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Danny Markham had a secret. The secret involved cock. Rather, it involved how much he loved cock, and the lengths he was willing to go to get it. His life was stable, his business successful, things were good, but most of his employment came from members of his family church, and they were a conservative lot. The people would be horrified to know that for most of the last ten years he wore women’s underwear, the slutty kind, to service every Sunday.

The need for secrecy drove Danny to excessive lengths. To keep his

build on a frame of average height willowy, he took up endurance

running until he was skinny as a teenage girl. To cover his penchant

for shaving every trace of body hair, he took up swimming as his

“Passion.” As to why he wasn’t married, had a closet full of women’s clothes and a bathroom drawer full of expensive makeup, he didn’t have a cover story—he just hid it very, very well. The lengths he went to feed his cock addiction were extreme, but those extremes were exciting and made up the brightest moments of an otherwise dull and routine life.

Right now he looked in the mirror and saw Danielle. Danielle was a

slut and proud of it. Danielle wore too much makeup, thought

skillfully applied. Danielle wore boutique lingerie befitting a LA

madam. Danielle wore clothes that showed off his flat belly, tight ass, and long legs.

Danielle got a lot of cock. But never enough.

He looked at the IM on the screen of his phone. It was from his

internet friend, a CD sissy named Lexi. Lexi was the only one he’d

shared his plan with, and Lexi was worried about him.

Lexi-sister: are you sure about this, baby? I mean really sure? This

could go wrong you know. You’d be safer meeting a guy on Craig’s list or doing a glory hole. Glory holes are fun, and a lot safer.

Danni-grrl: You know I love my glory holes! But they’re not enough, I want more. I want the full breeder experience. I have to. I know it’s a risk, but that makes it better!

Lexi-sister: I know, I’ve always wanted to be a real toy, too. But just

be careful!

Danni-grrl: I will, I promise. Luv u!

He shut off his phone and looked in the mirror.

Tonight Danielle was dressed like a naughty private school girl.

French cut panties and a padded bra hide beneath a tight plaid pattern A-line skirt and white blouse knotted just above a pierced belly button. He work sheer black stockings under fuck-me-pumps. No school uniform in the country allowed such heels, of course, but they shoved his heart shape ass way up, put it on display and made the big men want to pound it. He could live with the idiosyncrasy of his custom if it resulted in more hard dicks tagging his man-pussy of an ass.

He looked at the beautiful, horny woman in his mirror. “You can do

it,” he told his. “You can take it and you can make it.”

Danielle looked back at him and smiled. Danielle believed he could

take it as well.

Two hours later the taxi cab dropped him off in front of the address.

The anonymous internet forums filled with crossdressers, t-girls, and

sissy bottoms, spoke of this place in hushed tones. It was hard to

convey a hushed tone by typing on the internet, but this place was

legend.

“You sure this is the place you want, honey?” the cabbie asked.

Concern was evident in his voice. “I’m not sure this is the sort of

place for a nice girl.”

Danielle felt cold fingers of uncertainty clutch his stomach. The

cabdriver wasn’t wrong. This wasn’t the place for a nice girl, even a

nice t-girl. A lot of things could go wrong, a lot of bad things and

rough action could happen in there to a nice girl. He felt the stirrings

of his old uncertainty. Felt fear.

But I’m not a nice girl, Danielle thought with a wicked, private giggle.

He over-tipped the driver and put his small hand on his shoulder. Her

nails were perfect.

“I’m sure, sweetie, I’m sure.”

The cabbie grunted something in his native language and drove away

when Danielle got out of the cab. Stomach filled with butterflies, he

looked at the MC clubhouse. This was the place, the place the online

sissy community was all abuzz about.

This was the place filled with Alpha Male ex-con outlaw

bikers. They were all steroid muscle, tattoos and big, fat cocks. Guys

who were willing to stick their dicks into anything warm and wet they could get their hands on, but who’d developed a taste for little sissy bottom he-shes in prison.

If he went in he wasn’t coming back out unless they said so. If he

presented his little faggot self to them he was agreeing to take

whichever and how many ever cocks were pointed at him. Once he

stepped across the threshold, saying no was no longer an option. They were a dangerous crew.

He had to be sure.

Inside his panties he felt his man-clit twitch as it filled with blood and grow hard until it poked up past the waistband of his panties and lay hot against his smooth stomach. He giggled to himself again and

stepped onto the driveway.

Walking with perfect agility on the pumps, he made his way up past

the line of motorcycles to the front door. Hard, heavy music boomed

from inside and even through the door he smelled sickly sweet clouds of marijuana smoke. There was rough laughter and cursing, cheering voices. Trembling with anticipation, he reached up and knocked on the door.

