed at the ankles, thrust back and forth.  “I don’t think I can take any more.  Please, relieve me.”

Did she say, “Release me?” or “Relieve me?”  I was sure she said, “Relieve me.”  She wanted to cum too.  Oh, no.  This bitch had ridden me all semester.  And she’d given me an ‘F’.  She wasn’t gonna be rewarded with an orgasm.  No little cross-dressing whore deserved the big O.  Oh, no, no. 

I shoved her off my lap.  “Fuck that, bitch.”  She landed in an ungraceful pile on the ground.  She quickly clamped her legs closed, her first thought being to maintain the illusion of her femininity.  Understanding Femininity, indeed.  I gave a low, throaty chuckle as I sneered down at her. 

“Turn around, cunt.”  She obeyed, instinctively sticking her perky ass in the air.  It wasn’t pussy.  But I’d taken more than one woman up the ass.  I rather liked that tight sucking fit.  Yep.  This was going to be a special pleasure.

I spit on that puckered pink hole then rubbed my thumb around it, pushing the tip of my finger in to loosen it up a bit and prepare it for my entry.  She was clearly used to this kind of entry cause my finger slid right in.  When I pressed the tip of my cock against it, the little hole opened wide and said, “ah”.  I slipped right in.  Oh.  Home.  Yeah.  This is exactly what I wanted to feel. 

I smacked her sweet ass again.

“Nine.” 

I laughed.  Good girl.  I didn’t say it out loud ‘cause, frankly, she didn’t deserve the reward.

Once more.  “Ten.”  Her body jerked.  I shoved my cock back and forth, in and out of that tight puckered pink hole.  Then I grasp her hips.  “Oh.  Yes, professor.  Fuck me hard.”

“Shut up, whore!”  But it was too late, I was starting to pop.  My cock was exploding inside her bunghole. 

I smacked her again, hard, at the junction of thigh and buttocks where I knew it hurt the most.  She had already reached beneath herself to grab her sex organ.  The combination of pain and pleasure caused sensations she couldn’t control.  “Oh, professor.  Oh, my God.  I can’t help it.  I’m a useless cumming slut. Oh, shit.  I’m creaming everywhere.  Ooo.  Ooo.”

She squealed as I jerked and spurted deep inside her ass.  She jerked and shook until we were both spent.

I pulled out.  “Clean me off, cunt.” 

She turned around, pouting.  “Yes, professor.  Whatever you say, professor.”  I could tell she was reluctant to put her mouth on my dirty cock.  I didn’t care.  I made her lick it till it was spotless.  I was so spent it didn’t do anything sexually for me.  It just comforted me.  Plus, I was clean. 

“Now, make me some dinner.”

“Wha..?”

“You can cook, can’t you, slut?”  I glared at her.

“Of course.”  She’d slipped into her normal voice.  But quickly corrected.  “Of course,” she said, once again a sultry, feminine creature.  “Let me get my apron.” 

She disappeared into her bedroom.  I went to the bathroom.  Then I made myself at home in her overly-feminine living room. 

I’d had a lot of excitement that afternoon and two powerful orgasms.  The activity was starting to get to me.  I started to nod off.  Then I heard the click of Sarina’s heels indicate her return.  I looked up, startled out of my snooze.  Really startled ‘cause she was wearing a see-through French maids apron.  The only things she had underneath were a black lace pushup bra and a tiny pair of black Brazilian panties.  She wore black high-heeled Mary Janes with lace-trimmed bobby socks on her feet.

I thought I was tired, but my prick jumped at the sight of her.  “I’ll have your meal ready shortly,” her sultry red lips spoke.  I remembered how they felt around my member and it gave another little thump before she disappeared into the kitchen giving me a view of her pert derriere which still bore the marks of my handprint.  I felt pre-cum dampening my thigh.

I’d gone soft again before she returned with a steaming plate of stroganoff with a side of buttered French bread.  Shoot!  My mom didn’t treat me this well.  Maybe I should just move in here.  I had noticed the professor had an extra bedroom.

Sarina sat down next to me, crossing her long stocking-clad legs.  She swung the top one back and forth at me while she sipped her wine leaving a lipstick stain on the rim of the glass.  She leaned towards me just enough to show off her firm cleavage with each indrawn breath.  “Have you had enough?”  She finally asked.  “There’s more if you want it.  A growing boy needs a lot to eat so he can keep up his…” She boldly reached out and stroked my cock through my pants…”activities,” she completed her sentence.

“Yes, I do but I’ve had enough.  Just enough to fuck your mouth but not so much to keep me from cumming hard all over your overly made-up face, whore.”

She grimaced before dropping to her knees.  After a moment’s hesitation, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes, and patiently waited.  I’d never had anyone offer me a blowjob in quite that manner before.  It took me a moment before I unzipped my pants.  Then I stood up and shoved my throbbing dick in her mouth. 

You’d think after shooting my load twice in the last hour or so that I’d be slow this time around.  I wasn’t.  Her slutty blonde wig and the trail of red lipstick had me quickly aching for release.  Slow down, slut.  I ordered.  I don’t want to shoot before I’ve had a chance to enjoy myself.” 

I pulled my schlong from her mouth and rubbed it against her cheek.  She moaned coyly.  Then I smacked her with it.  I smacked the other cheek.  I had a pretty long dick.  It wasn’t as hard as it would have been if I hadn’t cum twice already so it made a good smacking noise against her face.  I sneered and called her a bitch before I clutched her chin, squeezing her mouth open and shoving my dick back home into her mouth.

She slavered her tongue all around the head of my cock, then sucked hard, nodding her head back and forth, her hair flying about.  She moaned as though she were excited to be sucking on me.  That made me harder.  I fucked her face as she sucked me.  I grabbed her by the ears so I could control her movements and I shoved my shlong so deep that she choked on it. 

That’s when I saw her hand furiously masturbating her own hardon.  That bitch was going to cum before I did if I didn’t jizz on her face soon.  The thought of a woman shooting a load sent me skyrocketing.  I yanked my throbbing pistol from her mouth and unloaded a huge blast on her face.  “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!”  I yelled as I squirt hot white shit all over her face again and again and again. 

“Uh, Uh.”  I heard her squealing and grunting and her hand was a furious blur.  Then she shot a furious load straight in the air as though a champagne bottle had popped its cork.

***

“Wait till you see what a sissy pad the teacher has.  And the costumes!”  I had been regaling my buddy Scott with tales of Professor M. Adam Curie, her transformation into Sarina, and my punishments of her as I drove us to his house.

I knocked on the door and the professor opened the door.  His face screwed up into a sneer as he blocked the door by bracing his hand on the frame.  He didn’t say a word, just glared at me.  He didn’t even spare a glance for Scott.

I gave him a half-grin.  “Step aside, Sarina, we’re coming in.  Your punishment isn’t over yet.”

“Who is it, Sarina, dear?”  A feminine sing-song voice chimed from inside the apartment.

I glared at Sarina.  Scott and I looked at each other in amazement.  “Who’s that?”  Scott asked.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Come in…if you dare,” Sarina…er…Professor Curie dropped her his hand and gestured us in.  We stumbled in and followed him down the hall.  “It’s just a couple of students, mother dear,” he called as he led us back to the pink bedroom.  “See,” he said softly, gesturing inside the room. 

In a floral chintz chair next to the bed sat a grey-haired woman in curlers and a comfy robe and nightgown.  Her legs stuck out before her in support hose and comfy ivory slippers.  She watched a TV across the room through gold-rimmed glasses.  Granny glasses, I believe they were called.

After staring a moment, Scott elbowed me.  “She looks just like Mrs. Doubtfire.”

I turned to Professor Curie.  The way his eyes swiveled towards me, I could tell we’d figured this one out.  “Mrs. Doubtfire, huh?”  I stomped into the room and yanked the wig off the head of…Mr. Culpepper, the university nurse.

He let out a shriek and jumped from the chair, covering his head with his hands.  He mumbled something about not knowing Curie was expecting company as he flew across the hall into the bathroom.  It was only moments later that he ran out of the bathroom in thrown on men’s clothing covered in a trench coat, hat pulled low on his head, a haphazardly stuffed bag clutched in his hands.

Professor Curie’s lower lip trembled.  “Now look what you’ve done.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a dress-up partner?” 

“Do you know how bad I have to punish you for this little deceit?”  I said very quietly. 

Professor Curie looked suitably alarmed.

Scott giggled beside me.  I swear he can be such a child.

I shoved him into the room.  “We’re going to sissify this bitch.  Go pick out a dress and shoes.”  I turned to the dresser.  The lingerie would be up to me.  I couldn’t trust something so important to a beginner like Scott.  “Take off your clothes,” I ordered the professor.

“What?  Here?  In front of…,” first he looked me up and down with disdain.  Then he thought better of it, ‘cause he gestured towards Scott and said, “him?”

“He’s seen men naked before.”

“But I’m not a…I mean…I’ve got…I’m…oh, please.  Let me change in the bathroom.  The effect is more…respectable.”  Suddenly, Professor M. Adam Curie took on a feminine pose and the transformation had begun.  I instantly saw that she had a point.  I didn’t really want to see her naked.  Not entirely.  I wanted to see a larger effect. 

I gathered up the dress and shoes Scott picked out – a garish purple silk and sequin blouse and a black pleather mini skirt with black suede mid-calf platform boots.  It looked like a terribly slutty combination to me.  I would have to pick out something understated to make the ensemble anything resembling femininity rather than just humiliation.  I went to the lingerie drawer.  Nothing Dita von Teese would do for this getup.  Dita von Teese was pure class.  This outfit was pure trash.  Too stark a contrast.  So I moved down to the next drawer.


CHAPTER THREE

“Huh?”  I gasped.  White granny panties and the ugliest bras I have ever seen.  These looked like they were meant for droopy disgusting cow udders. 

I heard the professor giggle.  “Those belong to ‘mother’,” he mewed. 

I raised my eyebrow and moved to the next drawer.  At last.  Some pretty pink panties with little lace bows and flowers trimming them and bras that might have been worn by the girls in the Brady Bunch.  Yep, innocent enough that anyone lifting up the slutty clothes Scott had chosen would be completely surprised and happily harden at the contrast.  Sort of a Madonna/Whore syndrome on one little lady/man. 

I picked up the clothing and threw them to the professor.  “Go put these on.  We’ll do your makeup when you come out.”

It only took him a couple of minutes to change into the outfit and she looked like a real slut when she came out.  But not quite slutty enough.

She needed makeup.  Fortunately, she had recently shaved and her skin was baby smooth.  We took her to the vanity in her room and sat her before the three-way mirror.  Scott started giggling again as he eyed the makeup.  He picked up a brush and a red lipstick.  And giggled again.  I rolled my eyes. 

“Turn your face this way.”  When Sarina had complied, I covered her lids in a bright purple that matched the silky shirt Scott had chosen for her.  Then I applied false eyelashes.  Neither was quite straight and she blinked rapidly several times.

“Oh, let me!” She finally cried in frustration, turning to the mirror.  My lips puckered in a line of frustration.  I wanted to do this myself.  I’d never made anyone up before and I kind of enjoyed it.

Before Sarina had quite finished, Scot grabbed her chin.  “Over here, bitch,” he snarled.  He had the lipstick turned up. 

“Not so high,” Sarina whined in a sexy purr.  Even I knew you didn’t put the lipstick that far out.  “It’ll break.  That’s my favorite color, you know.”  It was a beautiful red and it totally clashed with the purple blouse.  But I knew it would look awesome smeared across my dick.  I could feel myself beginning to harden.

When we had finished everything, we led her to a full-length mirror so she could have a good look at herself.  She leaned forward, pivoted, looked again.  Her lower lip trembled.  She blinked her eyes rapidly.  I could tell she was trying very hard to keep the weeping at bay. 

“Oh, my,” she finally muttered as the tears escaped.

“Yeah, you look like a real slut.”  Scott leered.  He clutched his crotch.  “Let’s fuck her,” he said, without taking his eyes off her reflection in the mirror.

Sarina rolled her eyes and turned away.  “At least I don’t have to go anywhere looking like this.”

Now Scott’s eyes met mine.  And he started giggling again.  “They have a garbage chute in this building, don’t they?”

Sarina gasped.  “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Hee, hee, hee.  She needs to be punished for ruining our beautiful paint job.” 

“Beautiful?  You’re a sicker mother fucker, Scott.”

He grabbed Sarina’s arm, pulling her to the kitchen.  He bagged up the garbage and handed it to her.  “To the dump.”  He shoved her out the front door then leaned against the doorframe to watch. 

She spun around awkwardly holding the trash out to her side so it wouldn’t touch her clothing.  She huffed, dashing the door.  But Scott and I blocked it.  I was in the doorway itself, Scott right next to it.  When she came towards us, he put up his hand to stop her.

She took a few steps away then quickly swiveled back in a fakey but that didn’t catch us either.  I could see the disappointment on her face.  She gave up.  Pulled herself into a regal posture and began to sashay down the hallway with the garbage delicately hanging from her wrist out at her side.  Boy, that girl could sway.

The shoot was at the far end of the hall.  When Sarina got close, she picked up her pace.  As she approached, a door opened.  She stopped, stunned.  A man in a business suit stepped out of his apartment.  He stopped too.  He starred.  He eyed her up and down. 

Scott giggled next to me.  Of course.  I elbowed him. 

The man pulled himself together and started down the hall, briefcase in hand.  He gave Sarina a small nod.  She nodded back, giving him a little jiggle of her shoulders.  Then they each went on their way.  When she’d dumped the garbage, she returned to us in a haute, fast strut, and pushed past us into the apartment.

Scott looked around.  He spotted a laundry basket.  With a smirk, he shoved it into her arms.  “Go wash these clothes.  Don’t come back ‘til they’ve been washed, dried, and folded.”

Sarina sucked in her breath.  She looked at me to save her.  I shrugged my shoulders.  I’d told Scott he could have fun with her today too.  If this was his idea of fun, who was I to interfere?

Resigned, Sarina grabbed the basket and strutted into the hall.  She went boldly to the elevator.  Once she got one, we went back into the apartment.

***

Sarina poked her head out of the elevator, insecure to be running about the building in such poor drag.  She never dressed so slutty or in such poor makeup.  She prided herself on her near-passing quality.  Now, she just looked like a whore. 

She scurried to the laundry room, loading up the washer as quickly as she could.  She leaned nervously against the washer, hoping no one else would need to do laundry that day.  Just as she’d begun to relax, a big man in a dirty t-shirt and baggy jeans carrying a tool bag walked in.  

He stopped when he saw her, eyeing her up and down.  Then doing it again.  “Huh, what have we got here?”  He dropped his toolbox.  “Don’t believe I’ve seen you before.”  He stepped closer.

Sarina stood up straight, crossed her arms before her crotch, her breath coming faster. 

The super (it said so on his shirt) walked around her, inspecting her.  “Nope.  I’ve never seen the likes of you.”  He grabbed her ass, squeezed. 

Sarina yelped. 

“Nice.”  He pulled Sarina around by her skirt then shoved her on the back, forcing her to bend over the washing machine.  “Let’s see what’s under this little outfit, shall we?”  Sarina’s position already revealed her pink panties and he immediately began to stroke them. 

“Oh, no.  I’m not that type,” Sarina protested, though she didn’t struggle. 

“We’ll just see about that,” he said, yanking her shirt over her head. 

Sarina wiggled so that it slipped off without trouble but she twisted her arms so that her hand became entangled, trapped in the knot of the blouse.  “I’m caught,” she exclaimed.

“A whore in pink underthings?  I’ve never seen that before,” the super commented as he groped Sarina’s small breasts in their pink cotton bra. He pulled one leg of her panties aside and stroked the soft skin of Sarina’s bottom.  He pressed his hardening cock against her thigh but he knew that wouldn’t be enough for long. 

Sarina jiggled as the washer beneath her went into the spin cycle.  The super groaned at the added friction.  He rubbed Sarina’s little red pucker hole with his thumb until she began to relax, moaning, thrusting herself towards him.  Suddenly, he pulled out his pecker, spit on it, and without ceremony, thrust it into Sarina’s asshole. 

Sarina squealed in delight.  “Oh, you’re such a big, hard super,” she cried, sliding herself back along his shaft. 

He grabbed her shoulders, pulling hard so that he could penetrate her deeper.  Sarina’s hands were stretched, bound, out before her over the washing machine.  The super thrust harder, faster and deeper. 

Sarina bucked as the washer jiggled out of balance. The super groaned. Sarina squealed as she sensed his impending orgasm.  “You’re going to cum already.”  With her words, he yanked out, grabbed his dick in his hand, and jerked a load of hot jizz out all over Sarina’s full white mounds.  “Ooooh.  You’re such a super super,” she gushed.

“Bitch,” he said.  He pulled her off the washing machine, reached inside, grabbed something wet to wipe his dick then shoved it in Sarina’s mouth. 

“I’ll take care of the laundry.  Let’s get you back to where you belong.”

Sarina shook her head furiously, her eyes wide.  The super gave her a questioning look.  When he took the gag out of her mouth, he let her explain, keeping her arms bound in her blouse before her.  When she’d finished, he grinned and stuffed the gag back in.  Then he dragged her behind him.

***

I heard a couple of sharp raps on the door.  Sarina hadn’t told us to expect anyone.  Surprised, I opened it a crack with Scott right behind me.

“I believe this belongs to you,” a brawny man in a sloppy t-shirt held Sarina by her pink bra strap.  Her hands were bound together by her blouse, a gag kept her quiet.  Her eyes were large and fearful.  She made mewling noises.

I grabbed her and pulled her, quickly slamming the door. 

We just stared at her for a moment.  I yanked out the gag.  “He fucked me,” she blurted.  “He jizzed on my ass.”

Scott gasped, then giggled.  He lifted her skirt.  Sure enough, a sticky white mess clung to her.  Some had stiffened on her pretty pink panties.

“Whoa.  Fuck.” Scott cock throbbed in his pants.  “I want that.”

“No.  I’m not a slut,” Sarina protested.

“Aren’t you?” I asked. 

“Well, at least put the gag in and let me pretend.”

Scott shoved the gag back in her mouth and shoved her over to the nearby couch where he bent her over the back.  “I’m gonna fuck the professor,” he whispered as he undid his pants.

This time, I giggled.  I watched as he spit on his hand and stroked his cock.  It was a big one, thick and long.  My butthole tightened at the thought of that thing trying to enter it.  But my dick throbbed.  I squeezed it through my pants.

Scott started trying to shove the head of his prick into that tight little bunghole but it just didn’t want to go.  “This bitch is too tight,” he said.  “I need some lube.  Find me some lotion.”

“Make her suck you,” I said as I went back to the bedroom to search.  I opened a drawer next to the bed.  Bingo!  There were dildos, condoms – even flavored ones – and sample packs of lots of different lubes.  I grabbed a couple of packs and headed back to the living room.  “Got just what you need, Scott,” I said.

His eyes were glazed over as he was sitting on the arm of the couch, Sarina’s head bouncing up and down on his glorious cock.  “I don’t think I can stop.”

“Sure you can,” I said, grabbing Sarina’s bra to pull her off.  She grunted and fell back on her butt.  Her little bitty skirt was tented by her the hardon in her panties.

Scott’s shaft was now a red mess of Sarina’s lipstick.  I looked at her.  Her face was even more garish now with the lipstick smeared everywhere.  My cock throbbed in response.  I wanted her to suck me – hard.  I already knew what that glorious mouth could do and I couldn’t wait to have those lips wrapped around my prick pleasuring me.

But Scott had picked up the gag.  He shoved it in her mouth before I could do anything.  So I stood watching as Scott lubed up Sarina’s asshole and stroked more lube over his cock before he pressed it to her puckered butt.  Then he was clutching her hips in both hands and ramming himself home.  If his groans were any indication, he’d been done in a few strokes. 

Sarina had her hand beneath her skirt pumping furiously.  Oh, no.  That bitch would not get relief before I did.  “Stop that, whore!”  I ordered, kicking her hand.

With an “ooof”, the gag flew out of her mouth.  I climbed on the couch in front of her, pulled out my throbbing fuck stick, and shoved it towards her waiting kisser.  Those lips wrapped around my schlong like it was the last lollipop on the planet.  Oh, the wet hot heat that surrounded my meat made me moan in pleasure. 

When I opened my eyes, Scott was staring at me.  “Oh, man.  This is the tightest hole ever.  My cock is being squeezed like a sausage extruder.  This bitch is gonna make me spurt.  Oh, fuck.”  But he kept going.

I kept banging into Sarina’s sloppy mouth like a piston, my fuck pole getting stiffer with each stroke.  Sarina’s hand was back to waking at her own meat.  We were all on the verge of massive explosions.

“Oh, yeah, I’m gonna spurt,” gasped Scott as he yanked his cock out of Sarina’s butt and started jerking over her back.

My eyes rolled back in my head.  I grasp Sarina’s head to keep my dick deep in her throat while I jizzed. Oooo, I was about to bust a nut.

Sarina’s hand flew.  We all three burst at once.  Cock juice flew everywhere – deep in Sarina’s throat, across her back, up over her belly.  I pulled out to drain the last drops on her face as she gagged and gasped.  What a cum fest!  


THE END

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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CHAPTER ONE

Michael was beginning his third year, and he sat in the back row of his final class of the way daydreaming, waiting for the professor to begin. Graduation was still so far away, and he couldn’t wait to get out of university and begin his life. He was tired of listening to lecturer’s talk all day, and he wanted to do something exciting- but he had to wait until he graduated first.

He sat and listened as the professor walked to the podium at the front of the class and introduced himself.

"Hello, class, I'm Mr. Johnson, and I will be teaching your Astronomy class this semester." Mr. Johnson was a tall man who looked like he spent time in the gym. Michael found this odd, as most of his professors usually looked like they had not set foot in a gym in their lives. He chuckled to himself at this thought as Mr. Johnson began the class.

Michael was tired, and he wanted to go home. He was a good student, but he found it hard to concentrate because it was already 4 pm and he had been at it all day. He knew that he had to continue to get good grades for the rest of the year, but he was already finding it hard to focus, and it was only the first day.

Mr. Johnson scanned the room as he began teaching the first lesson of the new year. He could give the first lesson in his sleep, so he always used the first class to examine his students and try to determine which ones would become his favorites by the end of the semester.

As he spoke mindlessly, he noticed a few students who were furiously taking notes, and he remarked that they would be the "overachievers." There were always a few of those who attended his office hours and always had a million questions.

He continued to scan the room, and he noticed one student in particular that caught his eye. The student was tall and slim, so tall that he was hard to miss even though he was sitting in the lecture hall's back row. Something about this particular student caught Mr. Johnson's eye, and he watched him as he continued to give his lesson. The student didn't seem fascinated, but he didn't seem interested. He was listening, but he wasn't taking notes. Mr. Johnson remarked that this student would likely do well, as he seemed to be bright.