Nothing happened.

Apprehension shivered through his body, his lip trembled, and he felt his eyes mist with frustration. Self-conscious, he smoothed his skirt then stood up straighter. Steeling himself, he reached out with his tiny fist and knocked harder.

The door flew open.

Gasping in surprise, Danielle stepped back, hand going to throat.

Unrestrained, both clouds of pot smoke, and the roar of big, old

school speakers rolled out of the doorway and into him in a physically tangible assault. As disconcerting as the sudden stimulus was, it did little to prepare his sissy heart for the shock of the bad boy suddenly looming in front of his face.

The guy was everything he’d ever masturbated too. He was shirtless,

made of chiseled muscle, skin crawling with tattoos. He looked down at Danielle like a dog looking at a bone, glassy eyes narrowed as he scrutinized the delicate piece of homo birthday cake cowering before him.

The hand holding a long necked Bud other hooked itself by the thumb in the waistband of his jeans as the other reached up and absently scratched a square jaw under a bristling ginger beard. When he spoke his voice was deep, slightly threatening, rumbling.

“What the fuck you want, little girl?”

Danielle cleared his throat. His eyes kept trailing down the rigid wall

of the guy’s abdomen to the ludicrously large bulge in the front of his jeans. Realizing he was meat-gazing, Danielle quickly looked back at the dude’s face.

Embarrassed, he looked down and placed his hands behind his back as he murmured his answer.

“What the fuck did you say?” The guy demanded, clearly short on

patience. “Speak the fuck up.”

“I said,” Danielle tried again, throat tight. “That I want to come in.”

“Look at me.”

Blushing, Danielle did as he was told. He could feel the weight of the

biker’s gaze as it traveled across his tight little body. The more the

biker scrutinized him, trying to figure out what Danielle was doing

here, the more he realized what the big man was seeing.

A cross dressing sissy-boy done up like a slut and desperate to please.

Danielle knew what the doorman represented, he was more than just a bouncer, he was a threshold guardian. If he wanted to make it to his goal, he was going to have to get past this well-muscled sentry. The doorman was the first of the tests he was going to need to pass to achieve his desires. Fail here and his quest was over before it even

began.

The man chuckled. “Look at you, all wrapped up like a Christmas

present. Is that what you are, little girl? Are you a present?”

The guy stepped forward, towering over him in his heavy boots.

Danielle did his best not to retreat. The biker’s motion brought them

to within inches of each other and he smelled beer, Axe body spray,

and man. Sweating, animalistic man. His eyes were even with hard

plates of the guy’s pec muscles. The guy looked like he pushed an

easy 300lbs bench press, for reps.

On the left pec was a tattoo of a screaming Oni demon with the club

symbol in fiery characters spilling from the fanged mouth. On the

other was a roaring lion’s head. Both big tats served as anchors to the twin sleeves of ink that spilled over powerful shoulders and ran in a smooth jumble of images down heavily muscled arms.

If arms like that get a hold of you, Danielle thought, there’d be no

breaking free. Arms like that could push him down, or bend him over, rip his clothes aside and force him to take cock. Arms like that could hold him tight while the biker’s brothers took their own turns,

uncaring about his pleasure as they waited in line for their shot to

abuse his body...

Danielle shook himself out of the fantasy just in time to realize he was reaching out with his hand toward that powerful warrior body. He saw his slender fingers, long fake nails manicured and painted a brilliant, temptress shade of scarlet, standing out in contrast to the shelves of muscle on the guy’s torso.

“Uh, uh,” Danielle breathed. “it just sounds like you guys are having a lot of fun in there. I was hoping you wouldn’t mind if I partied with you guys tonight. Uh, my name is Danielle.”

God, your standing so close I can feel the heat of your crotch, he

thought. He squeezed his own thighs together in an attempt to keep

his penis tucked. It was stirring again, lengthening and growing harder as he stood before the dude. If he made it past this guy there would be time enough for that, for right now though, he had to sell his commitment to the illusion, to prove he was willing to be ‘Danielle’enough to convict the guy to let him in.

“Danielle, huh?” the guy said.

His words came out softly slurred and he wore a sneer on his

face. He took a long drink of his beer, emptying the bottle, then tossed it on the front lawn in the general direction of a garbage can. He put both hands on his hips and looked down at Danielle. They were inches apart.

“Yuh, yeh, yes,” Danielle got out.

He leaned in slowly, sniffing like a dog, breathing the smaller

man in. “You smell real nice, just like a real bitch.”

“Uh, thank you?” Danielle said. Was this going well? He

couldn’t tell if the biker was giving his compliment or preparing to

punch him in the face. “It’s Channel No 5.” When the biker just

looked at his blankly, clearly stoned, Danielle quickly added, “it’s a

classic. Paris Hilton wears it all the time.”