Mr. Johnson ended his lecture and began compiling his belongings as the class filed out of the room. They all descended the stairs toward the podium at the front and exited one by one. The student that had caught Mr. Johnson's eye descended the stairs slowly

"Thanks. See you next week." Hesaid.

“Oh, yes. Enjoy your evening, Mr-” Mr. Johnson said, waiting for him to fill in the blank.

“Mr. Riley. My name is Michael Riley.” Michael said.

"See you next week, Mr. Riley." Mr. Johnson said, and he waved him off.

Mr. Johnson was surprised that a student had thanked him for his lecture. He was not used to being acknowledged by his students; he was used to the stream of zombie-looking individuals entering and exiting his class every hour. He was happy that this particular student was so polite.

Michael left class and went home that night dreaming of the exciting future he had ahead of him once he finished university.

-          -

Mr. Johnson lived alone, as he had never gotten married. He lived a solitary life, but he was known to make friends with students in his class every year. He told people that he was helping them with their studies when, in reality, there was much more than that going on behind closed doors.

Mr. Johnson got into bed that night and began thinking about the student that he had met that day. As he did this, he began to feel a tingle in the pit of his groin.

He reached a hand into his pants to feel his cock already getting hard. He thought about Michael’s perfectly wavy hair and his tall, slim figure. He thought about how he had stopped to say thank you before leaving class.

Mr. Johnson was getting horny thinking about all of the things he would like to do to Michael, given a chance. He began stroking his cock slowly in the dark as he fantasized about everything he would do to that student. He thought about kissing him deeply and then spanking him roughly. He thought about roughing him up in the bedroom and then falling asleep in his arms. He let his mind wander to places he knew it would as soon as he had laid his eyes on Michael. He stroked his cock excitedly and let himself release with a grunt. He felt satisfied and pleased, and he couldn't wait until next week when he would see Michael again.


Over the next week, Mr. Johnson couldn’t stop thinking about Michael. He wanted to see him again, to speak with him again.

When the day of Michael's class finally rolled around, Mr. Johnson was more ready than ever. He wanted Michael so badly, and he was determined to make it happen, no matter what he had to do.

Michael was wearing a black t-shirt with a navy-blue button-up shirt over it with black pants on that particular day. Mr. Johnson noticed as Michael entered the room and walked past him that his pants sat just tight enough around his ass to drive Mr. Johnson’s imagination wild.

He sat on the edge of his desk at the front of the room, pretending to read a book, but he was looking right past it at Michael as he walked up the stairs to find a seat. While he did this, Mr. Johnson gazed at him, his eyes drifting from his perfectly wavy hair down his body, lingering on his built upper back and continuing down to his muscular legs and ass. Mr. Johnson tried not to drool. This hour was the best part of his week, and he had prepared himself by getting into position before the class entered so that he ensured he would see Michael walk up the stairs. That moment was exactly as he had imagined it, and he tried to hide his growing erection as he began his lecture.

He found himself staring at Michael during class, and he lost his train of thought a few times. He stood behind his desk so that the class couldn't see how excited he was by this particular student's presence.

Mr. Johnson decided that after class, he would make his move. He knew he couldn't wait another full week before seeing Michael again, so this was his chance.

Since Michael sat in the back row, he would be one of the last students to leave. Mr. Johnson knew that this would give him the perfect opportunity to speak to him alone.

As Michael walked down the stairs, a few students remained in the classroom, packing up their belongings. Mr. Johnson willed them to hurry, but he knew that he couldn’t wait for them to leave, or he would miss his moment.

“Michael. Michael Riley, right?” Mr. Johnson said, pretending that he hadn’t repeated the name over and over in his head all week.

"Yeah, that's right," Michael said, stopping in front of the professor's desk.

“Sit.” Mr. Johnson said to Michael, motioning toward the chair in the front row of the classroom.


CHAPTER TWO

He tried to play it cool as the rest of the students filed out of the classroom. Michael took a seat in the chair, a look of blissful ignorance on his face. He didn’t know what Mr. Johnson had in mind. The professor waved off the last few students and walked to the door to close it behind the last one. Michael was confused. He was unsure if this meeting had anything to do with university or something different altogether.

Mr. Johnson turned back to Michael, who was still seated in the chair, and began speaking.

“I have had my eye on you, Michael. I want you to be my sex slave.”

“What?” Michael said, surprised. He was confused about what the professor was saying.

"I know you like men, and I will please you as you have never been pleased before. You will be my sex slave, and I will dominate you, but you will like it." Mr. Johnson watched his face as he processed the information. Without saying anything, Michael watched Mr. Johnson pull a small tube from his jacket, which was draped over his podium at the front of the class. He lifted it and held it in front of himself so that Michael could see it.

“First, you’re going to put on this lipstick for me.” Mr. Johnson said.

"What?" Michael said flabbergasted.

“Then, you will put on this dress and be my maid.”

“You must be joking.” Michael scoffed. He looked back at Mr. Johnson and noticed that he was not smiling in the slightest.

"I will give you a choice between two options. Either you do this, or I will expose your homosexual tendencies to the entire third-year class." Mr. Johnson was standing in front of Michael with his phone in hand, typing away. "One-click, and I will send this tweet out on the University Twitter page, exposing you to everyone on campus!" His finger was hovering over the "post" button.

Michael was sitting in the chair, barely able to move.

Michael reluctantly took the tube of lipstick from Mr. Johnson and quickly smeared it across his lips. He sat in the chair and lowered his head, feeling embarrassed.

“Stand up.” Mr. Johnson said.

Mr. Johnson took a step towards Michael and began studying his face. He continued to study Michael’s face for a few minutes, taking in the sight of his sissy sex slave maid.

Mr. Johnson leaned in closer to Michael’s face. Michael turned to make eye contact with him, and their lips were just inches from each other.

Michael noticed a look in Mr. Johnson's eye that was different from anything he had seen before, especially from any of his professors. Was it desire? He wasn't sure. He had not been this close to another person in some time.

Mr. Johnson leaned in even closer and inhaled the scent of his beautiful maid. He leaned in even further, and their lips met each other. They kissed, and Mr. Johnson wrapped a hand around Michael’s head, taking a handful of his hair in his hand.

Mr. Johnson pulled away and spoke.

"Now, put on your maid dress quickly." Mr. Johnson said, putting the next steps of his plan in place. “You’re my favorite, Michael.” He replied, putting a hand on Michael’s bare shoulder as he changed into the dress.

Mr. Johnson groaned, thinking of everything he wanted to do to Michael. He was so close to having his fantasies become a reality.

Michael pulled the dress onto his shoulders and turned to face Mr. Johnson.

“It’s perfect!” He said to Michael as he looked him up and down. With that, Mr. Johnson's hands reached for Michael. He pulled his body closer to him and lifted him by his bare legs, and sat him on his desk. He could lift him with ease because his body was so slim.

Michael obliged, widening his legs and wrapping them around Mr. Johnson’s waist.

“I wanted to have this chance before you graduate,” Mr. Johnson said in his ear, “I’ve had my eye on you.” In the dim light that was growing dimmer as the sun was setting, Michael could see the excitement on Mr. Johnson’s face.

“Mmm, I love how you look laying across my desk.” Mr. Louis grunted.

Mr. Johnson took Michael’s hand and placed it on the thick bulge in his pants. He held Michael’s hand there as his cock was growing thicker.

“You will submit to me, my maid.” Mr. Johnson said. He reached down and unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Even in the dark, Mr. Johnson noticed how brooding and handsome Michael was.

Michael was sure that Mr. Johnson had had this fantasy for a long time and had just needed someone to act it out with him. Now, here he was, the compliant party.

Mr. Johnson reached under the maid's dress that Michael was wearing and slid his boxers off him. He pulled them down his legs and dropped them on the floor by his feet.

Then, Mr. Johnson dropped his pants to the floor and leaned in, pressing his body against Michael's.

He wrapped his arm around Michael’s lower back and pulled him as close to his body as he could. He lifted Michael and put his feet on the floor.

He spun his body around and bent Michael forward over the desk. Mr. Johnson lifted his dress and teased his ass with the tip of his hard cock.

He thrust his hips forward and entered Michael’s ass with his hard and eager cock.

Michael could tell that Mr. Johnson wanted him and that he had fantasized about this moment. He acted as though he choreographed the entire encounter in his mind.

He thrust himself into Michael with passion, and he grunted with each thrust. He wrapped his hands underneath his thighs and lifted him off of the floor, taking a few steps back and holding Michael suspended in his arms, his cock still inside of him from behind.

Being suspended in his grasp, Michael felt Mr. Johnson's cock push deeper into him, and it felt incredible. No matter how embarrassed he felt, he couldn’t deny the pleasure that it was causing him.

Mr. Johnson walked over to the chair in the front row of the classroom with Michael in his arms, facing the same direction. He set Michael down on the ground and bent his body forward with his arm. With his other hand, he reached for Michael's young cock. It was hard and perky.

He set the candle down and grabbed onto Michael’s ass cheeks, spreading them so that he could slide himself in deeper.

He lowered himself so that his mouth was next to Michael's ear from behind, and he whispered with his deep and gruff voice.

“If you want to show me that you are a good girl, you need to finish me with your mouth.”

Michael stood and lifted himself off of him, turning to meet his eyes. He lowered himself to his knees in front of Mr. Johnson.

Kneeling before him, Michael wasted no time. He began blowing him hard right away, wrapping his hand around Mr. Johnson’s thick shaft and moving it in tandem with the movement of his mouth, up and down his large cock.

Mr. Johnson held onto Michael's thick head of hair and held his head in place as his cock trembled, and he reached the climax, emptying himself into the back of Michael's throat, his moans echoing in the large lecture hall.

“Now, swallow.” Mr. Johnson said to Michael.

Michael could feel the warm sensation of Mr. Johnson's cum in his throat, and this feeling, coupled with his firm hands in his hair, made him moan in pleasure. His orgasm was quickly approaching.

Michael didn’t know what had come over him, but he suddenly felt desire and lust like he never had before. He stood up and swallowed dramatically, licking his lips. He took a step forward so that his body was close to Mr. Johnson's, and he began moving his hands along Mr. Johnson's body. He felt Mr. Johnson wrap his hands around his hips and grip his small body, which only made it better.

Mr. Johnson kissed him deeply, and the passion between them was suddenly palpable. Michael had not wanted to do this at first, but now that his boner was raging and he saw how good Mr. Johnson was at fucking him, he felt desire and passion for the moment.

Mr. Johnson lay back on top of his desk, and Michael climbed on top of him. They kissed and groped each other as they lay on the professor's desk.

As they kissed, Mr. Johnson reached down and wrapped his hand around Michael’s cock. He began stroking it slowly as they groped each other. Mr. Johnson had already come, but he was getting horny all over again.

“Lie down.” Mr. Johnson commanded.

Michael got off of Mr. Johnson and laid down on the desk as he was instructed to. Mr. Johnson climbed on top of him, straddling his legs.

He stroked his cock a few times to bring it to full hardness and toyed with the outside of Michael’s ass. He could see that Michael was welcoming him, so he slid in, letting out a tremendous groan as he did.

Michael was so horny by that point that he was practically begging to be fucked. He was enjoying the submissive role that this maid costume was putting him in.

Mr. Johnson took his free hand, wrapped it around Michael's member and began stroking it with each of his thrusts. He could hear Michael’s moans above his own.

He could feel the twitch as Michael finally let go and came all over his hand and his desk. He stroked him slower and slower to get him through the afterglow. Then he made three more deep thrusts before he gave in to his own orgasm and collapsed on top of Michael.

They lay on his desk in Michael’s come and panted heavily, trying to process the events of the last hour.

Mr. Johnson climbed off of Michael and stood with his hands on his hips in a commanding manner.

"Clean that up; you're the maid, remember?" He said.

Michael got off the desk and looked down at the white liquid that he had exploded all over it. The maid costume he was wearing was a mess, so he pulled it over his head and wiped the desk with it.

“Mmmm," Mr. Johnson said, loving every minute of this role play.

They got dressed, and Michael left the classroom, surprised that he had loved the encounter as much as he had.

-          -

Mr. Johnson woke up the next morning with a massive hard-on. Since the night before, he had not been able to shake the arousal that had come with their meeting. The silkiness of his sheets didn’t help it slid over his erection. It had been so long since he had been touched by another man, let alone one that looked like Michael. He took his hand and grabbed onto his cock, gently at first and then more aggressively as he thought about what it would feel like to have Michael’s small mouth gagging on his cock. That was all it took for him to find relief. He laid there for a few minutes basking in his release and thought about when they would meet again.


Michael went home that night and thought about the afternoon he had. He felt oddly pleased, though it had not been what he expected when he went into Mr. Johnson’s class that day. Even though he had been threatened, he had thoroughly enjoyed himself.

Michael found himself looking forward to class the next week, and he almost forgot that he was being blackmailed into it in the first place.

Michael drifted off to sleep fantasizing about being dominated like that again, and he was getting hot and bothered as his dreams were filled with thoughts of his sexy professor.

The next evening, as he sat at his desk, studying for a test, Michael's phone rang. He did not recognize the number on his display, so he picked up the call with curiosity.

“Hello?” Michael said.

“Michael. It’s Professor Johnson.” Michael was surprised to hear who was calling him. “I would like to invite you to my house for an extra credit lesson this evening.”

“Umm…” Michael was taken aback, but he found himself feeling exhilarated by this proposition.

“Remember what will happen if you decline.” Mr. Johnson said.

"Sure, I think I could use the help," Michael said flirtatiously. He was getting turned on by the thought of being blackmailed again.”

“Great. I’ll see you in an hour. I will send you my address.” Mr. Johnson hung up the phone immediately.

Michael hung up the phone and closed his books. He undressed and got into the shower. As he let the steam fill his lungs, he thought about how the night might turn out for him. He imagined Mr. Johnson touching him, and he looked down to see his dick becoming hard. Water ran over his stiff shaft, and it felt nice. He wanted to save himself for later, so he tried to ignore the sensations and put his mind on something else.

As he hopped out of the shower, he heard his phone chime. It was a text message from the number that Mr. Johnson had called him from. The message contained only an address and nothing else.

Once Michael was dressed and ready to go, he called an Uber to get him there as fast as possible, as he couldn’t hold off his raging boner much longer.

The Uber pulled up outside of a modest house that was close to the University campus. The porch light was turned off, and the curtains were drawn. The house looked like it was uninhabited, except for the immaculately maintained lawn and garden. Michael chuckled to himself at the sight of this house, and he hopped out of the Uber excitedly.

Michael climbed the steps of the porch and approached the front door. Before he could knock or ring the doorbell, the door opened, and a hand reached out, pulling Michael in by the collar of his shirt. The inside of the house was dark, so he could not see who was inside, and he hoped that he was in the right place.

The door closed abruptly behind Michael, and he felt the breath of another person on his face. Once his eyes adjusted to the darkness inside the house, Michael saw Mr. Johnson standing in front of him.

“Nice house.” Michael joked.

“Shhh.” Mr. Johnson said, pressing a finger to his lips. This gesture turned Michael on.

"Mmm," Michael said from behind his closed lips.

Mr. Johnson got closer and pressed his lips to Michael's. They both slowly moved backward until Michael was wedged between Mr. Johnson's body and the front entranceway wall. 

Mr. Johnson took his hands and ran them up and down Michael's body slowly. There was growing tension in both of their jeans, leading Michael to believe that Mr. Johnson had been anticipating this just as much as he had since the last time they met.

Michael could feel Mr. Johnson’s erection throbbing against his as their bodies pressed together. He started to speak, but Mr. Johnson pressed his index finger to his lips to hush him once again.

Mr. Johnson moved his hands down Michael's body and released his belt with one twist of his hand. Next, the button was undone, and the zipper was down. Mr. Johnson pulled Michael's shirt off over his head and threw it to the ground. Mr. Johnson began to kiss his way down Michael’s body. He stopped at the small patch of hair that emerged from his boxer briefs- the only thing he was wearing at that point. He nuzzled the patch, and Michael let out a soft groan.

Mr. Johnson playfully tugged at the waistband of his boxer briefs, and Michael felt like he could burst at any moment, though he had not even been touched yet. The next few minutes happened so fast that Michael didn't know what hit him. First, Mr. Johnson was teasing him, and the next, he felt his tight lips surrounding him. He could feel the back of Mr. Johnson’s throat with the tip of his cock, and Mr. Johnson took it freely. Before he knew it, he couldn’t hold back any longer, and he felt himself shoot straight back to the back of Mr. Johnson’s throat. Michael shuddered as the release radiated outward through his body with a grunt. When the tremors finally stopped, Mr. Johnson pulled Michael’s pants back up and buckled them.

“Mmm,” Mr. Johnson said, licking his lips. “Now that I’ve had my appetizer, how about some dinner? Are you hungry?” He asked Michael.

“Only if I can have dessert afterward?” Michael said, playing along.

“I think that request can be handled,” Mr. Johnson said in an unnecessarily serious tone.

Michael put his clothes back on and followed Mr. Johnson into the darkness of the house. As they reached the back of the main floor, they entered a lit room, unlike the rest of the house. They were in the kitchen, and it was filled with the smell of fresh cooking. It had been a while since Michael had had a home-cooked meal, and he was loving being taken care of in this way.

“Sit.” Mr. Johnson said, gesturing toward a table that was set at one end of the kitchen.

Michael took the instructions and sat down. In front of him was a plate and utensils, and another place setting across the table.

Mr. Johnson carried a pot of something over to the table and set it down in the middle. He served what seemed to be a type of pasta dish onto Michael's plate.

“Eat. You’ll need the energy.” Mr. Johnson said.

Michael loved how flirtatious Mr. Johnson was outside of the campus walls, and he could get used to it, he thought.

They ate mostly in silence until Michael spoke.

“Why are we eating dinner? No offense, but I thought you only wanted me for the sex.” Michael genuinely wanted an answer to that question.

"I don't use people for sex; I take care of them too," Mr. Johnson said matter-of-factly.

Hmm,” Michael thought it was odd, but he kept eating.

Once they had finished, Mr. Johnson jumped up to clear the table. He tossed the plates in the sink and cleared the eating area quicker than Michael had ever seen anyone clean.

Mr. Johnson cleared his throat and left the room. “Follow me,” He said as he walked away, not turning around.


CHAPTER THREE

Mr. Johnson led Michael down a set of stairs into the basement of his house. Michael closed the door at the top of the stairs and followed him into the room at the bottom. It looked like some kind of sex dungeon. The walls were covered with fabric, and there was a king-sized bed at the center of the room. A chair was hanging from the ceiling in one corner of the room. In another corner, there was a fully-stocked bar.

Mr. Johnson was a dom, and Michael was his sub. This room was something that he had only ever seen in a porno before.

Michael stood at the bottom of the stairs, not knowing where to look. There was so much going on in the room, and he wondered where they were going to begin.

“Come here,” Mr. Johnson commanded. He stood at the foot of the bed and began taking off his clothes. Michael didn’t move just yet. He watched as Mr. Johnson removed his shirt, his socks, and pants and finally his briefs. He stood there naked, facing Michael with a look of confidence on his face.

Once he was naked, Mr. Johnson walked to a dresser at one end of the room and opened the top drawer. He pulled out a dress and held it up for Michael to examine.

“Put this on,” He said.

“Why?” Michael asked, “Don’t you want me naked?” He genuinely wondered.

“You’re my sex slave, my servant. Remember?” Mr. Johnson said, keeping up with the serious tone he had been using all night.

“Ah,” Michael said.

He approached Mr. Johnson and took the dress from his hands. He quickly got undressed and pulled the dress on. It was a pink dress that looked like something out of a cartoon. Michael was so horny after the blowjob he had received earlier that he would have done anything to have it continue. Mr. Johnson knew what he was doing when it came to sex, and Michael wanted more.

Mr. Johnson looked Michael up and down. "Perfect," he said, "Oh! I almost forgot." He exclaimed as he turned back to the dresser and pulled out a tube of lipstick. "Put this on, and let's get started. I can barely contain myself any longer." Mr. Johnson seemed to be growing excited now that Michael was dressed up.

Michael quickly smeared the lipstick across his lips just like he had the first time they had done this, and he tossed it onto the bed. He approached Mr. Johnson and leaned in to kiss him, wanting to start as soon as possible.

They stood in the sex dungeon and kissed deeply; both of them exuding urgency. Michael ran his hands along Mr. Johnson’s body, and he became aroused immediately as he could see that Mr. Johnson’s cock was already rock hard since he had put on the dress. Seeing this began to get Michael quite excited, too, as he and his professor explored each other’s bodies with their strong hands.

As they kissed, Mr. Johnson opened his eyes to sneak a look at Michael out of the corner of his eye. He could see that Michael was aroused and horny, and he could feel that he was becoming increasingly hard, as he could feel the stiffness of his cock through the dress on his bare skin.

Michael could feel his cock hard as ever underneath the dress, trembling, and begging to be touched.

Michael reached down the front of Mr. Johnson’s body and took his rock-hard cock in hand. With his other hand, he reached down to find the hem of the dress. He lifted the dress up from the bottom and revealed his thick, hard cock. As he revealed himself, Mr. Johnson reached out for Michael’s raging boner and wrapped his thick, firm hand around it.

"Oh, baby, you look great in that dress.” Mr. Johnson whispered to Michael, barely audible to him.

"Just for you," Michael replied, sexily.

“I love it.” Mr. Johnson said back, "Now do as I say." He commanded. This domination turned Michael on, as he had been waiting to be dominated. “Fuck me already.” Mr. Johnson said to Michael seductively between heavy breaths as they kissed and touched each other’s bodies all over.

Michael was surprised when he heard this, as he had never had the experience of being on top before. He was a strict bottom, and he had never been dominated by someone on the bottom before. Maybe it was because of the looming threat of blackmail, or because he was too horny to think, but Michael did exactly as he was told.

His cock was stiff and glistening in the dim light of the basement. Mr. Johnson turned his back to Michael and bent forward, his body half lying on the bed. Michael put one hand on Mr. Johnson’s hip and one hand on his shoulder. He moaned as he felt the novel sensation of sliding his thick cock into Mr. Johnson’s tight ass. He began sliding himself in and out of Mr. Johnson's ass, and they began moving in synchronicity.

Michael was sliding his cock in and out of Mr. Johnson slow and deep, and they both moaned so loud that Michael felt glad they were in the security of a basement sex dungeon. Michael took one hand off of Mr. Johnson’s hip and grabbed his ass cheeks, spreading them to penetrate even deeper. Mr. Johnson began to moan quicker and louder, clearly enjoying every minute.

“Fuck me harder!” Mr. Johnson commanded.

Suddenly, Michael opened his mouth and gasped in pleasure, throwing his head back in ecstasy. He dug his fingers into Mr. Johnson’s ass, squeezing harder as he moaned louder.

"Don't stop!" Mr. Johnson ordered not wanting his pleasure to stop.

Michael tried to keep fucking him as he came, finding it hard to keep up a rhythm. As a result, Mr. Johnson stood up and turned around to face Michael.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” He asked Michael, sounding irritated.

"Y-yes, sir," Michael said, feeling self-conscious suddenly.

“Now, finish me off. You serve me. Or have you forgotten that?” Mr. Johnson scolded him.

Michael got on his knees and took Mr. Johnson’s cock into his mouth. He was still out of breath from coming so hard, but he had to finish Mr. Johnson off. He was still wearing the dress, and he felt stupid in it now that he wasn’t dazed by arousal.

He took Mr. Johnson as far into his mouth as he could, and he felt a hand on the back of his head. Mr. Johnson plunged himself into Michael’s throat, pulling his head towards him at the same time. Michael's head moved according to the rhythm that Mr. Johnson thrust and Michael felt himself gagging on Mr. Johnson's size. Seeing this made Mr. Johnson hornier, and he kept going with increasing speed. Michael sucked him off hard until he felt Mr. Johnson come straight into the back of his throat.

“That was hot,” Mr. Johnson said to Michael, “I can’t resist you in that dress.” He said.

“You like?” Michael joked. He was getting used to this.

Michael stood up and wiped his mouth clean. Mr. Johnson stepped forward, took his head in his hands, and leaned in to kiss him deeply. They kissed passionately for a minute until Mr. Johnson let go and turned around to put his clothes back on.

Michael climbed out of the dress and put his clothes back on. He was still out of breath, and he felt different after trying something new with an older man. He felt mature.

Michael followed his professor up the stairs to the main floor of the house.

"I'll give you a ride home; it's late," Mr. Johnson said.

"It's alright; you don't have to-" Michael began.

“I will give you a ride home. It’s late,” Mr. Johnson interrupted aggressively.

They exited the house through the back door, and Mr. Johnson's car was parked behind the house. They climbed in and started down the street towards Michael's apartment. It was dark, and Michael could barely make out Mr. Johnson's face in the driver's seat. He glanced over now and then and thought about the experience that they had just had. He became aroused just thinking about it, and he wanted more already.

When they got closer to Michael’s apartment, Mr. Johnson pulled over around the corner from his building.

"I'll stop here; I don't want to get too close; we're not far from campus." Mr. Johnson said. He turned off the ignition of his car, unbuckled his seatbelt, and got out. He walked around the car to Michael's door and opened it- such a gentleman. Michael guessed that he took his vow to "treat people right" quite seriously. First dinner, and now this. 

Michael got out of the car and stood in front of Mr. Johnson, who still had a hand on the car door. They were mere inches apart, and Michael didn't know what came over him. He suddenly felt an urge to kiss Mr. Johnson. Maybe it was the gentleman he was being or the experience of that night, but he leaned in and kissed him passionately. Mr. Johnson kissed him back without hesitation. After some time, through intense kisses, Mr. Johnson spoke.

“Let’s go inside,” He was breathing heavily.

Mr. Johnson fumbled with his car keys, trying to unlock all of the doors. Michael waited, biting his lip and looking at Mr. Johnson with thirst and lust. When Mr. Johnson finally got the doors unlocked, he opened the rear door and climbed into the back seat. Michael climbed in after him, hurriedly.

As soon as they were inside and the door closed behind them, their bodies found each other, and Michael felt his pants tightening around his crotch. They moved their hands along each other’s backs and through each other’s hair as they swirled their tongues around in each other’s mouths. The back seat was barely big enough for the two of them, and they could barely move around in it without every inch of their bodies pressing against one another.

Mr. Johnson put a hand on Michael’s knee and slid it up to his thigh until he reached the zipper of Michael’s pants.

“Sorry, I don’t have a maid costume with me,” Michael said, teasing.

“This will do.” Mr. Johnson said, barely stopping to think about what Michael had said.

Mr. Johnson leaned forward and planted his hands on the middle seat, holding Michael’s gaze just inches from his face. Michael sat still and watched Mr. Johnson, waiting for his next move.

Michael wanted Mr. Johnson to make the next move. At the same time, he could barely hold himself back from ripping his pants off.

Mr. Johnson inched forward on his hands and stopped when his face was mere inches from Michael’s. He put a hand in Michael’s lap and grabbed onto his stiff dick through his pants.

Michael felt himself becoming harder as Mr. Johnson’s firm grasp tightened. Michael was confused, “why was he acting so submissive all of a sudden?” But he wanted more, that was a fact. He didn't move; he just looked straight back into Mr. Johnson's gaze.

Mr. Johnson began moving his hand back and forth over the bulge in Michael’s pants, still grasping his cock. It was becoming increasingly hard as he did this, and Michael couldn’t help but make his pleasure audible.

Mr. Johnson smiled as he heard Michael's moan of pleasure, and he continued. Michael still hadn’t moved an inch. He took Mr. Johnson’s face in his hand. He leaned in and kissed him once again, hard.

As Michael kissed him, Mr. Johnson stuck a hand inside of his pants and wrapped his hand around Michael’s hard dick, skin to skin. The feeling of Mr. Johnson’s hand around his dick in the cold air of the night made him inhale sharply.

The next thing he knew, Michael was putting his hand down the front of Mr. Johnson's pants. As he lowered his hand underneath the waistband of his underwear, Michael began to feel Mr. Johnson's hard cock against the tips of his fingers. He hesitated and then continued moving his hand deeper into Mr. Johnson's pants. He was waiting for another command, some kind of domination, but Mr. Johnson was quiet for once.

“One second,” Mr. Johnson grunted. He reached down and unbuttoned his pants, unzipped them, and pulled them down to his knees. “Now, take yours off and turn over.”

“There it was,” Michael thought. Was Mr. Johnson scared of getting caught? He wondered to himself.

He looked down and saw Mr. Johnson's long, hard cock protruding before him. He was kneeling on the seat, and his pants were at his knees.

Michael was a little nervous about getting caught too, but he was so horny that nothing could stop him. He reached down and took the shaft of Mr. Johnson’s cock in his hand.

He began to stroke Mr. Johnson's cock, and Mr. Johnson started moaning, clearly trying to remain quiet. Michael felt his cock tremble with lust and desire. He followed instructions and took off his pants. He turned over as smoothly as he could in the constriction of the back seat and waited for Mr. Johnson to fuck him. He pulled Michael’s pants down to his ankles and put his hands onto Michael’s ass cheeks. He spread them apart and pressed his face against them, circling Michael’s ass with his tongue.

Mr. Johnson lay his body across the back seat, giving him full access to his body from behind.

Michael knew what was coming next, and he knew that he wouldn’t be able to last long once Mr. Johnson was inside of him. He was moaning loudly as Mr. Johnson gave him a rim job. As his moans grew louder, he felt Mr. Johnson’s hand wrap around his mouth, stifling his noises. Mr. Johnson began dominating him again, turning them both on. 

Mr. Johnson leaned his head forward and put his lips next to Michael’s ear.

"Be quiet; you better not get us caught," He whispered.

This demanding threat made Michael feel pleasure like he never had before. He was so close to coming that he had to try hard to hold back.

Mr. Johnson lifted his face from between Michael's cheeks and took his cock in hand. He pushed his hips forward, and the tip of his cock found Michael's ass. He slid himself inside gently.

Michael began moaning and could barely keep quiet. He bit Mr. Johnson’s fingers that were covering his mouth. Mr. Johnson loved the pain and pleasure of it. Not thirty seconds later, Michael exploded all over the back seat of Mr. Johnson's car without warning. He came for what felt like two full minutes, his entire body tensing, and his toes curling.

He released himself with a loud grunt and collapsed, his eyes closed and his body shaking.

Michael looked down at Mr. Johnson’s cock, which was still rock hard. Mr. Johnson had his hand wrapped around it, and he was gently stroking it. 

“Watch me. I’m going to finish myself off,” Mr. Johnson said to Michael. He began to stroke his cock with more urgency. He watched Michael's face as he stroked his cock. He liked being watched; it made him feel powerful. 

Michael enjoyed watching, and it only took about thirty seconds before Mr. Johnson came too.

They sat for a few minutes in the back seat of the car, naked and catching their breath. They had not even been able to make it through a ten-minute car ride without fucking; making it through the semester as lecturer and student would prove to be quite difficult.  


THE END

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could leave me a review on Amazon? If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!
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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
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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
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CHAPTER ONE

Fred knew that he wanted to marry Georgia; it was not a matter of if, but when. He wanted them to have a wedding full of family and friends, and he knew that Georgia would make him feel the luckiest man in the entire world every day of their lives together. They felt so grateful to have each other in their lives, and they wanted to enjoy each other’s presence forever.

Fred had met Georgia one evening at a party for a friend, and ever since that night they had been madly in love.

One Friday night, after two wonderful years together, Georgia invited Fred to her parents’ house for dinner. Georgia planned to cook for all of them, and she was excited to have everyone she loved in the same room for a wonderful dinner.

When Georgia had finished the final preparations for dinner, they all sat down together to enjoy a meal as one big family. As Georgia put the last plate down on the table, Fred began to speak.

“Before we begin, there is something that I want to say,” Fred stood up from his chair and got on one knee in front of Georgia.

Immediately, she knew what he was doing, and tears began to stream down her cheeks.

“I love you with all of my heart, Georgia. I have loved you since the first time I ever laid eyes on you, and I have never stopped loving you,” Fred began to cry tears of joy as well.

“You are my favorite person, and I cannot imagine anyone else being more perfect to join me on this journey of life. Will you marry me?” Fred said, still on one knee.

“Yes!” Georgia said, taking Fred’s face in her hands. He stood, and she wrapped her arms around him, giving him a passionate kiss.

Georgia’s parents were cooing and awe-ing, overjoyed. They both stood up to hug their daughter and welcome Fred to the family.

Over the next several days, Fred and Georgia worked hard making plans for their wedding day, which they wanted to have as soon as possible.

“We have waited years, let’s not wait any more than we need to! Let’s get married next week!” Georgia cried at dinner the night that Fred proposed to her. Her parents were excited to hear that she would be marrying Fred so soon, since they, too, loved him.

As the wedding day approached, Georgia made arrangements for her wedding gown, her flowers and the cake that they would eat. They decided that they wished to have a small ceremony, surrounded by close friends and family, so that it would be full of love and positivity.

When the morning of the wedding arrived, neither Fred nor Georgia felt nervous, as they were so sure about one another.

Georgia stood in a room surrounded by her closest female friends and family members. With their help, she stepped into her long, white dress. Her makeup was perfect, and her smile was unwavering. She could not wipe the smile from her face, and once her dress was zipped up from the back, she looked in the mirror and took in her reflection. A tear streamed down her face, and she still smiled.

This was the day she had been waiting for, for her entire life. She could not believe that it was finally upon her, and she was about to get married to the greatest man she had ever met.

Her mother helped her to put on the veil, and her best friend handed her a bouquet of flowers. All of the other women in the room were dressed in beautiful gowns, and she knew that she would remember this day for the rest of her life.

This day was shaping up to be just as perfect as she had imagined it to be, and the only thing that she needed was to see Fred. She knew that she would see him very soon, and she couldn’t wait.

They were joined by Georgia’s parents, Fred’s parents and their closest friends. Many of those friends were Georgia’s college friends whom Fred had met a few times, but whom he was not extremely close to. The same went for Fred’s college friends, who Georgia had met several times, but whom they did not spend much time with these days. Fred and Georgia were a couple who liked to spend time alone, one-on-one, and who were so fulfilled by each other’s company, that they had let many of their friendships take a backseat. Nonetheless, their friends attended the wedding with large smiles, and it served as a sort of reunion of wonderful connections that they had not tended to in some time.

The wedding day progressed beautifully, from beginning to end, as if it was something that they had dreamed up. Georgia wondered if that day was even real! She found herself getting teary-eyed at every turn, since there was one beautiful moment after another, all day long.

As the music began to play, Georgia took a deep breath. She was nervous but excited. The veil was over her face and the flowers were in her hands. One of her arms was linked in her father’s. Georgia began to take the first steps down the aisle, and with every step she took, she could see Fred with more clarity. He was standing tall at the front of the room, a wide smile on his face. His groomsmen were on one side with him, and Georgia’s bridesmaids were standing on his other side.

Fred and Georgia smiled at each other as Georgia drew closer to where he stood.

When she reached the end of the aisle, her father gave her a kiss on the cheek and helped her climb the altar steps to meet her new husband. When Georgia got there, she had to try hard to resist leaning in and kissing him, but she knew that she must save that for when the moment came.

Georgia stood in front of Fred, and he reached for her hands. He held them in his, clearly unable to wipe the smile from his face.

“I love you,” Fred whispered as the officiant began the wedding ceremony.

“I love you too,” Georgia whispered back as another tear ran down her cheek. Georgia had never cried tears of happiness before, but she could not stop them from flowing at that moment.

Georgia was overcome with happiness as she said I do, and Fred smiled bigger than ever as he said it too. When the time finally came, and the officiant said, "You may now kiss the bride," both of them leaned in, feeling relieved that they could finally kiss each other for the first time in 24 hours.

They took each other, hand in hand, and walked down the aisle, past all of their friends and family, as man and wife, and Georgia knew that everything that led her to that moment was exactly right. They had been through so much together, and now that they were married, everything they would face- they would do it together.

The reception was beautiful and perfect, but Georgia couldn’t wait to go back to the hotel with her new husband.

As they arrived at the door to their hotel room, Georgia felt like she was in a dream. They looked at each other with a smile as they slid the keys into the lock and opened the door. They pushed the door open and stepped in. The room was beautifully furnished, - it was all ready for the newlyweds, and all they had to do was relax and enjoy each other- and consummate their marriage.

The room was everything they had expected and more. They couldn't wipe the smiles from their faces as they let the fact that this was their home for the night sink in.

Sitting there, Georgia felt utter bliss. Fred had his arm around Georgia, and she rested her head on his shoulder.

Georgia found herself smiling as they sat together and she thought about what their night would hold. She began to feel excited, as she began to move onto the next part of their life together.

“Fred, now that we’re married, I want to ask something of you,” She began. 

“Anything honey, what is it?” He asked, not knowing what was coming. 

“Well, let me start by saying that I know things about you that no other person in the world knows. I know some things that you would never share with another person. For that reason, I want you to follow all of my demands and wishes for the rest of the night. If you don’t, I will have no choice but to share these things with all of our friends and family, and I know you don’t want that, sweetie.” She added the last word in as a sort of manipulation tactic, but Fred brushed over that, trying to process the words that she had said. 

Fred didn’t know how to respond. Would she really do that to him? And on their wedding night? He didn’t know what to say. How was such a beautiful day turning into such a nightmare? He looked back and forth around the room, searching for a way out. 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Georgia said.


CHAPTER TWO

“First,” Georgia began. “you’re going to dress up for me.

“Dress up? As?” He asked.

“You’re going to dress up as my bride,” She said.

Fred was so confused. He looked at her, unsure of what to say. She was his bride, not the other way around.

He couldn't believe that he was currently in this position, and truthfully, he didn’t know how to deal with it.

“I want you to dress up like my slutty little bride, complete with makeup and a veil,” She began to take off her wedding dress as she explained.

When she got it off, she handed it to him. She stood in her panties and bra and smiled as he began stepping into her long white dress. Fred shrugged out of his tuxedo jacket and unbuttoned his tuxedo pants. He dropped them to the floor. He unbuttoned his white, button-up shirt and tossed it to the floor on top of his pants. It was a beautiful tuxedo that he had bought for his wedding, and he normally wouldn’t toss it onto the floor so casually, but he didn’t care. He removed his socks and stepped into the dress, pulling it up his body and sliding his arms through the arm holes.

Fred wouldn’t make eye contact with Georgia. He waited for her to tell him what was next. He knew she wanted him to wear makeup, but he was hoping that she forgot about that.

“Sit,” Georgia said.

Fred sat on the couch at the end of the king bed that was covered in rose petals.

“Put this on,” Georgia said as she handed him a tube of lipstick and searched through her makeup bag, looking for some eyeshadow, blush and the right eyeliner.

Fred smeared the lipstick across his lips and then waited.

She handed him the blush and a brush, and he patted it on his cheeks.

“I’ll take care of this part for you,” She said, leaning in with an eyeliner pencil. She carefully drew a thin line on each of his eyelids and stepped back to look at her work. She examined him and stared for a few minutes. He waited, watching her and hoping that it was ending soon.

“One more thing,” She said, smiling and handing him a nude eyeshadow color with a brush. He closed his eyes and waited for her to apply it. She began dabbing it on his eyelids and he waited for her to finish.

When he felt her pull away and remove the brush from his eyelids, he opened his eyes.

“Wonderful,” She said. She put the brushes and her other makeup tools on the table beside her. She clasped her hands in front of her body and took a deep breath.

“So, now that you’ve seen me like this, can I take it all off?” Fred asked hesitantly.

“Of course not! There is a lot more on the menu my dear,” She gave him a sly smile, and he winced. “Stand up!” She shouted.

He jumped back, surprised at her sudden increase in volume.

“Stand up,” She repeated.

Fred stood and looked down at his dress, draping down his legs. He felt silly and uncomfortable. This was not at all how he had imagined his wedding night turning out.

“Lift your dress, slut!” She yelled at him.

Fred tried to lift his dress, but there was so much fabric and lace that he couldn’t get it all in his hands. Georgia got on her knees behind Fred and lifted the extra fabric that he couldn’t manage to get, still barely revealing his bare legs and his tight boxer briefs. She stood up, lifting the fabric with her, and she shoved him forward into the bed. She threw the layers of the dress onto him, and she bent him over the bed forcefully.

“Stay there, my little sissy!” She shouted. Fred was face-down on the bed, all the layers of the dress surrounding him, and he could barely see what was going on.

Georgia now had access to his lower body since she had gotten the large skirt out of the way, and she yanked at his boxer briefs, pulling them off of him with force.

Then, she slapped his ass so hard that the sound echoed in the hotel room.

“Ah!” Fred exclaimed. He hadn’t been expecting the sudden jolt of pain.

The sound that Georgia’s hand made as it slapped against his skin suddenly made Fred incredibly horny. Though he was extremely uncomfortable, he couldn’t deny that she was sexy when she took charge of his body.

She slapped his ass several times, priming him for her touch. Then, she spread his cheeks and put her face between them. She began licking his ass, moving her tongue around it. He began moaning as she made him feel incredible.

Fred climbed up on his elbows and looked back at Georgia.

“Lie back down!” She shouted. She shoved him back into the bed.

Georgia climbed onto the bed with Fred and sat in front of him.

“Flip over, Now!” She shouted at him.

Fred struggled to flip himself over in all of the layers of lace and fabric and, he got caught in them as he tried to lie on his back.

Georgia grew impatient, and she flipped him over on his back.

“Get on top of me,” She ordered.

Fred eagerly climbed onto her, and he began kissing her immediately. He was so horny, and he couldn’t wait to finally touch her- if she would let him.

Fred lowered his head so that he could lick Georgia’s nipple. Georgia moaned in response, allowing him to keep going. He began pleasing Georgia’s nipples with his tongue, and he rubbed his fingers over the other nipple.

Fred reached down and tried to touch Georgia’s clit, but she stopped him. She grabbed his hand and stopped him from touching her.

“Wait for my orders, slut,” Georgia ordered. She wouldn’t let him do anything without her agreement.

He pulled his hand away, feeling sexually frustrated and like a child who was just caught trying to sneak cookies. Fred couldn’t wait to touch her, and he hoped that she would soon let him.

“Watch and learn,” She said to him with a sly smile on her face.

Georgia began touching herself as Fred watched. He lay on top of her, supporting his body with his hands, and watching her face as she pleased her clit with her fingers. He was getting hornier by the second as he watched her get herself off, and he could feel his cock pressing into her body with more and more pressure as his boner increased.

As Georgia came close to reaching orgasm, she decided finally let Fred join in. He was so horny that he knew once she started touching him, he wouldn’t last long, and he couldn’t wait to get inside of her- the suspense was killing him.

Georgia loved teasing him, it was what turned her on like nothing else. She took Fred’s wrist and guided it toward her pussy. As soon as he touched her lips, he could feel how wet she was. His fingers were instantly covered with her moisture, and he grunted as it filled him with pleasure.

Georgia began moaning as Fred slid his fingers inside of her. The sound of her wet pussy engulfing his fingers made him grunt and moan, and his cock shuddered in intense pleasure.

Fred began fingering her faster, and he could hear the sound of her pussy that was dripping down his fingers. He leaned in to kiss her and he moved his tongue around hers passionately.

“Let me fuck you,” Fred breathed.

“Wait,” She said. “Not yet,” She said. She wanted to make him wait. She didn’t want him to come yet, she wanted to come first. “Make me come, and then you can fuck me,” She said so matter-of-factly.

Fred took that as a challenge, and he began fingering her with more intention. He kissed her nipples and moved his tongue over them. He pulled his fingers out of her, the erotic sound filling the hotel room. He began rubbing his soaked fingers over her clit and they moved back and forth with ease.

Georgia pulled her body away from Fred and got to her knees. She wrapped her hands around the back of Fred’s neck and pulled his face to her clit. Fred began lapping at her clit, her wet pussy soaking his face. Fred was great at giving head, and Georgia let Fred know how amazing it felt.

“Oh yeah, just like that,” She moaned.

Fred put his fingers to Georgia’s pussy and slid them inside as he sucked on her clit. Fred’s cock was throbbing with desire as he touched her, after waiting so long and having her tell him “no” over and over again.

He fingered her as she moaned and pulled his hair as the pleasure filled her body. He took his soaked hand from her pussy and moved it down to his cock. He began to stroke it while he ate her out, his entire face soaked. He loved the taste of her, and it made him even more aroused.

They were both moaning loudly, filling the room with the echoes of pleasure, and even though he was wearing a giant wedding dress, Fred finally felt like his evening was turning out how he had expected.

Fred’s tongue moved quickly over Georgia’s clit, and she pulled his hair and screamed in pleasure as he brought her to orgasm. She came, and her come began dripping down Fred’s chin and onto the sheets beneath them.

Fred climbed up so that he was face-to-face with Georgia, and he looked at her with a smile. He knew that he had accomplished his goal of making her come, and he knew that he could finally fuck her.

Fred began stroking his cock while staring at Georgia, waiting for her to reward him by asking him to fuck her. Fred winked at Georgia as he continued to stroke himself, waiting.