“Paris Hilton, hu?” the guy said. “I did five years in Chino for

aggravated assault and three counts of arson.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I was on the prison boxing team, learned how to knock

motherfuckers out.”

“That’s very exciting...”

“That’s how I got hooked up with the club,” he went on. “They

paid me to knock some fuckers right the fuck out.” He grinned, fondly recalling the memory. “Pow!” he suddenly shouted.

Danielle jumped in fear, making a soft, squeaking noise.

“Oh...?”

“Yeah,” the guy grinned. “They owed money, or showed

disrespect? I’d wait ‘til we were in the shower. All naked you know?

Then we’d pay the hack, that’s we call the correction officer fucks,

‘hacks’.”

“That’s very interesting,” Danielle managed. His growing

terror was obvious in his stammer.

“Sure, so I’d wait ‘til they were all naked and wet, lots of mist

from the hot showers, can you picture that?”

“Yes, yes.”

Actually, he could picture a shower room full of naked cons.

Had in fact imagined similar images while sucking anonymous cocks through glory holes at interstate rest stops.

“Is my story boring you?” the guy suddenly asked. There was

a dangerous undercurrent to the question.

“What? Oh, no, not at all,” Danielle said. “Please go on. You

were saying everyone was naked...”

“Yeah,” the guy grunted, satisfied. “Naked and wet. Soap in

their eyes. So I’d just walk up to them and bang knock them the fuck

out. Teach them a lesson, you know?”

“Sure,” Danielle nodded sincerely.

“You know why I’m telling you this story?”

“You’re being friendly?”

“No, not really.”

“Oh.”

“I’m telling you this story because of your perfume.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. You see, you know how the MC would pay me for

doing their work?”

“In cigarettes?” It seemed a reasonable guess.

“No, in bitches.”

“Bitches?”

“Yeah. I knock some asshole out and they’d send over some

punk bitch to suck me off. Those little prison whores? They’d

smuggle in makeup, and perfume. Even ‘Channel No. 5.’”

“It’s classical,” Dannielle said. He could literally feel his heart

pounding in his chest beneath the padded bra.

“That’s what they said. You know what I told those little sissy

faggots?”

“No.”

“I told them I wasn’t fucking gay.”

Fear thrummed through Danielle’s tensed body. Had he made a

mistake, had the internet been wrong? He felt a manic, terrified laugh bubbling up from within him at the sudden realization of what he was asking: had he just seriously wondered if the internet was wrong? He felt cold adrenaline leak into his stomach. Oh god, he thought, I’ve made a horrible mistake.

“Listen, I, uh,” he began.

The biker went on talking like he hadn’t heard. “I told them

little bitches I wasn’t gay so if they wanted some of this big cock,” he reached down with a hand and squeezed his bulge through his jeans.

The big, square knuckles of one fist read LOVE in green prison-house ink. “They’d better make me believe they were really slutty little bitches, that’s what I told them.”

“Oh. Did they?”

“Make me believe it?”

“Yes.”

“That smart ones, the ones who didn’t get fucking stomped,

did. They made me believe it real hard.” He looked down at Danielle, hand still working the fat bulge in the front of his pants. “You know

why I told you that story?”

“Nuh, nu, no.”

Without looking, the guy reached behind him and pulled the

door closed. “Because, you’d better either make me believe you’re a

hot little horny bitch right now, or you’d better run like hell.” He

looked Danielle in the eyes, leaning in close. “Which is it going to be. Time for you to decide.”

Heart in his throat, Danielle froze. Part of him wanted to run,

run fast and run far. This was just the door, just the first step, and

already he was terrified. But he also felt alive. He no longer thought

about keeping his secret from all his clients in the congregation, or

another hum-drum day of adding up rows of numbers in multiple

columns on yet another spreadsheet.

Sure, this barbarian of a brute was threatening to pound him

into a one way trip to the ER, but he was also saying that if Danny

Markham could really pull it off, could really be Danielle then he

would not only accept him, but let him into a building filled with

rough, hard men who would accept him as well.

There was no place Danielle wanted to be more than in that

MC clubhouse.

Danielle stepped forward, slowly, and pressed his feminine

body into the hard wall of the biker’s torso. His breath played in hot,

moist little breezes across the thug’s chest. His tiny hands came up

and pressed gently against the fever warm skin of the shirtless torso as he pushed himself into the hard bulge, felt it push back.

“Baby,” Danielle whispered. “You know why I’m here, why I

came. I can make you believe. I want to make you believe.”

Heart thudding in chest, breathing coming in pants, Danielle

gambled everything. Closing his eyes behind the heavy false lashes,

he turned his lipsticked mouth upwards, lips parted, and presented

himself to biker.