Georgia didn’t say anything, she simply nodded. Fred excitedly slid his cock into her, and she looked him in the eyes as she began to moan. He instantly felt intense pleasure as his thick cock slid into her tight pussy, and he began thrusting his hips into her quickly. He wanted to make her come again.

He was getting close to coming, but he hadn’t given her a second orgasm yet, so he reached down and began stroking her clit while he fucked her slow and deep. She moaned and pulled his hair once again, and he knew that he was on the right track.  He kept going, and she began to moan his name.

He felt her body tense up, and she began moaning louder, so he finally let himself go, and his pleasure overtook him like a tsunami. He began to release himself and he quickly pulled out of his wife, letting his pleasure juice explode all over Georgia’s naked body. It spread along her tits and dripped down her tight abdomen. Georgia smiled as Fred let it all come out. Fred fell forward into Georgia’s body, his cum spreading over both of them and binding them together.

Fred lay on top of Georgia, feeling utterly blissful, so much so that he forgot he was wearing a wedding dress and a face full of makeup.


CHAPTER THREE

Georgia and Fred began kissing, and Fred sighed in relief, happy that he had finally gotten to experience what he had been expecting on his wedding night.

Fred hoped that his new wife would call off the silly “sissy bride” role play already, but he tried to enjoy the moment as they kissed. Suddenly, as they sat wrapped up in one another, they heard a knock on the door.

Georgia pulled away from the kiss and smiled excitedly. “What on earth could she have planned now?” Fred thought to himself, as if the night couldn’t get any weirder.

“Come in!” Georgia shouted. The door opened and a tall, built man walked in. He was wearing a suit, and Fred realized that he recognized him from their wedding ceremony. He was one of Georgia’s friends that Fred did not know well. “Why is he here?” Fred wondered.

The man walked in and when he saw that Georgia and Fred were already wrapped up in each other, he reacted in jealousy.

“I see you guys are getting started without me!” The man said, his mouth open, in shock.

“Hurry up and get over here! I got him ready for you,” Georgia said, laughing.

The man took off his suit jacket and draped it over a chair near the door. He approached them and Georgia finally introduced him to Fred.

“This is Wayne,” Georgia said, “You two have met before,” She smiled.

Fred and Wayne greeted each other, and Fred was clearly confused.

“You and Wayne are going to put on a show for me!” Georgia said.

Wayne walked into the kitchenette and opened the mini fridge. He took out a small bottle of liquor, opened the lid and poured the entirety of it down his throat. He swallowed dramatically and then looked at Fred with hunger in his eyes.

When he turned around, Fred noticed that he had a raging boner already, which explained the look of hunger on his face. He took a step into the bedroom from the kitchenette, toward the bed where Fred sat, utterly confused.

“You look so sexy in that wedding dress, what a beautiful bride,” Wayne said to Fred. He was playing along, and Fred hated it. “I can’t wait to have my turn with you,”

Wayne unzipped his pants and began to touch himself, staring Fred in the face the entire time. He unzipped his pants and pulled them down to his ankles, and Fred was surprised at his size.

Fred stared at Wayne’s dick as he began stroking it slowly. Fred was watching as Wayne masturbated- something he didn’t think he would ever witness- another man masturbating, but he kept watching, feeling both intrigued and unsure.

It seemed as though Wayne had been planning this. He had already been so horny when he walked in, and Fred hadn’t even touched him. It was as if he had gotten turned on by the sheer idea of fucking Fred in a wedding dress on his wedding night while Georgia- the real bride, watched them.

Fred was oddly becoming horny just watching Wayne masturbate in front of him, and he could feel his cock getting hard underneath his wedding dress.

Wayne closed his eyes and began to moan as he masturbated. As his pleasure mounted, he wanted Fred to join him.

“Come here,” He grunted.

Fred looked to Georgia for permission, and she nodded toward Wayne, telling Fred to proceed.

Fred walked toward Wayne, and he began to stroke himself faster as Fred approached. Fred stood next to him, watching as he stroked his cock.

Wayne got on his knees and lifted Fred’s wedding dress, disappearing under it. He was still touching himself as he began slowly sucking on Fred’s cock.

He reached around Fred’s body and began to tease his ass with one finger. Fred had never had anyone near his ass before- not even a woman, so this was completely new. He jumped as he felt Wayne’s finger moving around his ass.

“Whoa, what do you think you’re doing?” Fred shouted. Wayne looked at Georgia for backup.

“You’re the sissy, Wayne’s in charge. Don’t forget that,” Georgia stepped in.

“Plus, you’re going to like this,” Wayne smiled and went back to work under Fred’s dress.

He sucked on Fred’s cock vigorously, and Fred felt his dick hardening quickly in Wayne’s mouth. Georgia looked on in amazement the entire time.

Wayne was good at giving head, and Fred closed his eyes as he let the pleasure build. As he sucked his cock, he moved his finger around Fred’s ass, and he wanted to believe that he didn’t like ass play, but he couldn’t convince himself. He moaned as Wayne teased his ass hole.

Suddenly, Wayne spun Fred around and bent him over on the bed.

Wayne spread Fred’s ass cheeks with his hands and put his face in between them. He began to move his tongue back and forth over Fred’s ass and Fred began moaning loudly with each swipe of Wayne’s tongue.

He slid his tongue inside and moved it around, Fred’s knees going weak in response. Wayne reached around Fred’s body and with his tongue still doing dances in his ass, he began stroking Fred’s hard cock. With his other hand, he began stroking his own cock as well.

Fred began moaning louder as Wayne worked his magic.

“Exactly,” Wayne said in an I told you so manner, teasing Fred.

Wayne breathed heavy as he pleased himself. Fred did not respond; he was too engulfed in his pleasure. Georgia still looked on, and she was pleased with what she saw.

Wayne was licking and stroking, and Fred was having trouble holding his body up on two feet.

He gripped the bed for support. He grunted, and with that, he came all over the sheets beneath him, and all over Wayne’s hand.

His body trembled as he came, and he moaned until he was finished coming. He collapsed onto the bed and Wayne let go of his cock and began stroking his own.

“Not even a warning,” Wayne scolded Fred, shaking his head.

Fred lay across the bed, trying to catch his breath and process the events of the past several minutes.

“Now you have to clean me up,” Wayne said, holding out his come-covered fingers to Fred.

Fred opened his mouth and began sucking on Wayne’s fingers slowly and seductively.

“Mmm,” Wayne said. He began stroking his rock-hard cock as he watched Fred suck his fingers one at a time.

As Wayne watched Fred suck on his fingers, he stroked himself with increasing speed and he suddenly grunted. His come came spilling out and he teased every last drop onto the bed.

Fred released his fingers from his mouth and Lay back onto the bed. He was spent. He closed his eyes, but before he could rest, there was another knock on the door.

Fred had not expected Wayne to show up, and now there was another man entering the room. “what the fuck? Who the hell is this?” Fred asked, to no one in particular.

“It’s Nick’s turn!” Georgia exclaimed. “But this time, I’m going to join you two!” She said. Fred was shocked. What was going on? Why was Georgia making him do all of this? Especially on their wedding night!

“will you let me take off this fucking dress then?” fred asked her in anger.

“no! definitely not my bride,” she said with a giant smile. Fred was denied free will once again.

“have fun you three!” wayne shouted as he left the room with another complementary mini bottle of liquor in his hand.

Fred sighed, shaking his head. Nick approached Georgia and leaned in to kiss her. She put her hand on his cock through his suit pants and he began grunting.

“Come on,” Georgia looked at Fred, encouraging him with a wave of her hand.

Fred stepped toward them, feeing jealous that his wife was touching another man.

Georgia got on all fours on the bed, and Nick pulled her panties down to expose her pussy. Fred felt jealous and angry.

Nick stood behind Georgia and grabbed her by the hips. He began to take her doggy style, and she moaned as he entered her. Nick stared at Fred as he fucked his new wife, trying to show him who was boss, but Fred knew that he could play that game too- even if he was dressed like a bride. Fred felt a little emasculated since he was wearing a wedding dress, but he wanted to show Nick that Georgia was his wife.

With one hand, Georgia reached for her clit and began rubbing it with two fingers. Nick leaned forward, wrapping his body around Georgia's, and he thrusted himself even deeper inside of her. Fred stepped forward, and he took Georgia by the hips. Nick looked impressed that Fred was stepping up, and he moved to the side to give Fred some room.

Fred took his cock in hand and put it toward Georgia’s pussy. Nick stopped humping her, his cock still inside of her. Fred put his cock inside, and it slid into the tight canal, his shaft sliding along Nick’s shaft as it entered.

“Mmm I like that,” Georgia said.

Nick and Fred began thrusting their cocks in and out of Georgia’s pussy as she moaned in pleasure, rubbing her clit while she was double penetrated.

It felt incredible for Georgia, as the two cocks filled her like she had never been filled before. With each thrust, they hit her g-spot and she exclaimed in pleasure.

“Keep going noys,” She screamed, touching her clit.

It also felt amazing for Fred, as he could feel every inch of Nick’s cock pressing along his, and as they fucked his wife, it brought him pleasure like never before. He thought he couldn’t take anymore after Wayne, but now that he was fucking his wife along with another man, he could barely remember Wayne.

Nick pulled out of Georgia, and he let Fred fuck her. He climbed onto the bed in front of her and got on his knees. Georgia grabbed his cock eagerly and began to stroke it. She brought it to her lips and put Nick’s cock into her mouth.

She knew how to work a cock, and she loved getting spit-roasted, especially by two hot men on her wedding night. Nick could feel how great she was at sucking dick as soon as she put it in her mouth, and he threw his head back in pleasure.

She moved her hand up and down his shaft at the same speed as her mouth, giving him double the pleasure. His entire cock was pleased as both her hand and her mouth stroked him.

With her skill, Nick could barely think straight. He wanted it to keep going, as it felt so good, but getting spit-roasted was too much for her, and she began coming, she moaned loudly, and her entire body tensed up. Her body began shaking and she leaned into Fred’s body, his cock going balls deep as she squirted and her come began dripping down her legs and onto the bed.

Now that Georgia had already come, she was spent. She wanted to watch as Fred and Nick fucked each other, and she was still in control of her sissy bride, so she gave him an order.

“Lie face-down,” She commanded, pointing to Fred. He climbed onto the bed, gathering his dress around him so that he didn’t rip it. “Now, have your way with him,” She said to Nick, smiling.

Nick got on top of Fred, both of them face-down, and he slid his wet cock into Fred’s ass. Fred gasped as it entered him unexpectedly and he was surprised by the extreme pleasure that overcame him instantly.

“Oh fuck!” He shouted as Nick began to slide his cock in and out slowly. He reached deeper inside of Fred’s ass with each slow thrust of his hips. Fred groaned and moaned in pleasure as Nick increased his speed.

Nick held his body up with his arms on either side of Fred, and Fred sank his teeth into Nick’s arm as the pleasure built and built. Nick grunted as he felt the pain of Fred’s bite, and he began fucking him faster as the pain brought him masochistic pleasure.

Georgia got on her knees beside Nick and Fred and spanked Nick’s bare ass. The sound echoed in the large bedroom, and she could tell that Nick liked it. She spanked him again, and she kept going, as she could tell that he liked the pain. His ass cheeks were red from the contact of her hand, and it turned her on.

With the pain of Fred sinking his teeth into his forearm, and the pain of Georgia spanking his ass, Nick could barely last thirty seconds before announcing that he was going to come. He could barely get the words out before he moaned loudly one more time, and his cock released its load of warm come inside of Fred’s ass.

Georgia looked at him and smiled. She watched as he pulled out of Fred, and the cream pie turned her on. She leaned in and kissed Nick while she slapped Fred’s ass. Fred was lying face-down on the bed, his pleasure just minutes from reaching climax. Georgia slapped his ass and it felt good as the impact pressed his rock-hard cock into the bed beneath him.

Nick rolled Fred over onto his back and put his lips to the skin just above the base of Fred’s cock. Nick began to kiss and lick it lightly, and Fred let out quiet moans as he did so.

Nick began moving his tongue along Fred’s body, toward his belly button, and along his abdomen toward his stiff nipples. He watched Fred as he slid his tongue along his body, and gave a seductive wink. Fred was incredibly horny, and the feeling of Nick’s soft tongue on his body made him tingle all over.

Fred was nervous and excited all at once, and he looked to Georgia, who was watching in excitement. She was loving every second of this night, and she had planned the entire thing without Fred knowing. Fred wasn’t sure if he should be flattered or angry, since her plans had resulted in an abundance of erotic pleasure for him, but not in the way that he would have expected.

Nick continued to lick along his body until he reached his nipples, and he began to suck on each one of them. He put his hand around Fred’s cock as he sucked on his nipples and Fred closed his eyes to let the pleasure guide him.

“Mmmm," Fred said, which came as a surprise to him. Letting his pleasure guide him had resulted in a sound of pleasure escaping his lips. Nick and Georgia laughed, and he suddenly felt embarrassed.

After watching Nick slide his tongue along Fred’s body, Georgia was getting turned on all over again. She had come so many times that evening, and she found herself getting hot and bothered as she watched the two hot men in front of her, moving their bodies seductively around each other.

Finally, Nick put his mouth around Fred’s cock, ready to finish him off, when Georgia decided that she wanted more. She moved Nick out of the way, and he flopped onto the bed dramatically. Georgia pulled Fred into a seated position and climbed onto his lap. She wrapped her legs around him, and wrapped her arms around his neck tightly, hugging her bare body to his, skin to skin. It was incredibly intimate, and Fred wished that Nick would leave already.

They both moaned as Georgia sat her weight down onto her husband’s cock. She began grinding her hips into his body, the base of his cock rubbing against her clit and making her moan. They moved together in a rhythm that only husband and wife could achieve so quickly. It was effortlessly erotic and pleasurable.

They moved their bodies against each other faster and faster, and Fred wrapped his hands around her ass, moving a finger back and forth around it as he fucked her. He had learned a thing or two so far that evening.

Georgia threw her head back and moaned louder than ever as Fred showed that he knew just how to work her body. He pleased her ass, her clit and her g-spot all at once and she squeezed her arms around his neck tighter and tighter as her pleasure built. Fred began lifting his hips with more and more force and Georgia bounced up and down on his fat cock.

They both grunted and moaned as they began to move their bodies faster and harder; Fred pleasing her ass like she had never felt before.

Suddenly, Fred felt the familiar feeling of Georgia’s orgasm coming on, and the mere thought of making her come made his body shiver, his own orgasm quickly approaching.

At the exact same time, they both began to scream out in pleasure, and their bodies tensed up, shaking with orgasmic bliss. Their bodies both trembled wildly as the orgasms worked their way through their bodies, as if they were one. Their mouths opened wide, and their moaning increased in volume until it reached a peak, and they stopped. They were wrapped around one another, and Nick watched in awe.

“Wow,” he said, both impressed and surprised.

They had forgotten that he was there. He got the hint, and he climbed off of the bed, finding his clothes and putting them on as quickly as he could.

The newlyweds ignored him as he quietly exited the room, and even though Fred was still wearing a full face of makeup and had a wedding dress wrapped around him, he felt like he had won. He was now finally alone with his new wife, and he was happy.

She had pushed him to experience something unlike anything else he had done before, and he found himself oddly at peace with the experience, despite that fact that he had started out so angry about it.

Fred lay in bed that night next to his wife, and he thought about the evening that they had. He felt oddly pleased, though it had not been what he expected when he had checked into his hotel room with his wife after their wedding earlier that day. Even though he had been threatened and forced into it, he had thoroughly enjoyed himself, he couldn’t deny it.

Fred found himself looking forward to what his future with Georgia held, and he almost completely forgot that she had forced him to take all orders from her in the first place.

Fred drifted off to sleep with Georgia resting her head on his chest, and he fantasized about being dominated like that by his wife and her male friends again. As he daydreamed about it, he found himself getting hot and bothered as his thoughts were filled with a blend of memories and fantasies for the future.

Fred shifted around on the bed, trying not to wake his new wife as he imagined himself being spit-roasted just like she had been earlier that day. He imagined Nick and Wayne, one of them on each side of him. He imagined sucking on Wayne’s giant cock as Nick fucked him, and he imagined Georgia watching the entire thing in excitement.

He became more and more turned on as he let his imagination wander, and he slid himself out from under his new wife. He tiptoed to the bathroom and locked the door behind him. He reached into his boxers and touched himself as he thought about what he wanted Wayne and Nick to do to him, and he imagined what it would be like if he and Georgia had an orgy with even more of her friends.

He touched himself until he came, and he exploded his load into the bathtub, trying to hold back any noise that tried to escape his lips.

He tiptoed back to bed and climbed in quietly. Georgia rolled over and put her arm across Fred’s chest.

“I guess someone had fun this evening,” She whispered, without opening her eyes.

Fred laughed quietly. How had she known?

He figured that it was about time he learned that he couldn’t hide anything from her, so he began telling her all about the fantasies that he had come up with in his head while trying to fall asleep.

Georgia listened intently, and she was clearly into the idea of an orgy. Her only stipulation- that Fred wear a dress and a full face of makeup once again. Fred thought about this for a minute, and then he agreed to it, since he figured it was a small price to pay for the infinite levels of pleasure that the orgy could bring him. Plus, he thought, he had found it kind of sexy wearing that long dress.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

As a young man, Keith was full of hopes a dreams. He wasn’t sure where his life would take him, but he was a bright young man with endless possibilities, and that included his love life

The summer of his twentieth year, just shy of turning twenty-one, Keith met the woman who changed his life forever and eventually became his wife.

Rachel was a successful woman who was both beautiful and endearing. She was adored by everyone who knew her, but she worked hard and did not concern herself with the opinions of others, or with social matters. She was slightly older than Keith- twenty-three, and she knew what she wanted.

One day, while grocery shopping for her dinner at a local market, she passed by a man she who caught her attention. She was immediately enamored with him upon first laying eyes on him, and he felt the same. It was love at first sight, as purely as can be.

She felt as if time moved in slow-motion as she walked by him. His hair was perfectly messy and his rosy cheeks were glistening in the heat of the summer. Keith noticed her too. She was strikingly beautiful, and Keith could not take his eyes off of her. Keith was a quiet man, but he knew that he could not let this woman leave without first speaking to her.

Their heads both turned as they walked by each other, making piercing eye contact. Both of them knew that their lives would never be the same again.

Keith wanted to speak to her before she could get away from him, as he knew that he may never see her again. Keith stopped walking, began walking toward her and approached the young, beautiful woman to ask for her name.

In that moment, they both realized that they could never let the other person go, and they each silently vowed to themselves in that moment to do everything they could to stay in each other’s lives forever.

After that, they were inseparable. Only one short month after meeting Rachel, Keith got down on one knee and asked her to be his wife. It was the surest she had been about anything in her short life, and she said yes without hesitation.

They had a lovely wedding with family and friends present, and Keith felt like the luckiest man in the entire world.

Ever since, they had been happily married, and six years later, they were still madly in love.

-          -

Keith was almost finished his workday and he couldn’t wait to get home and see his wife. He was sitting at his desk dreaming about her, and he couldn’t wait to get home to see her. He watched the clock, waiting for it to strike five.

Finally, the time came, and he drove the twenty-minute route from his office to the house he shared with his wife. Keith couldn’t help but reach down and touch himself as he anticipated the warm welcome he would receive when he walked through the door. He couldn’t resist putting his hand on the giant bulge in his pants as he imagined how his wife would greet him at the door.

“Maybe she will take off my pants and get on her knees as soon as I walk through the front door,” He thought. “Maybe she will take my hand and guide me straight up to our bedroom before I can even take off my shoes. Maybe she will take me to the kitchen, and we will get down to it on top of the kitchen counter,” He imagined all of the possible scenarios that could occur once he walked through the front door.

He began to run his hand up and down on his growing boner as he imagined it all.

He rounded the corner and pulled onto his street. As he drove the final few meters to his driveway, he could barely contain his excitement. He pulled into the driveway and saw their beautiful house before him, and he smiled at the life they had built together.

He jumped out of the car and shut the door behind himself, practically running to his front door.

Keith pushed the front door open, pleasantly surprised that it was unlocked.

“She must be waiting in anticipation,” Keith thought with excitement. He stepped through the front door with a smile across his face. “Honey, I’m home!”

Keith was never a minute late, and he prided himself on always being on time when he was meeting his wife.

“Hello darling,” Rachel said, taking his briefcase and kissing him on the cheek. “Come in, sit down and listen. I want to talk to you about something,” She said.

Keith was intrigued, “It sounded serious, what could it be?” He thought.

It began as a casual discussion, in which she asked him about his day and what he ate for lunch, but Rachel quickly transitioned the conversation to include topics that were more like what Keith had been expecting from his welcome home. 

"So honey, remember last month when we tried anal play? When you wanted me to enter you from behind with a dildo?” She began. 

“Oh yes, how could I forget?” He said, feeling his cock tingle with excitement and his boner grow even harder. 

“Keep that in mind as you read this,” She said, handing him a folded piece of paper. “And please read it aloud.” 

Keith wondered what was going on. Was this some kind of new sex experiment that she was trying? Whatever it was, he was excited to find out, but his excitement quickly turned to confusion and betrayal as he read the letter. 

Keith, 

I know things about you that no other person on the planet knows. I know some of your deepest, darkest secrets. I would never want to hurt you, but it is in my best interest to use this information to my benefit. 

If you do not follow my wishes and demands, I will not only share this information with your closest friends and family members, but I will ask for a divorce and take all of your money and assets.

Now, this is rather simple, as long as you agree. I ask that you submit to me and do everything I say, and you may even enjoy yourself.

Love,

Rachel

Upon reading the letter, Keith is shocked and unsure what to do. How could his own wife blackmail him like this? He wonders to himself.

“Relax, as I said, it will all be simple as long as you agree,” Rachel said. She was oddly casual for someone who was threatening their husband. 

Keith 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 he was extremely hurt that she was threatening to share intimate details about his life- his sex life, with other people. 

Keith was shocked, but deep down, he still trusted her, despite feeling betrayed. 

He stared across the coffee table at Rachel, and she looked back at him with a blank expression. 

“So, what’s your decision?” She asked him. 

“I have no choice. I’ll do it,” He said, defeated. 


“Great! Now listen,” Rachel began. “I want you to dress up like a slutty woman and be my little sissy.”

“What?” Keith was dumbfounded.

“It’s in your best interest to avoid asking questions and instead simply do as I say,” She replied, dryly.

Something about her demeanor scared Keith, but also turned him on at the same time. He was scared of the person she was being in that moment, but he loved her and seeing her like this was kind of sexy.

Still, he was being blackmailed by his own wife, and he couldn't believe it.

“Now, as I was saying. I want you to dress up like a slutty sissy. Then, I’ll tell you what to do next,” Rachel said, stepping toward Keith seductively.

Keith did not move. He did not respond. He refused to make eye contact with Rachel, feeling both embarrassed and humiliated, and he hadn’t even dressed up yet.

“Come with me,” Rachel said.

Keith followed sheepishly as Rachel led him to the bathroom. She took her makeup bag out of her vanity and looked at Keith as if he was a canvas.

“Take a seat,” She said to Keith.

Keith sat down facing the vanity mirror and looked at himself, wondering how he ended up in this position.

Rachel began putting a full face of makeup on her husband. It took about fifteen minutes, and when she finished, she looked at her work with a smile.

When she was finished, Keith opened his eyes and looked in the mirror.

“I look bloody foolish,” he scoffed.

“You look so pretty,” Rachel exclaimed.

“Now, let’s get you dressed,” Rachel said, leaving the bathroom and entering their closet.

She searched through her clothes, looking for the perfect outfit.

She pulled out a thin, short dress that was cherry red. It was one of Keith’s favorites, and he loved when she wore it on date nights. He had never anticipated having to wear it though.

"If I remember correctly, you love this one," Rachel said, chuckling.

“On you, yes,” Keith replied, feeling anger fill his chest. She was teasing him, and he hated it.

“Put this on,” Rachel said. “Quickly.”

Keith unbuttoned his pants and dropped them to the floor. He unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it to the floor on top of his pants. He removed his socks and stepped into the dress, pulling it over his slim hips and letting it rest under his arms, around his chest. It was strapless, and he wasn’t sure how it was going to stay on.

“Perfect!” Rachel exclaimed. “Now, give me a spin! I want to see how you look!” She sounded incredibly excited.

Keith reluctantly spun around, his shoulders slouched and his head down.

“You look so sexy, my slutty little girl!” She said, eyeing him up and down. Keith was humiliated.

“Can I take this off now?” Keith asked.

“Oh honey, no. We’re just beginning.” She said, laughing at his naivety. “Come on, we’re going for a drive!”

“Sorry, a what?” Keith concluded that he had heard her incorrectly.

“A drive! Let’s go, we’re burning daylight!” She said, her voice drifting off as she skipped out of the room.

Keith had not expected to leave the house looking like that. He loved his wife, and he wanted to be with her forever, but why was she doing this to him? He wondered. Despite his anger and frustration, he followed her, because he didn’t want to lose her, though he knew that made him a chump.

“Get in, I’m driving,” She said, opening the passenger door for Keith.

Keith looks out the window on the quiet drive, trying to figure out where on earth they are going. It is not until they drive through the gates made of shrubbery that he realizes they are at the local public park.

“What are we doing here?” Keith whispers, afraid of the answer.

“Stop asking questions and follow me,” Rachel says.

She jumps out of the driver’s seat and walks around to the trunk of the car. She pulls it open and takes something out, but Keith is unsure of what it is. Rachel walks around to Keith’s side of the car and she opens the passenger door. Keith climbs out slowly.

When he puts his feet on the ground, Rachel takes him by the wrist and pulls him toward her. She closes the car door behind him and smiles at him with a knowing look.

Keith looks down to see what she is holding, and he notices that it is a dog’s leash with a collar attached to it. She wraps the collar around his neck as he protests.

“What are you doing? This is where I have to draw the line Rachel,” Keith stammers.

“Stop talking. Remember what I told you. Now stand still,” She says dryly.

Keith thinks about it while she fastens the collar around his neck. He knows that if he doesn’t agree with her, he will likely regret it. He sighs and stops protesting, letting her execute whatever crazy plan she has for him.

Rachel fastens the leash to the collar and she turns away from Keith. She begins walking away from him, pulling him by the neck as if she is taking her dog for a walk in the park.

She begins walking him down a gravel path toward the center of the park. As they walk through the park, there are strangers on all sides, staring at them and laughing. Keith puts his head down and tries to ignore it, though he can hear their comments and their laughs. He is humiliated, and Rachel is turned on. This is exactly what she wanted.


CHAPTER TWO

As they walked through the park, they came across a young, beautiful woman. She was tanning alone in the park, on a blanket surrounded by tall trees. She was sitting in the sun and the light was hitting her skin in just the right way. Rachel caught sight of her and she pulled Keith in the direction of the young woman.

Keith wasn’t sure what she was doing, and he felt nervous.

“Hello miss,” Rachel said. The young woman took her headphones off of her head and looked up with a smile.

“Hi,” She said.

“This may sound weird, but I’d like you to fuck this hot, young man right here,” Rachel said.

Keith tried to take a few steps back, but he got caught on the leash. He had forgotten he was wearing it, and it make him lose his breath for a second.

“I’m Heather,” the young woman said, looking at Keith.

Keith looked at Heather. She was staring at him, and he felt his physical attraction to him overwhelming him. Leave it to Rachel to choose a woman like this, she knew exactly what he liked in a woman, and that was the silver lining on this situation.

“Come sit with me,” Heather said, patting a spot on the blanket next to her.

He hesitated and then he took a seat next to her. Rachel looked on and smiled, as it was unfolding exactly how she had wanted it to.

Heather leaned in and put her lips to Keith’s. They kissed as they sat in the grass, side by side on the blanket. As the sun began to set in front of them, Heather got much more into the moment than she has expected, and she lay down, pulling Keith onto the blanket with her.

Keith was suddenly happy and willing to fall into this moment with her. He forgot that he was wearing a collar and that his wife was holding the leash. He forgot that he was forced into this. He forgot everything that he had been worried or self-conscious of before he had kissed her. Once their lips touched, it all evaporated. He found her sexy as hell, and even if she was only kissing him because his wife asked her to, he would never turn down an opportunity to kiss a woman as sexy as Heather was.

The excitement that this brought Keith made him put all of his grievances aside, albeit temporarily.

Heather lay underneath Keith on the blanket, and they kissed. He ran his hands through her long, blonde hair, and she sighed as she felt his heavy, manly body on top of her.

The sun was still setting, and the mood was steamy and hot on their small, square picnic blanket. They both forgot that Rachel was there, but she was having the time of her life. It was shaping up to be a full moon, and the light emanating from it lit up Heather's face in the most perfect way.

Rachel sighed as she noticed how sexy Heather and Keith were, and how hot it was to watch them kiss.

Keith climbed on top of Heather and wrapped his arms around her. He began kissing her harder and with more passion.

Heather wrapped her legs around Keith's waist and gave into the kiss with a sigh of satisfaction. Heather could feel his dick getting erect in his shorts, and she had no regrets about saying yes to this odd request by a stranger in the park. It was hot.

Heather began to put her hands all over Keith’s thick, muscular body.

“Mmm.” Heather breathed, feeling excited and aroused.

“Mmm is right,” Rachel echoed.

Heather put one of her hands in each of Keith’s butt. She then moved her hands to the front of his pants and felt her way around the outside. She moved her hands around Keith’s lower body and groped him, moving her hands in dramatic, rough movements on his body. Heather was becoming more and more aroused with each touch.

Heather unzipped his shorts and put her hands around his neck, kissing him again. Keith fiddled with his pants while lying on top of her and finally freed his cock from his pants. He lifted Heather's short summer skirt and moved his fingers around her pussy, feeling for her wetness and finding her clit. He adjusted his positioning and slid himself into her.

Their lips were locked to each other's, and Heather felt her body tingle all over. Heather let out a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a sigh as she kissed Keith, and he fucked her slowly and deeply, trying not to be too obvious with his movements, given the public setting. They held each other tightly as their bodies tensed up with pleasure.

Keith felt Heather’s hardened nipples against his chest. He moved his hands along her body and gripped the bare skin of her lower back as he kissed her. Heather felt her entire body throbbing with desire, making every inch of her body feel on fire. She began to breathe heavily and could not control herself as she began to moan in the middle of the park.

Keith pulled away from Heather, holding his body up with his hands on the grass on either side of her. Heather stared at him, coming back to reality after a minute. She had completely forgotten where she was, where they were- that they had been in the middle of a public park. She had been so absorbed at the moment that everything around her had disappeared. He moved his hips as he stared at her, his breath warming the skin of her face.

Heather’s lips locked Keith’s passionately. Their hands moved all over each other’s bodies. He was still inside of her as he put his hands underneath Heather’s shirt and pulled it off over her head to expose her bra. Her nipples visible through the thin fabric of the bra.

Keith reached around Heather's body and unclasped her bra, exposing her perfect breasts. Heather threw her head back, making sounds of passion as Keith began to kiss her neck. He fucked her slow and deep, and he grunted with each thrust. Heather put her hands through Keith's hair and breathed heavily as she moaned into his ear.

As Keith explored Heather's body, she moved her hands over his hip bones, his sides, and his tight, muscular ass. Keith felt Heather’s grip on his body get tighter as she touched him with urgency. Heather leaned back into the blanket beneath her and let Keith make her feel great inside and out.

He moved his body up and down with slow and gentle glides. Heather lay there topless, her breasts smooth and full, glistening in the moonlight. Her other hand grazed her own body— her breasts and her nipples.

Heather’s body was throbbing with desire even more now. Now that they were officially broken up, Heather knew that this final fuck could be more passionate than ever since she didn’t have to worry about his feelings. She wanted to go out with a bang.

Keith reached down with two fingers and put them to Heather’s clit. Heather gasped as she felt them touch her. He rubbed her clit while he thrust his hips into her body, feeling Heather’s grip on the back of his neck tighten. The feeling of Keith’s fingers on her clit made her pussy drip with pleasure, and Keith felt his hand and his cock dripping with her moisture.

Heather couldn't hold herself back any longer, and she grabbed Keith's butt cheeks tighter in her hands, squeezing them and guiding his hips into her pussy faster.

Heather began to moan loudly, and this made Keith fuck her even harder. Keith began to moan into Heather's long, floral-scented hair.

Heather gripped the blanket beneath her tightly, her legs squeezing his body tightly as she reached climax. Keith couldn't hold his body up anymore with his thick arms, and he fell into Heather's body as he came.

Rachel watched as they both caught their breath, and she was horny as ever after witnessing that display of lust and passion.

She let her mind clear and then she decided that it was time to move onto the next stop.

“Let’s go,” She said, pulling the leash.

“What? Where?” Keith asked her, scurrying to his feet as Rachel yanked at the collar.

Heather looked at them, her face aglow after her orgasm. She began pulling her clothes back in place and watched as they got further and further away from her.

Rachel pulled Keith back onto the path and they began walking through the park again.

They were crossing a small bridge at the center of the park when Rachel brushed arms with a man. She turned her head, and her gaze followed him as he walked past them, trying to hide his laugh.

“Wait!” She shouted. The man turned to look at her, confused.

“Me?” He asked.

“Yes, you. Come here,” Rachel commanded.

The man looked from Rachel to Keith and back again, and smiled.

Keith was never the type to kiss on the first date, let alone to kiss someone who he just met, even in his younger years, and Rachel knew this. That was how she knew that this was the perfect way to humiliate him.

“Kiss him,” Rachel said to the man, pointing to Keith.

“Huh?” The man said.

“I know you want to,” She winked. Keith stood off to the side sheepishly.

The man shrugged and stepped toward Keith.

The man closed his eyes, and he kissed Keith on the lips. It was as if time stopped as they kissed, and to Keith’s surprise, it made him horny. The man was a good kisser, there was no denying it.

The man pulled away and looked at Keith with a smile. It was as if he forgot that Rachel was there, and that she was the one who had made the kiss happen in the first place.

“I’m Howard,” The man said, putting his hand out for Keith to shake.

“I-I’m Keith,” Keith said, looking Howard in the eyes.

“And I’m Rachel, anyway, now, grab his dick,” Rachel said to Howard.

Howard laughed, and Keith waited to see what his next move would be.

Howard leaned into Keith again, and he leaned into the railing of the bridge that was behind him. His body filled with heat as he kissed Howard. It was so unexpected.

Suddenly, Keith felt Howard slide his hand underneath his dress. His hand was warm on Keith’s cold skin. Then, Howard put his hand on Keith’s ass and squeezed it as they kissed.

Keith felt Howard reach his hand higher and higher under the dress, and he felt Howard’s firm hand wrap around his cock. It hadn’t been hard, but it was quickly getting there.

Keith decided to make a move too. He put his hands down the front of Howard’s pants and felt his pubes on his hand. He began to unbutton his pants and pulled down the zipper. He moved slowly, waiting to see how Howard would react.

He began kissing Keith harder, clearly enjoying the moment. All the while, Rachel looked on with delight.

Howard found Keith’s cock. It was still soft but hardening by the second.

He pulled the dress up his legs to reveal his cock, and Howard looked at it. He began smiling. He looked down at Keith’s cock as he began to stroke it.

“That’s right, just like that,” Rachel said.

Keith had forgotten that she was there, and he came back to reality as he heard her voice.

Keith reached into Howard’s pants and pulled out his cock. He began stroking it, and Howard began grunting quietly with each stroke of his hand.

Howard reached his hands around Keith’s body and wrapped his hands around his ass cheeks. He lifted Keith with ease into his large arms, and he lowered him onto his thick cock. Keith felt Howard’s size as it entered him, and he gasped in pleasure and shock.

“Wow,” Rachel said. She was loving what she was seeing.

Keith leaned his head back against Howard’s shoulder in ecstasy as he lifted and lowered Keith onto his cock.

He held Keith in his arms, his legs bent at the knees, and he thrust his cock in and out of his ass.

They grunted and moaned as his cock brought them both intense pleasure, and it was a sensation that Keith had never experienced before. He had experienced anal play, but nothing like this. It was completely different when it was a real, human cock penetrating him. It was so different than a dildo, and different than when Rachel was fucking him.

Howard grunted and moaned as they fucked on the small bridge, the public setting of the park making it even hotter.

“I’m gonna come!” Howard grunted into Keith’s ear.

It made Keith so horny, and he didn’t want it to end. Suddenly, he felt Howard’s hot come filling his ass, and it made his cock tremble in response.

When he finished, Howard gently set Keith on the ground in front of him. They each pulled their clothes back on, and they stared at each other.

“That was great,” Rachel said, speaking for Keith. He found this irritating, but he didn’t say anything. “Let’s go,” She said, and she pulled on the leash, pulling Keith deeper into the park and away from Howard.

“See you,” Howard said, waving.

“Bye,” Keith said, looking back at him.

They walk away along a path shaded by trees on both sides as Rachel leads Keith, leash in hand.

“This next one will be a little different than the last two,” Rachel says. Keith isn’t sure what she means, and he isn’t sure if he should ask for clarification.

Rachel scans the park for her next victim, and eventually, they come across a middle-aged man who is exercising in the park. He is toned and fit for someone his age, and Rachel decides that he is the perfect person for the next task.

“Hi, I couldn’t help but notice you over here, and I wanted to know if you would show us your huge cock?” Rachel asks the man as she approaches him. The man stares at her, and then his eyes wander to Keith. “I mean, I can already tell that it’s huge, we just want to see it,” Rachel continues. Keith is embarrassed and he doesn’t try to hide it.

“Sure, what’s your name?” The man says. He begins unbuttoning his shorts, and Rachel doesn’t’ respond.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Rachel commands to Keith. He does as she says, and the man begins to realize what is going on.

The man stands with his hands on his hips and his cock out, waiting for Rachel’s approval. Rachel looks at him and nods.

“Perfect. It’ll work,” She says. “Stand here,” She points to a spot on the grass in front of Keith. The man shrugs and follows orders, since he wants to show off his experience and skills.

Keith waits on his hands and knees in the grass. The man stands in front of him in the exact location that Rachel told him to.

“I’m Chris, by the way,” The man says.

“Rachel, Keith,” Rachel says pointing to herself and Keith respectively without any sign of emotion on her face.

She takes a long piece of fabric out of her pocket and begins wrapping it around Keith’s head, blindfolding him. He doesn’t argue, since he knows that it’s no use.

“Now, put his cock in your mouth,” Rachel commands.

Keith obliges and reaches out for his cock. He is wearing a blindfold, so he has to feel around for Chris’s cock, and in the process, he gropes his lower body with both hands.

Finally, he feels Chris’s massive cock. His mouth follows his hand and he puts the tip of Chris’s dick in his mouth. He begins to suck him off slowly, his hand moving up and down the shaft, following his mouth.

Rachel watches, barely blinking, keeping her eyes focused on Chris and Keith.

Chris throws his head back in ecstasy as Keith sucks his shaft, and he begins to grunt, trying- and failing, to remain quiet.

“Now, put his balls in your mouth,” Rachel says.

Keith takes Chris’s soft testicles and puts one in his mouth, sucking on it gently. Chris lets out a soft moan and puts his hands in Keith’s hair.

Both Chris and Rachel are thoroughly enjoying themselves, and Keith is blindly following orders.

“Now, fuck him from behind,” Rachel commands Chris.

“What?” Chris looks at her. He had just reached full hardness, and he didn’t want the blow job to stop just yet.

“Do it,” Rachel ordered.

Since Keith was blindfolded, he had to wait and see what was going to happen. He wasn’t sure whether Chris would agree to fuck him or not, and all he could do was wait.

Chris shrugged and got on his knees behind Keith. He lifted the dress to expose Keith’s perfect ass and he moved his fingers around Keith’s tight ass, priming him to accept his thick cock.

He spat on his fingers and rubbed them around Keith’s ass, adding extra lube for his giant cock. He slid the tip inside and Keith moaned as it stretched his ass in the most pleasurable way.

“Harder,” Rachel commanded Chris.

Keith began to moan louder as Chris’s cock plunged into him. He felt his size filling his ass, and it gave him pleasure like never before.

He had been part of threesomes with other men in the past, but none of them had cocks that size and width. He felt a new sensation as Chris’s cock reached new depths within him. He couldn’t help but make his pleasure audible, and he couldn’t remain quiet like he wished he could.

“Grab this,” Rachel said, handing the leash to Chris. As she gave the order, she slid a hand into her pants and found her clit with two fingers.

Chris was also clearly enjoying himself, as he thrusted himself into Keith’s tight ass over and over again. He began to moan and grunt as he took the leash in his hand and began to shorten the slack on it. He kept going until he was pulling Keith’s head back with each thrust. The sensation of his head being pulled toward Chris as he fucked him turned Keith on even more, and he began to moan louder.

“Are enjoying yourself?” Rachel asked her husband, acting smug.

"Mhmm," Keith said to him, feeling self-conscious suddenly now that she was calling him out.

“Now, finish him off,” Rachel demanded of Keith.

Chris pulled out of Keith and waited. Keith turned his body so that he was facing Chris, and he was face-to-face with his giant cock once again. He kneeled in front of Chris and took his cock in hand, guiding his cock into his mouth.

Keith was out of breath from being fucked so hard, but he had to finish Chris off, so he gathered what energy he had left and started sucking his cock as deliberately as possible.

Keith took Rachel as far into his mouth as he could, and he felt a hand on the back of his head suddenly. Rachel was pressing Keith’s head toward Chris’s cock as he gave him a blow job. Keith was gagging on Chris’s huge cock and Rachel loved watching it. Chris also loved to see Keith gag on him, and he began thrusting his hips harder so that he was plunging his cock into Keith’s throat with increasing speed.

Keith sucked him off hard until he felt him come straight into the back of his throat.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Chris grunted as Keith choked on his come.

“Mmm,” Rachel said as she watched, still touching herself.

When Chris finally finished coming, Rachel released Keith’s head and he stood up, wiping his mouth clean of come.

Chris reached out a hand for Keith’s hip and turned his body so that Keith was facing him. He took a step forward, put his hands on either side of his head, and leaned in to kiss him. He kissed Keith with lustful energy for a minute, until Rachel stepped in and took Keith for herself. She took him by the collar and pulled his face to hers. She turned his head toward her and kissed him with passion.

“Are they fighting over me?” Keith wondered. He looked back and forth from Chris to Rachel.

Chris let go of Keith’s hip and turned around to put his pants on.

Keith pulled the dress back into place so that it lower body was covered. He was still out of breath, and he felt like a new man after trying so many new things that evening.

He felt a sense of sexual freedom that he had never felt before, and something about being dominated by his wife while in the grasp of a complete stranger- a man, made him so horny for her. Keith leaned in once more to kiss his wife, and when she pulled away after kissing him, she let go of her grasp on the leash.

“Well, you two have a good night,” Chris said as he picked up the last of his belongings off of the grass and walked toward the path.

“Goodnight,” Keith said, waving him off. Rachel didn’t acknowledge him. She was focused on one thing, and one thing only, getting home so that she could finally have her way with Keith.

They walked along the pathway toward the parking lot, and Keith isn’t sure what to make of the evening. He knew that Rachel wanted to act out her kink in real life, but why the park? He had so many questions that he knew he wasn’t going to get answers to.

He climbed into the car and Rachel climbed into the driver’s seat once again. Rachel began reversing the car out of the parking spot, and Keith unclipped the leash from the collar he was wearing. Suddenly, Rachel slammed on the breaks.

“Did I say you could take that off?” She screamed.

She took the leash from his hand and reattached it to the collar around Keith’s neck.

“Do as I say and we won’t have any problems. If you don’t, things are going to get very complicated for you,” She turned back to the steering wheel and drove them out of the parking lot.

They pull into the driveway of their house, and Rachel stops the car in its spot. She turns to Keith before shutting off the engine.

“Don’t even think about taking that off,” She says, pointing to the leash.

“Yes ma’am,” Keith responds in submission.


CHAPTER THREE

Rachel can’t stand a sex life that is stale and routine, and Rachel needs someone who can keep up with her. After seeing Keith at the park with all of those people, Rachel was so turned on by him, for the first time in a long time. That was exactly what she had hoped would happen, and now she wanted her turn with him.

Rachel loved role-playing, and Keith was already in character, so she could imagine that he was a different person- her slutty servant.

Rachel wanted to push his boundaries as far as she could and she wanted to see if he could handle it- or better yet, push hers back.

Having her sexual boundaries pushed turned her on like nothing else, and Rachel needed that in her marriage. She had no desire to explore kinks with her husband at a beginner level, Rachel wanted to experience pleasure like never before, and the best method that she could think of was by blackmailing him.

Once inside of the house, Rachel leaves the lights switched off and instead, she lights a few candles. She takes a seat on the couch and demands that Keith pours her a glass of wine. He obliges, and she watches as he scurries around the dark room, the leash dragging behind him.

“Remember the time that you ate ass in the cinema?” Rachel asked Keith.

“That was pretty hot,” Keith said.

“I want you to imagine that we’re doing something like that again,” She said to him. “But this time, you’re going to be my sexy slut when you do it.” She winked at him, and didn’t wait for him to respond.

Talking about it was turning Rachel on, and she wanted to jump his bones as soon as possible.

Keith brought her the glass of wine that she asked for, and Rachel placed it on the coffee table in front of her. She was ready, and she didn’t care if Keith was ready for her.

“I’m going to dominate you now,” Rachel said. “It’s my turn,”

Keith was happy that Rachel still wanted him, even after she threatened their marriage. He was game for anything, as long as she wasn’t threatening divorce anymore.

Rachel wrapped her arms around Keith’s neck and kissed him, conveying her sudden lust for him. He was surprised and happy.

Rachel squeezed his cock in his pants as she kissed him.

“Lie down,” Rachel said.

Keith practically giggled in excitement as he followed her orders. He got down on the floor on his back. Rachel lifted his dress up and pulled down his boxers so that his lower half was exposed.

“Are you ready?” Rachel asked Keith, as if his answer was going to make any difference.

Rachel stood with one foot on either side of his body and looked down at him. She was naked from the waist down, and Keith looked up at her beautiful body in awe.

She looked him in the eyes and she winked. A second later, Keith felt warm liquid pooling on his toned abs. He looked down and noticed that she was giving him a golden shower. He was shocked and unsure, but something about her confidence was really turning him on.

The stream ran down his abdomen and pooled at his sides on the carpet beneath him. It filled his belly button, and Rachel watched as Keith reacted. He began touching his cock, stroking it as he watched her golden shower come over him.

His body was glistening with moisture, and Rachel got on her knees, straddling Keith’s body. Rachel pulled at the dress, lifting it over his head, trying to get it off of him as quickly as possible. She lowered her lips to his abdomen and began to lick her way up, lifting his dress, from his belly button to his nipples. She began sucking on them, one at a time.

Rachel got to her knees, practically swallowing his cock with one quick motion. It was as if she couldn’t suck hi off fast enough. She was so turned on when she saw that Keith wasn’t freaked out by the golden shower, but that instead he was turned on by it too.

She plunged her head onto his cock, and choked on its size. She gagged on it, and her eyes watered with each plunge.

Rachel wanted Keith to dominate her, to be rough and violent with her, and Rachel wanted him to show her what he was capable of. Rachel was not interested in soft, gentle, and loving sex. Rachel loved rough sex.

Rachel liked it all. Rachel liked having her hair pulled, she liked it when Keith spanked, her and she even wanted him to choke her while he fucked her.

She stopped sucking him off, without letting him come. She straddled his body, facing his feet, hovering herself over his cock. She wanted to see what he was going to be capable of next, so she lowered her body onto his massive boner. She leaned forward and she grabbed his ankles as she began thrusting herself on and off of his cock.

“Pull my hair,” Rachel said. “Punish me,” Rachel said. Rachel was testing him and seeing how far he would go.

Keith was excited by that command, and he began to pull her hair, guiding her on and off his cock by her ponytail.

So far, he was passing all of her tests, and he was showing her that he could handle everything that she threw at him.

He sat up and tightened his grip on her hair. With force, he forced her onto his cock, and she felt it reach the deepest part of her pussy. Rachel gasped as pleasure filled her body. He was sweating and sexy, and his body was still wet from his shower.

He pressed his body against hers, and his golden shower covered her back as he fucked her.

He fucked her roughly for several minutes, thrusting her onto his cock harder every time, and he pulled her ponytail with one hand as he fucked her, pressing her his into him with the other. It made her feel full-body bliss, and Rachel came as he leaned against her with his body forcefully.


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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CHAPTER ONE

Jackson is a regular guy. He is the type of person you would swipe past on Tinder or walk past in the street and take a second look at it, but that would be about it. He is an average, nice guy who is good-looking, but he is nothing special. He was always one of the funny guys in the room, but he was ever great with girls. Jackson is a heterosexual man who considers himself to be good with women, but he knows and accepts that there is nothing too remarkable about him in any specific way. He knows that he isn't one of those ultra-hot, ripped guys like the ones he would watch getting down and dirty with the hot girls in porn, but he knows that girls find him attractive enough to sleep with once or twice (if he's lucky).

Jackson is 24, and he's a slim Caucasian guy, and lucky for him, he has a consistent tan after living in Texas for his entire life.

He has a full head of blonde hair, and he knows that the one thing missing is his fitness. Therefore, he decides that he will build muscle and make his body as attractive as possible to any potential woman that he may come across.

Additionally, he had just received a promotion at work, and he had accepted it without a second thought. So, he decides to use what little disposable income he has gained with that promotion and begins going to the gym to train with a personal trainer.

Jackson has been sleeping around over the past few months, ever since he moved to the big city- Austin, just to get his rocks off now and then. He is a regular guy who wants to get off now and then, and any woman who wanted to sleep with him was a welcome addition to his life.

He had met some women on various online dating apps, and he had been sleeping with one of them every week or two. This had always led to kissing, groping, and eventually, fucking, and that was exactly how he wanted it. This had been the extent of his social life over the past few months in Austin, and it had been leaving him feeling enough to keep him going as the stress of work grew along with his promotion.

Despite this, though, he couldn't help sometimes feeling that there was still something missing from this new life, and he wanted to have better luck in the dating world since he was perpetually single,

He had been working a lot as of late since he was helping to get the startup he worked for up and running, so he hadn't been able to fully experience the dating world, but he knew that as soon as things settled down at work, he would be ready to show off his new body and entice the ladies.

The problem is that he has a secret. Jackson works long hours and works hard, but he doesn’t make a lot of money. His job is stressful, and he puts himself into it with everything he has, but it barely pays the bills. For this reason, he knew that he needed another way to pay his bills. Occasionally, he would go to what some might call extreme measures.

His secret is that while his job pays well, a large part of his income is made by other means- by means that he is not completely proud of. He spends time working in the adult entertainment industry to make some extra money whenever he is short on rent, and he is not proud of it, but he knows that he does what he has to do if he wants to pay the bills.

Not many people are aware of this fact about him since he decides to keep it private, and he doesn't like to think about how it would go over if anyone found out.

When he can, he tries to find gigs in the adult entertainment industry that pays well, and that involves some acting so that he can take comfort knowing that he is developing some skills other than his skills in the bedroom. He always had an affinity for acting, so naturally, he is a great asset to any porn film.

His most recent audition happened not long ago, when he auditioned for the role of a doctor in a porn film about a doctor having an affair with a nurse- how cliché, Jackson had thought.

Much to his surprise, he got the role and started filming a few short days later. Jackson couldn't lie, it was a fun time filming this new short porn film, and his co-star was incredibly hot to boot.

“Come with me, I want to show you something,” Jackson said to Kira as he shrugged off his white doctor’s coat and hung it on the coat rack.

In the film, he was supposed to be a busy young doctor finishing a 12-hour shift at the most hectic hospital in the state, and as his shift was ending, he bumped into the hottest nurse in the entire hospital.

Kira, the hot nurse, followed Jackson's character as he turned down a long, dark hallway that was void of people. Kira was scared as he took her down the hallway into an abandoned hospital wing where nobody went, and Jackson grabbed her hand to show her support.

Jackson ducked into an examination room, and Kira closed the door behind her. As soon as we were inside and the door was closed, he turned to her and leaned in to kiss her dramatically.

“You are wildly sexy, and I want you,” Jackson said, speaking one of his only lines in the film. He had to try hard not to roll his eyes as he said it, remarking how cheesy it was.

He began ripping off her clothes and tossing them onto the floor. Kira ripped off his clothes, and they were naked within seconds.

Kira climbed onto the patient bed, and Jackson slid his fingers into her pussy slowly at first and then more urgently. The feeling gave Kira intense pleasure immediately, and she began to moan, the way that females moan only in porn.

This part was always Jackson's favorite, and sometimes he had to pinch himself. He was getting paid to fuck a beautiful woman on camera, and this was every guy's dream. But yet, he was still self-conscious about it, and it was still his dirty little secret.

Kira did not try to hold back her moans, and she looked sexy as hell as she screamed his character’s name at the top of her lungs.

Jackson climbed onto the patient examination table and got on top of Kira. Their naked bodies moved along one another, and Jackson slid his slick cock into her, gripping his muscular body with each thrust of his hips.

The sounds Kira was making as he fucked her always made him feel great about how good he was with his cock, though he knew that she was playing it up for the cameras.

His character was not only a sexy, intelligent doctor but an incredible lay too, and for the time being, he imagined that he was his character.

He breathed into her ear, and with each thrust, Kira could hear him grunting as he pressed himself forward, and her pussy welcomed his thick cock.

Kira felt his body tense on top of Kira, and before he came, he pulled out of Kira. He turned his body around on the table so that his face was hovering above her pussy. His cock was hovering over her mouth, and Kira wrapped a hand around it, guiding it in between her lips. Kira slid it into her mouth gradually, and Kira felt him teasing her clit with his tongue at the same time.

Kira gently massaged his balls as Kira blew him, and Kira could feel the vibration of his pleasure-filled grunts on her pussy. It felt amazing.

He came seconds later as Kira gripped his balls, and his come flowed deep into her mouth.

They climbed off of the table, and it was over for the time being. “A perfect scene!” The director called it. They hadn’t needed to call cut even once, and it had happened without a hitch. Another successful day at work, and Jackson had earned himself several hundred dollars. He counted the cash as he left the studio, and he looked both ways as he exited the building onto the street, hoping that nobody he knew would catch him walking out of XXX Studios.

-          -

Jackson shows up at the gym for his fifth training session with his personal trainer one morning. After four times together, Jackson was beginning to get the hang of it. He was enjoying himself, and he felt stronger than ever. He knows that this will help him land a hot girlfriend, and he can't wait for the day that he is jacked and toned like the other guys he sees in the gym.

When he arrives, his personal trainer, Steven, tells him that he wants to have a private conversation in the office first.

“Let’s go have a chat in the personal trainer office first,” Steven says to him.

“Sure man, no problem,” Jackson replied in a cool tone.

"What could it be?” Jackson thought. “Does he want to tell me about how well I’m doing so far?” Whatever it was, Jackson was ready! Or so he thought.

Jackson agrees, and they go into the office privately, Jackson following behind him.

“Jackson.” Steven says, clearing his throat.

“Yes?” Jackson says, feeling suddenly confused.

“Listen closely,” Steven says. Jackson waits for him to continue, wondering what Steven is talking about. As soon as Steven speaks again, he knows that this is no joke.

“Jackson, I Know what you do when you need extra money. I Know what you do and, and I have proof.”

“So…” Jackson says, wondering where this is going.

“So I want you to be my sex slave. Follow my instructions or I will expose you to everyone on social media.” Jackson’s eyes widen.

“Why?” He asks.

“You must do everything I say,” Steven said, ignoring the question.

“This has to be some kind of joke!” Jackson scoffs. He stares at Steven, who is not smiling, but seems insistent.

“I will give you a choice between two options. Either you dress up like my slutty slave and do what I say, or I will make an Instagram post about you right now.”

Steven stands in front of Jackson and pulls his phone out of his pocket. He places his fingers on the number pad. Jackson is barely able to move. He can’t believe what he is seeing and hearing. Steven hands his phone to Jackson with a sly smile. Jackson looks at the screen and sees that he has prepared an Instagram post with a photo of Jackson, naked, attending an audition for an adult entertainment job.

“Where did you get this photo?” Jackson asks Steven.

"That doesn't matter," Steven says as he takes the phone back from Jackson's hands. "So, what's your choice?" He asks.

"It seems as though you haven't given me one," Jackson says, frustrated. With that, Jackson knows that he doesn't have to say anything else; it is clear to Steven what he is choosing.

Next, Steven tells Jackson that his first demand is that Jackson dresses up like a slutty woman. He tells Jackson that he wants to see him in lipstick and a full face of makeup. He tells him that he also has to put on a slutty women’s fitness outfit to make the role-play feel as real as possible.

After seeing Steven's evidence, Jackson knows that he cannot say no to these demands, and he grows more and more horrified with each demand that Steven gives him.

Jackson has no choice but to agree since Steven has access to intimate details about Jackson’s life that he doesn’t want people to know about, and he is stuck in a terrible situation as a result.


CHAPTER TWO

Steven pulls a small tube of lipstick and a few square containers of various kinds of makeup out of his locker in the corner of the room. He holds the makeup out in front of him, handing it to Jackson.

“Put this on, now!” Steven commands. Jackson has no idea where to begin when it comes to makeup, so he isn’t sure what to do next.

Jackson sighs and reluctantly takes the makeup items from Steven.

“First, put on the eyeshadow,” Steven says. “It’s the purple one,” He says, noticing that Jackson seems confused.

Jackson awkwardly begins spreading the purple powder on his closed eyes. He doesn't care that he must be making a mess of his face; he doesn't care that he will look like some kind of circus clown. He figures that he will wash it all off once Steven has gotten a good laugh.

“What the fuck man,” Jackson says under his breath as he uncaps the lipstick tube.

“Now. Get your makeup on, quickly!” Steven commands impatiently.

Smearing the last few color powders across his face, Jackson waits for Steven’s approval.

“Very nice,” Steven says. “Now, put on this crop top and booty shorts,” He says, tossing them to Jackson from across the small room.

Jackson begins removing his jeans and takes off his hoody. He is angry and repulsed by this position that he has found himself in, but he is merely a victim to Steven’s fantasy.

“This is fucked up,” Jackson whispers under his breath as he steps into the booty shorts.

“No. Take off your boxers first,” Steven demands impatiently.

Jackson stops moving. He steps out of the shorts and turns away from Steven. He pulls off his boxers and steps into the shorts as quickly as possible. He pulls them up and turns back to Steven, who looks down at the large bulge in the front of the tight shorts.

“Oh wow,” Steven says, satisfied. The disgust that Jackson is feeling seems to arouse Steven. Jackson shakes his head.

Jackson pulls on the tight crop top and stares at Steven, who has a look of excitement across his face. The clothing that he is forced to wear barely covers his body, and Jackson feels exposed in that slutty gym attire- just what Steven likes.

“Wow, even better than I had imagined!” Steven says, stepping toward Jackson. “You’re ready,” Steven says, looking Jackson up and down. “Come with me,” he whispers seductively.

“What? Where?” Jackson asks, confused and appalled.

“You still have a workout to complete,” Steven says.

“I’m not working out with you dressed like this.” Jackson protests.

“Yes you are. Now hurry up, we’re wasting precious time!” Steven says, his demeanor suddenly changing from excited to dominating and demanding. “Follow me,” Steven says, leaving the office and holding the door open behind him for Jackson to follow.

“Let’s go!” Steven yells. “I want to show off my new client!” Steven says, winking at Jackson.

Jackson rolls his eyes and follows Steven, feeling wildly uncomfortable. He is shocked that his personal trainer is putting him in this position, and he is angry that he is being humiliated in private and now in public.

He begins the walk from the office to the gym floor, and it feels like the longest journey of his life. He looks down at his bare abdomen, his bare legs, and the short, tight shorts that barely cover his large cock. He keeps his eyes down as he walks through the gym, knowing that he is catching attention. As he crosses the gym toward the weight room, Jackson can’t help but notice that heads are turning. People are looking at him and laughing, staring at the bulge in his tight shorts and his exposed chest and abdomen. He wants to run away and never come back, but he knows that is not an option.

Steven puts Jackson through the workout, but it is anything but a regular workout. Instead of treating him like the regular male client he is, Steven keeps humiliating him by making him shake his ass during sets and perform suggestive-looking movements where he must bend over and show his ass to the gym while lifting weights. What’s worse, Steven keeps making Jackson show off his body for all of the men in the gym while he walks to refill his water bottle or pick up new weights. Jackson can tell that Steven is enjoying himself, and it infuriates Jackson to see this.

Jackson begins to hear whistles and the sounds of hooting men as he walks through the gym or completes a set of any exercise. He glances up briefly and notices that all of the other people in the gym have stopped their workouts to watch him, and he notices that some people are even clapping and whistling at him.

While working out, Jackson continues to get cat-called and humiliated, and he cannot wait for the session to be over. Suddenly, he feels a firm hand make contact with his tight ass. It fills the gym with a loud “smack” sound, accompanied by roars of laughter. He refuses to turn around, he simply closes his eyes and tries to imagine that he is anywhere else in the world. He knows that one of the gym jocks just slapped him on the ass, but he doesn’t even want to know who it was, and he doesn’t want to give them the satisfaction of seeing him react.

“How can Steven be enjoying this so much while I am so miserable?” Jackson asks himself as he walks between the workout area and the water fountain.

As they begin the final exercise, Jackson cannot get his sets finished fast enough. He rushes them, moving his body as fast as possible to finish the workout quickly.

“I love to see your ass shake like that,” Steven says, “But you’re going to need to slow down for this exercise,” He says.

Jackson knows that Steven is doing this on purpose, but he must follow all instructions given, so he slows down to a glacial pace. Steven watches happily as Jackson moves painfully slowly, counting down the seconds until his workout finishes.


CHAPTER THREE

Finally, Steven ends the workout, and Jackson has to use every ounce of self-control that he has not to sprint to the changeroom and rip off his outfit. Unfortunately, instead of running away forever and never returning to the gym again, Jackson must follow Steven’s orders.

“Come with me,” Steven says.

Jackson follows Steven, but instead of letting him go into the change room to get his things, Steven leads Jackson into the changeroom with him.

Once inside, Steven leads Jackson to the showers. Jackson cannot wait to take off the ridiculous clothes that he is wearing and get into the shower.

Steven turns around to face Jackson and blocks his access to the showers.

“Well, you were the most popular girl in the gym this afternoon!” Steven says with a chuckle. Jackson doesn’t bother responding; instead, he plans his escape route into the shower.

After that comment, he knows that there is more to come and that Steven isn’t finished with him just yet.

“It’s time for you to shower, my dirty girl!” Steven says to Jackson, guiding him into an extra-wide shower stall.

Jackson is willing to entertain this kind of playful talk, as long as Steven will let him get out of those clothes. He forces a smile and enters the shower stall with urgency. Steven reaches around Jackson, leaning his face close, and he pulls the large shower curtain shut, giving them as much privacy as a shower stall will allow. Steven slowly pulls away from Jackson, and his mouth turns up into a smile.

Steven moved his hands down Jackson's body and pulled off his tiny, tight shorts. He tossed them onto the bench in the corner of the shower stall. Steven pulled Jackson's tight crop top off over his head and threw it into a pile on top of the shorts.

The next few minutes happened so fast that Jackson didn't know what had hit him. First, Steven was kissing his way down the front of Jackson’s naked, sweaty body, and the next, they were making out, and Jackson could feel Steven’s firm hand around his cock.

Before he knew it, his hands were running up and down Steven’s body, as if he had chosen to be here, in this shower, naked with his personal trainer.

Steven stroked his cock lightly, and as a result, it was getting harder and harder, and Jackson could barely think straight.

Steven was a dom, and Jackson was his sub. All Jackson could do was take orders and go along with whatever his dom wanted.

Just as he started to feel his cock reaching a full boner, Steven released his grip on Jackson's cock. Jackson snapped back to reality and looked around the small shower stall. Steven began taking off his clothes, and Jackson watched as Steven removed his shirt, socks, shorts, and briefs. He stood in front of Jackson naked, facing him with a look of confidence on his face.

Steven leaned forward and kissed Jackson, exuding urgency and lust. Steven ran his hands along Jackson's body, and he could tell that Steven was getting instantly horny, as he could see that Steven's cock was already rock hard. Seeing this began to get Jackson quite excited, too, as he and his personal trainer explored each other's bodies with their wandering hands.

As they kissed, Steven opened his eyes to sneak a look at Jackson out of the corner of his eye. He could see that Jackson was aroused and feeling the moment, and he was happy that Jackson seemed to be responding so well.

Jackson could feel Steven’s cock against his body, and he knew that on the inside, Steven was begging to be touched.

Steven once again reached down the front of Jackson’s body and took his rock-hard cock in hand. Jackson did the same in response.

Jackson’s cock was stiff and glistening with sweat. It felt amazing in Steven’s hand, and he couldn’t wait to devour Jackson.

Instead of watching him shower, as Jackson had anticipated, Steven turned on the shower, and the water began running over both of them.

Jackson took a few steps back, putting some room between him and Steven, until he was pressed against the shower wall, the water rushing over his face and making it hard for him to see Steven.

“Stand still,” Steven commanded.

Steven gets on his knees in front of Jackson happily. He puts his hands on the back of Jackson’s thighs and begins kissing his inner thighs and hips. He makes his way toward Jackson’s cock, not yet touching it.

He moved his face between Jackson’s legs and began running his tongue along the shaft of Jackson’s cock. It was limp and wet from the shower, and it tasted delicious. Jackson inhaled sharply and closed his eyes. He let the warm water run over his body as Steven wrapped his lips around the tip of Jackson’s cock. It was beginning to harden in his mouth.

Steven squeezed Jackson’s ass cheeks as he swallowed his cock with vigor. He moved his hands toward the inside of Jackson’s ass cheeks and found the small, tight pucker. He moved his finger in circles around it as he sucked slowly and deliberately on Jackson’s cock.

Jackson grabbed onto Steven’s head and held it onto his cock as Steven gagged on it. Steven took Jackson’s cock, which was getting harder by the second, and squeezed the base of the shaft as he sucked it. This made Jackson moan and got Steven even hornier for him. He wanted more.

Steven squeezed Jackson’s balls and almost made him come, but he stopped just as Jackson began moaning louder, and he stood up.

Steven grabbed onto Jackson’s hips and turned him around so that his back was facing him. He pushed him into the shower wall, and Jackson planted his hands on the wall in front of him. Steven put a hand on Jackson’s shoulder, pulling his body toward him, and he pressed his hips forward so that his cock was touching Jackson’s ass. He moved his body so that the tip of his cock pressed inside slightly, and Jackson moaned as it slid inside. Steven pushed Jackson forward so that he was bent over, just enough to give him easy access.

Finally, after teasing her for some time, Steven slid his cock inside of Jackson’s ass and began thrusting, holding onto his hips for support. Jackson was shocked at how good it felt, and his feelings of anger and disdain suddenly dissipated as they were replaced with feelings of pure bliss. He began moaning louder, his hands still planted on the wall in front of him, giving Steven full control of his body.

"You like that?" Steven asked Jackson.

“Mmm,” Jackson moaned. He was unable to speak any words, as his body was overcome with pleasure.

“Tell me you want more,” Steven ordered.

"I want more,” Jackson grunted, “Give it to me.”

Steven began fucking Jackson faster and harder, and his legs were getting weaker and weaker with pleasure as the seconds passed.

"I," Jackson began. “I,”

Steven knew what was coming. He fucked Jackson faster and faster, waiting for the main event. Seconds later, Jackson came with such force that his legs gave out, and his body sank to the floor. Steven fell to the floor with him and lay on top of him, face down. He continued to thrust into Jackson, who was on his hands and knees on the shower floor.

When Jackson finished, Steven stood up and stood over him. And began to stroke his cock. He stared down at Jackson, who was looking up at him. The look of shock and bliss on Jackson’s face was making Steven hornier than ever, and he was getting close now too. He stroked his cock faster and faster, and within a matter of seconds, he began to come, spraying his load all over Jackson.

He got to his knees quickly and shoved his cock into Jackson’s mouth, holding onto the back of his head to keep his cock in his mouth. Steven finished Jackson off with his mouth as the water ran over his face and Steven’s cum entered his throat.

“We’re not done here yet,” Steven said to Jackson. “Let’s get you cleaned up,”

Steven helped Jackson to his feet and stared at him as the water ran over them. He reached for Jackson’s cock and began to stroke it slowly and gently, ensuring that it was as clean as possible. With his other hand, he began to run his hand along Jackson’s body. When he decided that Jackson was clean enough, He reached behind himself and shut off the water.

Now, come with me,” Steven ordered. Jackson sighed and stepped toward Steven. “But first, put your clothes back on,” Steven said.

“These?” Jackson said, pointing to his sweaty, slutty clothes on the bench.

“Yes, hurry up,” Steven was suddenly dry now that Jackson wasn’t touching him anymore.

Reluctantly, Jackson began putting his crop top and his booty shorts back on. Steven wrapped a towel around his waist and left the shower. He lowered his head and followed Steven out of the shower stall.


“Let’s go,” Steven says once again.

“Where are we going?” Jackson asks, afraid of the answer.

“We’re going back to my office, I’m not finished with you,” Steven says.

“I’m not going anywhere dressed like this again, come on, I already did that!” Jackson argued.

“Remember what I told you earlier,” Steven says, referring to his blackmail material. “Not to mention that I now have a ton of extra blackmail material on you after our shower,” Steven winks at Jackson. “Now come on, and hurry up!” Steven says, growing impatient. “We’re going to my office, and we’re going to take the long way around, I want to show you off my little slut!” Steven says, winking at Jackson.

Steven turns and leads Jackson down the narrow hallways of the changeroom and toward the exit. They emerge in the gym once again, and it is even more full than it had been before the shower. Jackson lowers his head and follows Steven across the gym floor.

The walk from the changeroom to the office feels like the longest journey that he has ever made. He looks down at his bare legs and the short, tight shorts that expose his large bulge. He looks at his bare abdomen and tries to pull the shirt down to cover his bare body, but it is no use.

Once again, Jackson begins to hear the sounds of men in the gym whistling and hollering as he walks by them during their workout. He glances up briefly every now and then and notices that the biggest, most muscular men in the gym have all stopped to look at him.

Steven is walking in front of him, a huge smile on his face as he shows off his little slut to the entire gym.

As they finally reach the door to Steven’s office, Jackson cannot wait to get inside. Steven takes out his keys and unlocks the door slowly, and the wait is agonizing for Jackson. Steven unlocks the door, steps inside, taking his time, and Jackson silently wills him to hurry up.

Steven finally walks into the office far enough that Jackson can enter the office behind him, and he slams the door shut behind him as soon as he can.

Once inside, he breathes a sigh of relief, but he realizes that there is more to come almost immediately. Now that they are back in the office, his trainer closes the door behind them and begins giving him commands all over again.

Steven stands in front of Jackson and slides one of his hands underneath the thin waistband of the small shorts he is wearing. He pulls them down to Jackson’s knees. Jackson helps him by pulling them off the rest of the way, unable to wait any longer to get rid of them. Once off, Jackson throws them across the room dramatically.

Steven put his lips to Jackson’s neck and started giving him a hickey. Jackson had not felt anything like this in a long time, and it felt great. He loved the feeling of gentle lips on his soft neck.

Steven moved his lips to Jackson’s collarbone and began kissing it gently. Jackson put his head back and sighed as Steven’s lips made him feel so great. He moved his lips down from his collarbone to the sensitive skin of Jackson’s abdomen, and Steven lifted his crop top a little to expose more skin. This made Jackson shiver, as he loved being kissed there, and he wondered how Steven knew that this was exactly what would turn him on.

Just as Jackson let out a soft moan, Steven pulled back and put his hand up, stopping them.

“I am going to take advantage of you, Jackson,” Steven says seductively.

Steven reaches for Jackson’s bare lower half and slides a hand around Jackson’s lower back.

“Get on all fours!” Steven demands suddenly.

Jackson follows Steven’s orders and gets on all fours. Steven gets down to his knees behind him, taking in the sight of his ass and licking his lips in lust and hunger.

Steven puts his lips to Jackson’s ass and begins moving his tongue in circles slowly. He begins moaning softly as he eats him out since he loves doing it, and he has been waiting a long time to make this moment a reality.

Steven grabs Jackson’s hips and pulls his ass towards his face, sliding his tongue in and out of his ass.

Hearing Jackson’s mouth let a few quiet sounds escape makes Steven wildly horny, and he reaches down to touch his cock and stroke it.

Steven sits up and puts the tip of his cock on Jackson's ass. Jackson knows how badly Steven wants this because he can feel it. Steven guides his hips toward Jackson's ass and slides his cock inside. Jackson moans as it enters him, and Steven begins grunting as he presses it deeper, the sensation on his cock incredible.

As Jackson feels his ass stretch to accommodate Steven's size, he begins gasping in pleasure. He had been expecting pain, but instead, he is filled with sexual bliss, and he doesn't want it to stop. He begins moaning as Steven stretches his ass with each thrust.

Steven thrusts his cock in and out of Jackson’s ass, increasing his speed. It slides in easily, and Steven reaches around to take Jackson’s large cock in hand. It is rock hard, and Steven strokes it as he fucks him.

He strokes it roughly, fucking him with more intensity ad speed as his moans increase in volume.

"Lie on your back and spread your legs," Steven says, wanting to switch positions.

Jackson rolls onto his back and spreads his legs, just as he is told.

Jackson’s cock is rock hard, and he moans as he begins stroking it himself. Steven stops moving and watches as Jackson pleases himself.

Steven slides two fingers into Jackson’s ass and begins fingering him deeply. Jackson can feel his fingers deep inside of him, a sensation like no other. He begins gasping in pleasure, and Steven watches as he begs for more.

"Keep going," Jackson begs.

Steven slides his cock inside of Jackson as deeply as he could and pulls it out, watching Jackson’s face for signs of frustration. He loves teasing him. He does this repeatedly as Jackson begs for more pleasure.

Steven slides his fingers inside again and begins fucking him deeply, just the way Jackson liked it.

Suddenly, Jackson reaches a climax with no warning, and Steven keeps fucking him as his giant cock begins exploding with come.

Steven pulls his fingers out of Jackson and studies his face in awe. He had not expected Jackson to enjoy himself as much as he had, and Steven is incredibly turned on as a result.

Jackson sits up and rolls Steven over so that he is underneath Jackson's body. Jackson wants a turn, and he plunges two fingers into Steven's ass with urgency but no warning. His fingers slide in easily, and Steven moans in response, loving how rough he is being and how he is so comfortable taking control.

Jackson plunges his fingers in and out of Steven’s ass quickly, hitting Steven’s G-Spot every time. Steven looks behind him, watching him as he fucks him.

Jackson slaps Steven's ass roughly with his free hand and keeps fucking him harder with the other. Steven is moaning loudly, and he is making Jackson horny all over again.

Jackson’s cock is finally ready again, and he slides it inside of Steven’s ass with ease. Jackson takes two fingers and slides them into Steven’s mouth slowly, his lips wrapping around Jackson’s fingers.

Jackson pulls his fingers out of Steven’s mouth just as slowly as he put them in, and his movements are erotic and sensual, making both men hornier than ever.

Jackson pushes Steven down toward the floor and holds him there as he fucks him. Steven is stuck, held down against the rug on his hands and knees.

“Finish me,” Steven says between thrusts, his voice coming out muffled. Jackson stops upon hearing the command, and he obliges.

Jackson climbs off of Steven and lies on his back on the floor. He stares up at Steven, who gets off of the floor. He looks down at Jackson with thirst and hunger in his eyes, and he is happy that it is his turn to be in charge again.

Steven gets on his knees and lowers his cock into Jackson’s mouth. Jackson cups his balls as he takes Steven’s cock into his mouth, and he squeezes them as he pleases Steven with his tongue and lips.

Steven begins to move his hips up and down, thrusting into Jackson’s mouth with his hands planted on the floor. He loves the feeling of Jackson’s moist lips on his cock, and it feels incredible on his rock-hard cock.

“H-Hold on,” Steven said suddenly.

“Huh?” Jackson asked. He was so into the moment that he was taken aback when Steven made any sound other than moaning.

“I want you to put something on for me,” Steven said.

Jackson hoped that it would be anything other than the crop top and short shorts; Steven jumped up and reached for something in his bag. He came back, holding a bandana.

“I want you to be blindfolded,” Steven said in a rough, sexy tone.

Jackson took the bandana and wrapped it around his head, covering his eyes with it. He would do whatever Steven wanted now, as long as he didn’t have to wear the ridiculous outfit again. He lay back, feeling kind of excited, oddly.

Jackson was still lying on the floor, and Steven climbed on top of him, swinging his leg over Jackson’s body, straddling him.

Steven ran his fingertips along Jackson’s bare abdomen, and it sent shivers down his spine. Suddenly, Jackson felt the warm, soft sensation of Steven’s tongue on his nipple.

Steven was clearly having fun with the blindfold, and Jackson was fine with it since it felt amazing.

Jackson let out a satisfied moan as Steven sucked on his nipples. They hardened in response, and Jackson gasped. Steven’s hand found Jackson’s cock, and he wrapped his hand around it, excited to find that it was hard again. His mouth sucked on Steven’s nipple while his hand stroked his cock.

“Finish me now,” Steven grunted.

“Are you sure? Because last time you said you wanted me to finish you and look what happened,” Jackson laughed, taking off the blindfold and tossing it across the room.

“That’s enough, do as I say,” Steven scolded him. “I want you to fuck me, finish me off from behind,” He said desperately.

Jackson climbed on top of Steven without another word, and he slid himself inside of his ass slowly and gradually. Steven gasped in pleasure as he entered him deeper.

Jackson pulled his cock out again, and then he put the tip of his cock to Steven’s ass, trying to tease him. This was a new world of pleasure for Jackson, and he was embracing it. He was feeling pleasure like never before as his cock slid inside and out of him. They got into a rhythm together, all the while screaming in pleasure.

All of a sudden, Steven opened his mouth and gasped in pleasure, throwing his head back in ecstasy. He reached down and took a handful of Jackson’s hair in his hand, pulling it as he moaned louder. Jackson was turned on by the feeling of having his hair pulled, and it brought him close to coming as he watched and felt Steven, experiencing pure bliss.

Steven came loudly, and his entire body shook as pleasure overtook him. He lay back, panting.

Jackson pulled out of him, and he, too, was close to coming.

“Stand up,” Steven said to him, still being the dominant one.

Jackson stood up, his cock fully erect and ready, glistening from the lube. Steven got on his knees in front of him, and Jackson was happy that Steven seemed to love giving him blow jobs since he could never get enough, and Steven was great at giving them. This one was different, though.

First, Steven began by teasing him, taking only the tip of his fat cock into his mouth. Then, Jackson felt Steven’s tight lips surrounding his cock. Then, Steven began moving his mouth further and further along the shaft of Jackson’s cock, slowly. The sensuality of his movements was driving him crazy with desire. He was so close to the edge.

Steven began sucking on his cock harder, knowing that he was close to the edge. He began to tease his balls, just like Jackson had done to him earlier.

Steven could feel his cock touch the back of Jackson’s throat, and Jackson could feel it too. Jackson gasped as Steven deep throated him. Steven took his huge cock into his throat with such ease that watching him turned Jackson on. Steven could feel Jackson’s cock throbbing with desire as he sucked on it, and he could feel it trembling as he was about to explode.

Before he knew it, Jackson couldn’t hold back any longer, and Steven felt him shoot into his load straight to the back of his throat, filling his mouth with warm liquid that began dripping down his throat. Steven teased his balls until his body’s tremors finished, and he had come for what felt like a long, long time.

Steven looked up and made intense eye contact with Jackson as he swallowed every last drop of his come and smiled in delight.

What had just happened had Jackson feeling as though he was in a daze. He had had sex for many reasons in the past- for work, for an audition, for fun, and so on, but he had never before been blackmailed into it. This felt different. He had begun the afternoon feeling angry and embarrassed that he was being forced into this position with his personal trainer, but now that they had fucked several times, in several different positions and in several different places, he actually felt like he was having fun. This realization shocked him, and he wondered if it was just some post-coital feelings coming over him. He shrugged them off and found his belongings. He got dressed in the clothes that he came in that day, and he said goodbye to his personal trainer.

“See you next week,” Steven said, smiling.

Jackson wondered what was going to happen next week, and he would have to wait and see.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Rick was an average young man, much like any other male in his 20’s. He rarely went to the doctor, but he wasn’t opposed to getting checked when he felt like something wasn’t right in his body.

So, one day when he felt under the weather, he decided to visit the doctor to get some antibiotics. He decided to visit his doctor to pick up the prescription and to make sure that there was nothing more serious going on in his body.

Luckily, he was able to get an appointment for the same day, and he visited the clinic of his family doctor at 1 pm.

His doctor was called Doctor Hansen, and he had been Rick’s doctor since he moved to the city for College a few years prior.

When he arrived for his appointment, Rick was greeted by the receptionist and was taken to the examination room. He waited in the examination room for Doctor Hansen to enter and begin his appointment.

Several minutes later, the doctor emerged, and he and Rick had a brief chat about what he was there for. It was nothing out of the ordinary, just a usual, professional, doctor and patient relationship- or so Rick thought.

The doctor handed Rick a prescription and wished him a good day before leaving the room and making his way to see the next patient.

Rick got his things together and left the examination room with his prescription toward the pharmacy adjoined to the clinic.

The pharmacist asked Rick if he wanted to add the cost of his prescription to his final bill, and he agreed, deciding that it would be easier to have everything on one bill instead of two.

While sitting in a chair beside the window, waiting for his prescription, Rick heard the receptionist call his name. He was startled, as he had been in a daydream. He stood up and walked over to the front desk to see what He was calling him for.

He greeted him with a smile, as usual, and handed him the final bill for his appointment that day.

He looked at 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.

He almost fell over as he read the total. There was no way that he could afford that amount today or within the next month; 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. As panic set in, he tried to remain calm. He lifted his eyes to look at the receptionist.

“I’d like to discuss a payment plan,” He said, trying to keep his voice from shaking. “Is that possible?”

“Hold on dear, I’m going to ask Doctor Hansen about this, please wait hise.” He said, a friendly tone in his voice that made Rick feel slightly better.

“Thank you,” He said, relieved.

The receptionist came back to the desk a few minutes later with a smile on his face.

"The Doctor would like to discuss payment options with you, please take a seat in the waiting room and wait for Doctor to call you in,” He smiled.

Rick sat in the waiting room for what felt like hours, but in reality, it was only a few minutes. He knew that he could not leave the clinic and continue with his day until he figured out some kind of arrangement, so he hoped that the doctor would be understanding about this matter.

Finally, several minutes later, Doctor Hansen emerged from the back of the clinic.

“Good afternoon Rick,” He said, “Follow me please,”

Rick breathed a sigh of relief and jumped up to follow the doctor down the narrow hallway toward the back of the clinic, out of earshot of the receptionist and the other patients. Rick wanted to keep this matter as discreet as possible since it embarrassed him.

To Rick’s surprise, Doctor Hansen led him past all of the examination rooms and into an area of the clinic that he had never been before. It was an area marked with a sign that read: Staff Only.

“That’s weird,” Rick thought, though he was just happy that the doctor was willing to discuss options, so he didn’t think much about it.

Doctor Hansen led Rick to his personal office, which was at the very back of the hallway.

The doctor entered the office and took a seat in his swivel chair. Rick stepped into the office behind him.

“You can close the door behind you,” Doctor Hansen said.


CHAPTER TWO

Rick sat across the desk from Doctor Hansen and waited for him to begin.

“So, I understand that you wanted to discuss a payment plan for today’s bill,” the doctor began.

Um, yes,” Rick said, his face getting red and hot. He adjusted his collar around his neck.

“As I understand, you are not in a position to pay it anytime soon?” the Doctor asked.

“Y-yes,” Rick said, embarrassed. He looked down at his knees.

“Let me see what I can do for you,” The doctor said, typing a few things into his computer. Rick waited. “I see you have been a patient hise for four years now,”

“Well, since you have been a loyal patient hise at my clinic, I am willing to offer you a special kind of payment plan.”

“Great, thank you so much Doctor Hansen!” Rick began thanking him profusely.

“Listen closely Rick,” Doctor Hansen began. “This payment plan requires you to pay me back in different ways, non-monetary ways,” Rick was confused, so he waited to hear more. “You will be my sissy sex slave and do everything I ask of you. You will be my slutty nurse and give me a checkup,” the doctor smiled slyly.

“Thise must be something else we can figure out,” Rick began, feeling wildly uncomfortable. He looked toward the door to plan his exit.

The Doctor noticed this, and he got up from his chair. He walked around his desk, past Rick, and stood between him and the door of his office. He glanced at Rick and then peered out the small window in the door, looking in both directions, and then shut the blinds. He then proceeded to lock the door.

“Unless you can pay for your bill, you cannot leave the clinic. This is your only option, Rick.” Doctor Hansen looked at him with a serious expression on his face.

“Uh,” Rick knew that he was backed into a corner and that he had no choice, but he wished that there was some other option.

“Do we have a deal?” Doctor Hansen asked, smiling at Rick. He was smug since he knew that Rick had no choice.

“This is sick,” Rick said, disgusted.

“It will be better for you if you just accept it, Rick.” Doctor Hansen said, reaching out his hand for a handshake.

Rick hesitantly took the Doctor’s hand and shook it, feeling scared and unsure.

“So, starting now, you will do everything I say. Everything, do you understand?” the Doctor asked him. Rick nodded silently. “Great!” The doctor smiled. “Now, as I said, I want you to serve me. You’re going to be my slutty nurse, and I will be your helpless patient,” Doctor Hansen looked at Rick with a smile, and Rick looked away immediately.

"There is a nurse’s staff room next door. Go in and find yourself a slutty little dress. Don’t forget the gloves and stethoscope too, you’ll need those,” Doctor Hansen began moving his hand over his pants between his legs. Just talking about it was making him horny, and he began to rub himself over his scrubs.

Rick stood up, and the doctor stepped to the side, allowing him to exit the room. Rick stepped into the hall and, for a second, he considered making a run for it. As he pondered this option, he knew it wasn't going to work. This was the only clinic that had been accepting patients, and there was a shortage of available doctors in the state. If he ran, he would never be able to come back here, and he wouldn’t be able to go anywhere else either. He felt his face flush as he found that he was completely stuck in this current situation.

Rick entered the nurse’s staff room and looked around. There were uniforms hung up on coat hooks and an open closet full of more uniforms. There were a few couches in the room and a dressing table with a mirror. The table had various tubes of lipstick and some other makeup items that Rick didn't recognize. "How archaic," He thought, “Since when do nurses have to be sexy? Is this the twenties?”

He heard the doctor clear his throat and turned around to see him waiting in the doorway of the room. Rick pulled a dress out of the closet and held it up. It was extremely short and revealing.

“That’ll do,” Doctor Hansen said. “Now hurry up, get into it,” He stared at Rick as he said this, still moving his hand over his obvious boner that Rick could see behind his thin scrub pants.

Rick unbuttoned his pants and stepped out of them, tossing them onto the back of the couch. He pulled his shirt over his head and then tried to figure out how to get himself into the dress. He stepped into it with both legs and pulled it over his hips. He slid his arms through the armholes and pulled the straps onto his shoulders.

Doctor Hansen approached him and began zipping up the back of the dress since Rick couldn't reach it. The doctor's hands lingered on the zipper, and he pressed his body into Rick's from behind. Rick could feel his thick boner pressing into his lower back, and he shuddered.

Rick stepped forward, away from the doctor, and turned to look at him.

“Now, go get your makeup on, you little slut,” Doctor Hansen said.

Rick approached the dressing table, but he was unsure where to begin. He picked up a tube of lipstick and put it on his lips. After that, he picked up a square of light blue powder. He took the brush that was enclosed with the powder and spread it on his eyelids. He figured that was more than enough, and he turned back to the doctor.

Doctor Hansen held a pair of high-heeled shoes out to Rick.

“I guessed your size, but they should work,” The doctor said, looking Rick up and down like he was a snack to be devoured.

Rick silently took the shoes and stepped into them. They were wildly uncomfortable, but they fit.

“Great, let’s go,” the doctor said. He looked way too excited, Rick thought.

Doctor Hansen opened the door of the nurse’s room and stepped into the hallway. Rick followed, stepping into the hallway with him. Once again, he wondered if he should make a run for it while he had the chance. He knew it would be hard in the outfit he was wearing, but he still considered it once again. Could he kick off the shoes and run barefoot, he wondered.

Before he could make a decision, Doctor Hansen took him by the wrist and pulled him down the hall, past a few doors, and into the first patient examination room.

There was no booking for hours, so Doctor Hansen had the room and the clinic to himself.

They stepped into the examination room, and Doctor Hansen locked the door behind him.

He opened a cupboard door and took out a white gown. It looked like something that a fake nurse in a porno would wear.

“Put this on too,” Doctor Hansen said, tossing it to Rick without looking back. He continued searching through the cupboard and pulled out a stethoscope and a hair net. “These too,” He turned to look at Rick, who was glaring back at him. “Now, hurry up,” He demanded.

Next, he walked to the cabinet on the wall and took out some latex gloves. He handed them to Rick.

Rick pulled the gown over the dress and was happy to have a little more coverage. He pulled on the hair net, and he put the stethoscope around his neck. He sighed and pulled on the rubber gloves. He felt incredibly stupid.

Doctor Hansen got on top of the examination table and sat on it, leaning against the wall behind him. He spread his legs and pulled his shirt off over his head. He threw the shirt across the room dramatically and leaned back on the examination table against the wall once again.

He touched himself over his pants. He looked at Rick, waiting for him to begin.

"Please give me a checkup, nurse," Doctor Hansen said. “I think I need a physical, a full body physical,” He said, giving Rick a sultry look.

Rick wasn’t sure what to do, and he hated that this was how he had to buy his freedom. Rick stepped forward and reached out a hand to touch the doctor. He put a hand on his bare chest and moved it over his nipple hesitantly.

He moved his hand down Doctor Hansen's abdomen and watched him see if that was what he had been expecting. Doctor Hansen nodded to Rick, a sign to continue.

Rick didn’t want to move his hand any lower, so he moved it along the doctor’s abdomen again, toward his other nipple.

He continued with his examination, moving his hand up Doctor Hansen’s bare abs, and he rested his hand on the doctor’s nipple. He moved his finger around it, and it hardened immediately.

“I think you should check me out hise,” Doctor Hansen said, guiding Rick’s hand to his lap.

Rick could feel Doctor Hansen’s stiff dick through his pants, and he squirmed. It was already rock-hard. Rick had to try hard not to roll his eyes in disgust as he could feel the doctor becoming harder from his touch.

Rick began moving his hand around on top of the doctor’s pants, still touching his cock. It was becoming increasingly hard by the second, even though Rick had thought it was at full stiffness.

Doctor Hansen began to moan softly as Rick touched him. It wasn’t the same touching himself; having another man touch him felt so much better.

Doctor Hansen reached toward Rick and stuck his hand underneath his nurse dress. He found Rick’s soft dick and wrapped his hand around it, encouraging it to stiffen.

The feeling of Doctor Hansen’s hands on his dick made Rick inhale sharply. He had never been touched by another man before.

The doctor leaned in and kissed Rick. Rick felt Doctor Hansen’s tongue slide into his mouth, his hand still stroking Rick’s soft cock.

Rick put his hand down Doctor Hansen’s pants, and he could feel his hard dick against his fingers as the doctor moaned in delight.

“Yes, just like that my little slut,” The doctor said.

Doctor Hansen pulled his boner out of his pants to give Rick easier access. Rick looked at it and was surprised at its size. It was massive and rock-hard. He began stroking it, his hand on the doctor’s bare cock.

Suddenly, the doctor’s pleasure overtook him, and he couldn’t take it anymore. He put his hand on the back of Rick’s head and shoved it into his lap. Rick opened his mouth, and the doctor pressed his head over the head of his cock. He pulled Rick’s head up and pushed it down, continuing this motion over and over.

The sensation of Rick’s mouth on his cock was incredible.

Rick pulled Doctor Hansen’s pants and boxers off and threw them to the floor. He figured that the faster he made the doctor come, the faster he could leave.

“Yes, just like that,” Doctor Hansen grunted as Rick sucked him off vigorously. “Ohh fuck,” Doctor Hansen groaned.

The doctor tried to thrust himself deeper into Rick’s throat, wanting Rick to deep throat him. Rick gagged, and it turned the doctor on so much that he gripped Rick's hair and thrust himself into Rick's mouth deeper, suddenly releasing his load. He grunted as he came, and his pleasure was heightened by the sight of his slutty little nurse choking on his fat cock.

Rick lifted his head off of the doctor’s cock and wiped his mouth. What the fuck had just happened? He wondered.

The doctor was panting as he turned his body and lay on his back on the examination table. Rick stood beside the table, catching his breath and collecting his thoughts.


CHAPTER THREE

Doctor Hansen was so horny, even after he came. Just one orgasm wasn't going to be enough. He wanted to take full advantage of the situation since it wasn't every day that he could live out his fantasy in real life.

Doctor Hansen knew exactly what he wanted, so he took control. He got off of the examination table, the paper rustling underneath him.

“Lie face-down,” The doctor commanded his slutty nurse.

Rick looked scared, but he followed instructions. He climbed onto the table, wondering what was happening next. He thought that the blowjob would have been enough, but it seemed as though Doctor Hansen wasn’t finished with him. Rick lay face-down and waited.

Doctor Hansen climbed onto the table and swung one of his legs over Rick’s body. He straddled his ankles, pinning his legs to the table beneath them. It was turning him on to see Rick lying in front of him, unable to move, wearing a slutty nurse costume.

The doctor was completely naked, so Rick could feel the soft skin on his legs as he sat on them.

The doctor reached for the skirt of Rick’s dress and lifted it to reveal his underwear. He began taking off Rick’s briefs with his teeth, still straddling his ankles and pinning his legs to the bed under his weight.

Rick lay in front of him, face down and now stark naked from the waist down. He tightened his entire body.

With Rick’s briefs around his knees, the doctor got to work. He lifted his hand and spanked Rick’s ass cheek, the sound echoing in the small examination room. He spanked the other cheek and moved back and forth, spanking each of them. Rick's ass cheeks were red from the contact, and he noticed the pain.

The doctor lowered his body and began to slide his tongue along the backside of his body seductively.

The doctor reached for Rick’s ass cheeks and began massaging them with his hands. HE squeezed them tightly, adding to the pain from the spanking.

He put his face to Rick’s ass cheeks and began kissing them. Then, he spread Rick’s cheeks and slid his tongue between them. He found Rick’s asshole and began to lick it lightly. Rick squirmed, intense pleasure suddenly overcoming him. A man had never touched him, and he had never had his ass touched, and now both were happening at once. He grunted and gasped as his body filled with pleasure, and he couldn’t think straight.

As he tossed his salad, the doctor spanked Rick's ass cheek. The pleasure of the doctor's tongue on his ass, coupled with the pain from the spanking, was enough to make Rick forget that he was being blackmailed into this. The pleasure he was experiencing was next level.

Rick began to feel his cock stiffening quickly, a familiar feeling, but one that he had not expected to come of this interaction. He didn't want to get horny since he was forced into this, but the doctor clearly knew what he was doing, and Rick almost found it sexy.

The doctor was licking Rick’s ass gently, and Rick was writhing in pleasure on the examination table. He was moaning into his arm, trying to remain quiet but finding it incredibly difficult.

Suddenly, Rick felt the doctor spread his ass cheeks even further and slide his tongue inside. Rick moaned so loud that he felt self-conscious, but he couldn't stop; it felt too good.

The doctor sat up, pulling his face away from Rick’s ass. He sat on Rick’s ankles and began stroking his cock. He was so horny after hearing how much Rick had enjoyed that position.

The doctor stroked his cock more roughly while he stared at Rick’s perky ass. It was moist from his tongue, and it was turning him on. With his other hand, he spanked Rick’s ass again, making it ripple and shake seductively. He did this over and over, stroking himself faster with each spank.

Rick wondered if he was about to come.

He continued to rub his cock while spanking Rick’s ass, and he watched as Rick writhed around on the table, filled with sexual frustration after experiencing a taste of anal pleasure. The doctor loved it. Witnessing Rick wanting more but refusing to give it to him was enough to make him come, and he blew his load all over Rick’s ass cheeks.

He grunted as he came, exploding his come all over Rick’s ass and his lower back. He got on his knees and began to stroke the last drops coming into Rick’s ass.

Rick suddenly found himself desperately wishing that the doctor was spewing his come inside of him, not onto his ass cheeks. He wanted to be fucked, and he wanted the doctor to please his ass again.

The doctor began to spank Rick, again and again, his come splashing onto the examination table and the wall beside it with each spank.

The doctor sat up to let Rick’s ankles free, and then he rolled him over so that he was lying on his back. The come dripped down his body as he rolled over, and it was a sensual sight for the doctor's eyes.

The doctor noticed that Rick was hard, and it turned him on to find out just how much Rick had been enjoying himself. Rick looked at him with desperation and sexual frustration, and that was exactly what the doctor had been hoping for.

The doctor sat on Rick’s legs and wrapped his hand around his cock. He began stroking it slowly, watching Rick’s face the entire time.

The doctor pinned Rick’s thin body beneath him as he jacked him off. They were face to face, and Doctor Hansen stared at Rick for a few seconds before leaning down and kissing him aggressively.

Rick’s cock was growing harder, and the doctor knew he wanted more. He lifted Rick’s knees up to his chest and pushed down on them with his own weight.

He put the tip of his penis to Rick’s ass and waited. Rick looked at him, confused.

“Put it in me!" Rick shouted desperately. The doctor was taken aback in the best way possible.

“Not yet. I’m in charge,” the doctor scolded him like a teacher.

The doctor waited, teasing Rick, and his cock was getting harder and harder, watching how frustrated Rick was becoming.

He wanted to keep Rick waiting, but he found that he couldn’t wait anymore, so he slid his rock-hard cock into Rick’s ass, and they both gasped.

He penetrated Rick deeply with one single thrust. He began to fuck him slow and deep. Doctor Hansen grunted and moaned so loudly that Rick was sure the receptionist was going to come knocking.

The doctor thrust into Rick over and over, and Rick’s mind became cloudy as his pleasure heightened. As the doctor pressed Rick’s knees into his chest, his cock stiffened under the pressure of their bodies.

Doctor Hansen pulled himself deeper inside of Rick’s ass slowly and deeply, pulling himself as far as he could before sliding himself back out until just the tip was inside.

Doctor Hansen knew that he wouldn’t last much longer if he kept going like this, so he knew that he had to pull out if he wanted this to keep going. He pulled out of Rick and watched as Rick’s face filled with a look of confusion and frustration.

Doctor Hansen sat up and climbed off of Rick.

“Stand up,” The doctor ordered.

Rick followed instructions and stood up next to the table. The doctor got on his knees and began to suck on Rick’s now rock-hard cock. He was ready to come, but the doctor didn’t want this to be over just yet.

Rick didn’t want to enjoy being sucked off by another man, but he couldn’t deny that the doctor knew how to suck a cock.

Rick noticed that the doctor was slowing down, just as his pleasure was reaching new heights. He wanted to come, but the doctor wasn’t letting him.

Doctor Hansen stood up and looked at Rick. He leaned in and kissed him again, taking his cock in his hand. He stroked it lightly as they kissed, but not hard enough to make Rick come. He was growing more and more frustrated, so he decided to take control.

Rick spun the doctor around aggressively, demonstrating his control. He pushed his body up against the back of Doctor Hansen’s, pinning his hips to the patient table in front of them.

Doctor Hansen said nothing; he just stood there. He didn't turn around to look at Rick, but from the stiff poking in his back, he knew what Rick was doing. He wanted more, and the doctor was ready.

Rick thought that he had more than paid his dues, but he wanted his fair share of pleasure, so he wasn’t finished yet either.

Rick reached around Doctor Hansen and took his dick in hand. It was soft, but he knew that the doctor had more in him- he was a sexual beast after all.

Rick took his own cock in hand and stroked it lightly a few times before putting the tip of it to Doctor Hansen’s bare ass. Doctor Hansen’s breath shortened as he felt it.

Rick pushed Doctor Hansen’s upper body forward onto the table in front of him. Doctor Hansen put his hands onto it and began panting loudly as Rick began to tease the outside of his ass with the tip of his penis.

Doctor Hansen had not been expecting this to happen, but he was excited to find that Rick was into it now. Thinking this, his cock suddenly became rock hard.

Rick put the tip of his penis into Doctor Hansen’s ass with no warning, and he gasped. Doctor Hansen loved every second of this encounter that he had arranged, and after fucking Rick once, he was game to let Rick fuck him now.

Rick put his hands on Doctor Hansen’s shoulders and pushed his cock further inside of Doctor Hansen’s ass. Doctor Hansen grunted and moaned as Rick pulled himself deeper inside of him slowly and deeply, pulling himself as far as he could before sliding himself back out until just the tip was inside.

Doctor Hansen began moaning as the doctor fucked him.

“Beg me to fuck you,” Rick commanded, trying hard to resist just going for it.

“Please,” Doctor Hansen said. “Please fuck me,”

Rick waited a few more seconds before pulling himself back inside of Doctor Hansen as deeply as he could. He began to thrust his hips in and out, and Doctor Hansen began moaning in pleasure. Rick thrust in and out several times before pulling out again.

“Fuck me already, please fuck me, Rick.” Doctor Hansen begged. He couldn’t take the teasing anymore.

In this odd change of roles, Rick was so hot for doctor Hansen as he begged to be fucked.

Doctor Hansen spat into his hand to lubricate it before reaching down to please himself as he began stroking his cock.

Rick turned him around abruptly so that they were face to face. Doctor Hansen was surprised. Rick was standing very close to Doctor Hansen’s face. Rick grabbed the back of his head and pulled Doctor Hansen’s face to his. They fell into the examination table behind him, and Rick pressed his body against Doctor Hansen’s, their lips locked to one another. Their tongues danced around each other’s and Rick felt his body tingle all over. Rick was acting as if he couldn’t get enough of Doctor Hansen, and the doctor-though surprised loved it.

With their mouths locked together, their bare cocks touched, and they both let out quiet moans as they grabbed each other’s cocks. Rick moved one hand along Doctor Hansen’s hip and rested it at his lower back, pulling their bodies into each other so that their dicks were rubbing on one another with each subtle movement of their bodies.

Beneath his skin, Rick’s blood was pulsing, making every little part of him tingle, and his mouth let out a few short gasps, uncontrollable. He felt hornier than ever, and he had not expected this at all.

Rick reached for their cocks which were moving along one another, and he wrapped his hand around both of them simultaneously. He began to thrust his hips slowly back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of his hand and rubbing it along Doctor Hansen's cock each time. Doctor Hansen leaned back against the table behind them and closed his eyes, taking in the sensations of Rick’s cock sliding along his. It was stiff and tight, making him more aroused with each thrust.

“I’m going to fuck you again,” Rick breathed.

“Only if you don’t tease me. I want you to fuck me harder." Doctor Hansen replied desperately.

Rick climbed onto the table and lay on his back. He motioned for the doctor to join him.

The doctor climbed onto the table, and he straddled Rick’s body. He lowered himself onto Rick’s thick, hard cock.

Rick thrust his dick inside of Doctor Hansen with one quick movement, and Doctor Hansen cried out in ecstasy. He gripped Rick’s muscular pecs as he rode him. Rick thrust himself into Doctor Hansen, and the sound of their bodies making contact made Rick feel powerful, which turned him on.

Rick put one hand on Doctor Hansen’s shoulder and used it for leverage, and with the other hand, he put his hand around Doctor Hansen's cock. He stroked his cock while he penetrated him deeply, feeling in control.

“Tell me how it feels,” Rick ordered

“It feels incredible,” Doctor Hansen said, and Rick could tell from his voice that he was going to come very soon.

Rick began to thrust faster and harder, the slapping of his hips into Doctor Hansen’s ass echoing around the small room.

Doctor Hansen put his hand around Rick’s hand, and they both stroked his cock at the same time.

The doctor looked Rick straight in the face while he lowered himself right onto his cock repeatedly.

The doctor lifted his knees and planted his feet on the table on either side of Rick’s body. With Rick’s cock still inside of him, he leaned back and put his hands on Rick’s shins and began sliding his body up and down Doctor Hansen's, moving up and down his thick and stiff cock.

Rick reached down to grab the doctor’s dick and rubbed it vigorously as their bodies moved in unison. They moaned in together, and it got faster and louder as the doctor grinded his hips into Rick’s body. Doctor Hansen could feel Rick’s cock trembling, and he knew what was coming.

“I’m going to come,” Rick grunted.

“Fill me up,” The doctor said as he grinded his hips slower and deeper.

Rick’s cock trembled, and his cum filled the doctor’s ass. Doctor Hansen climbed off of his cock, and when he pulled out of him, he could feel Rick’s hot come dripping down his ass cheeks. It felt so sensual and sexy that he felt his cock tremble. By that point, he was so frustrated that he needed to come.

Doctor Hansen lay on the floor, his cock rock-hard once again. He couldn’t get enough of Rick.

Rick got on his knees next to the doctor, and with one hand, he cupped his balls. He began massaging them, teasing the doctor. He began gently squeezing them. With his other hand, he began stroking his long, thick cock. Rick put his lips to the doctor’s shaft and began running his tongue along it. He could hear the doctor's breathing change, and he knew that he loved it.

Rick put the doctor’s cock in his mouth and took a mouthful of him, all of his shaft, including his balls. The doctor was impressed and incredibly turned on. He reached down and put his hands in Rick’s hair, pressing himself deeper into his mouth.

With one hand, Rick began to squeeze the doctor’s balls. That sent a sharp pain through his body, and he gasped. As Rick pleased him with his mouth, he also pained him with his hand. Rick didn’t know what had come over him, but he suddenly felt like a natural at all of this.

With his other hand, Rick reached under the doctor and found his ass. He took two fingers and began moving them around in circles, watching the doctor’s face as his pleasure increased exponentially. He slid his fingers inside of him gradually, and the doctor could feel Rick finding his prostate. He moaned and grunted pleasure mounting.

Rick sucked on his cock, tightening his lips around it while he held his balls in one hand and fingered his ass with the other.

Rick knew that the doctor wasn’t going to last another minute, and he began sliding his fingers deeper into his ass.

“You may come for me,” Rick said in a deep, sexy voice that the doctor did not recognize.

The doctor didn’t need permission, and he let himself go. Within seconds, Doctor Hansen came, and his cock shot straight up into the air with force. His entire body trembled as he came, and he began to gasp and moan, coming harder than ever before.

Rick pulled his fingers out of Doctor Hansen’s ass and noticed that Doctor Hansen’s cock was glistening with his own juice. Rick bent down, took it in his hand, and glided his tongue along the length of it, wiping it clean. Then, he lay on the floor next to him. He winked at Doctor Hansen and lay down in exhaustion.

“Am I all paid up?” Rick asked Doctor Hansen.

“Whoa, give me a minute before we talk business,” Doctor Hansen said after some time. He sounded spent. Rick waited.

“The answer is no, not yet,” The doctor said a few minutes of awkward silence later. “You may not take that dress off yet.”

Rick sighed in frustration. What more could he possibly want from me? Rick thought.

Doctor Hansen stood up and walked to the sink to clean himself off. Rick followed, wanting to wash away all traces of the doctor from his body.

The doctor handed Rick a towel from one of the cabinets in the room, and they silently cleaned themselves off.

Once he was finished, the doctor broke the silence.

“Let’s go,” Doctor Hansen said.

“Where are we going?” Rick asked, afraid of the answer.

“As I said, I’m not finished with you,” the doctor said.

“I’m not going anywhere dressed like this, come on.” Rick protested, rolling his eyes.

“Remember what I told you earlier? You have no choice,” the doctor said. “Not to mention, you’ve given me a lot more blackmail material after that,” the doctor looked at Rick and motioned toward the examination table. “Now come on, and hurry up!” the doctor said, growing impatient. “We’re going back to my office,”

Rick sighed, feeling defeated. Even after everything that had just happened, it still wasn’t enough. He was angry. What had just happened was making Rick feel as though he was in a daze. He had had sex for many reasons in his life, but he never for blackmail.

This felt different. While he had enjoyed himself, he felt dirty.

He felt angry and embarrassed that he was being forced into this position with his doctor, and he had not expected to fuck him several times, in several different positions and in several different places, not to mention to find himself actually enjoying it. This realization shocked him. He wondered if it was just some post-coital feelings coming over him, but he felt like he and the doctor had shared something- something unexpected. Now, though, the doctor was treating it like a transaction again, and Rick felt like a commodity. He shrugged off those feelings and stared at the doctor with disdain.

The doctor went to his office, and Rick followed, keeping his head down as they walked through the hallway. He desperately hoped that there wouldn’t be any nurses around.

He stared at the doctor’s feet in front of him as Doctor Hansen turned into his office. Rick sighed in relief as he stepped inside, and he slumped down on the chair, waiting.

The doctor sat in his chair across from Rick and cleared his throat.

“Now, I’m going to need something to tide me over until your next appointment, so I want some sexy photos of my slutty nurse,”

“You have got to be kidding me,” Rick said, talking about the photos and not even addressing the fact that the doctor thought there would be a next time.

The doctor opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a camera. Rick then knew that he wasn’t joking.

Rick stood up, vowing to get this over with as soon as possible and never return within five miles of this place ever again.

“Bend over,” The doctor said.

Rick bent over, the skirt of his dress lifting in the back. He looked at the camera and forced a smile.

“Okay, beautiful, now be sexy,” Doctor Hansen was having such a great time with this, and Rick wondered if he even noticed how uncomfortable it was for him.

Rick struck a few poses and hoped that one of them would be enough for the doctor to call it a day. The doctor looked at the camera, clicking through the photos.

“Mhmm,” He said, and Rick hoped it was good news. “I’ve got some good ones here, this will do,” Rick sighed in relief and began taking off the nurse’s gown, dress, shoes, and hair net.

He ran to the nurse’s room in his underwear and found his clothes draped over the couch. He pulled them on as quickly as possible and ran into the hallway, deciding that he would put on his shoes once he made it outside of the clinic- to freedom.

As he ran down the hallway, he heard the doctor’s voice behind him.

“See you soon, come back any time!” the doctor shouted after him.

Rick didn't turn around, and he kept running. He ran through the lobby in his socks and out the front door. He kept running until he reached his car. He fumbled with the keys, trying to unlock it as quickly as he could. He jumped in and locked the doors behind him. He took the first deep breath that he had in a while.

Suddenly, it dawned on him that he had forgotten his prescription. He had put in a lot of work to pay for that prescription, but he wasn't about to walk back into the clinic. He felt laughter coming over him, and he burst into uncontrollable laughter as he thought back on that afternoon and the fact that he didn't even get a prescription after everything.

He peeled out of the parking lot and vowed never to tell anyone about that afternoon.

-          -

When he arrived at his house later that night, Doctor Hansen went straight to the kitchen to pour himself a drink. He stood in the kitchen, drink in hand, and thought back on his day with a sly smile. 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 afternoon he had just had.

He moved his hand down the front of his body until it was touching his cock over his pants. His cock was growing stiff with lust and desire as he thought about Rick. He began touching himself slowly and sensually through his pants.

His cock 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 put his drink on the counter and leaned his back against the kitchen counter, beginning to stroke his erect cock slowly.

He thought about Rick taking control of his body, and he closed his eyes to imagine the scene all over again. Suddenly, he remembered the photos.

He stepped out of his pants and ran to the front entrance to get his bag, his lower half completely naked.

He pulled the camera out of his bag and returned to the kitchen to examine the photos.

He clicked through the photos and felt his cock stiffening. As the pleasure was building, he slid his body down to the floor. He continued touching himself as he sat on the floor, and he didn’t even know it had been possible to get a boner this many times in one day!

He reached a point where he was so horny that it was hard not to come yet, but he wanted to ride this pleasure out for as long as possible.

He shivered as his pleasure grew, as it had been a while since he had felt levels of arousal like this.

As he flipped through the photos, new levels of pleasure came over him. He looked at Rick’s tight ass and his muscular chest in the slutty nurse dress. He could not stop, and he began stroking his cock just the way he liked it.

He thought of Rick and his muscular body, and he breathed heavier as he felt his body getting close to climax already. He continued to let his mind wander, thinking of what they would do together the next time Rick visited the clinic. As he let these thoughts fill his mind, he felt his entire body tighten as pure ecstasy came over him, and he came with a gasp all over the kitchen floor.

He put the camera down and thought about how many more incredible orgasms they would be able to provide him with.


THE END
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