There was a long, breathless moment where he feared rejection

and the resulting ass beating to follow, and then the stoned, hard

muscled convict overwhelmed him in a single motion. Arms capable

of snapping his spine or choking him unconscious encircled in him in bands of steel. He was crushed bodily up against the other man and thin, rough lips fenced in by wiry facial hair crushed into his.

A thick, masculine tongue forced its way into his mouth and

moved around in a sloppy kissy, probing every inch of space. Danielle was stunned by the naked hunger in the kiss, excited by it, he felt wanted, deeply desired and he kissed back.

A hand big enough to palm a basketball grabbed his tight ass

and pushed his hips against the biker, grinding him against the

massive erection contained inside. Those jeans He moaned into the

guy’s mouth, felt his man-clit grow hard again, and he almost

swooned, clinging to the biker.

His little hand found the outline of the hard cock and rubbed it

urgently, imploringly. He’d come a long way for the feel of a cock like this, desperate, he wanted more of it, wanted to taste it in his mouth, feel it in his ass, get the pounding he knew this guy could deliver.

A car driving by on the street behind them honked as it

zoomed past. Danielle broke the kiss, panting for breath. The big guy

was breathing hard too, that glazed look in his eye growing brighter

with intensity.

Following his instincts, Danielle leaned forward and began

sucking on the nipples of his bare chest, hand rubbing the hard-on

pushing through the biker’s jeans.

“Fuck,” the biker grunted. He seemed sincere, if unarticulated.

“Please, baby,” Danielle whispered. His tongue tracing the

outline of the guy’s nipple in little circles of spit. “I want to party with

your MC, I can make you believe,” he started kissing his way down

the hard planes of the man’s chest and stomach. “Let me try.”

Behind them the door swung open. The CD that emerged was

beautiful, bikini top, pierced navel, tight leather pants. He/she was

beautiful, but to Danielle’s trained eye he was obviously a He. A

gorgeous, flawless, he in perfect makeup and ultra-chic hair and

jewelry.

The sissy looked at the breathless, panting Danielle and smirked, but

there was a recognition to it, almost welcoming. “Hello, honey,” the

biker bitch said. “I’m, Eva.”

“Danielle,” Danielle replied, feeling shy.

The biker took the beer out of Eva’s hand. “This little bitch is trying to earn his way past the door, I’m busy.”

“Just making sure you hadn’t run out of beer,” Eva assured him.

Turning to Danielle the biker sissy went on. “Don’t mind Dog,” he

said. “His bite is as worse as his bark, but he can be reasoned with.”

Dog grunted and took a long pull off the beer. “Blow,” he told the

dark haired sissy.

“You say that to all the girls, Dog,” Eva teased. Dog looked at him,

expression flat. The sissy nervously cleared his throat and then backed

into the noisy house. “Good luck,” he whispered to Danielle.

“Thank you,” Danielle whispered back.

As the front door shut, Danielle turned back to Dog. The biker drank

his beer, eyeing the sissy suspiciously. Luckily, his cock was still rock

hard. Danielle decided to strike while momentum was with him.

“Do you know what goes good with a nice, cold, beer?”

“You sucking my dick.”

“A blowjob,” Danielle agreed.

Dog stared at him. He put out a hand and placed it on

Danielle’s shoulder. “Get on it,” he said.

Danielle reached out and took hold of the lump in his pants,

then squeezed. It felt good. The biker pressed his head back against

the door as Danielle crowded in close, pressing his body and the soft

lumps of his padded bra up against him. His small hand rubbed up and

down against the length of the biker’s hard-on through his pants.

Slowly, Danielle sank to his knees on the porch floor, ending

up with his face even with Dog’s crotch. The biker started chugging

beer as the sissy’s hands quickly opened his pants and pulled them,

along with his boxer shorts, down past muscular thighs.

His dick jumped out and he sighed with relief at the feel of it

being unrestrained. Danielle wasn’t coy, or teasing, he just went right

to work. His hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up

and down a couple of times before he put it in his mouth.

“Goddamn!” Dog hissed as Danielle’s hot mouth wrapped

around the smooth helmet of his glans.

The sissy’s tongue moved as he sucked gently on the head,

continuing to stroke his hand up and down along the rigid shaft. After

a moment, when he built up sufficient spit in his mouth, he began

bobbing his head in time to his hand strokes.

Dog looked down at him in what appeared to be amazement.

This was a fucking gold medal level of cocksucking.

“Gee, you little punk bitch,” he said. “You’re really good at

that.”

Danielle’s tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip

flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned

and Danielle felt his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the

technique.

His balls drew up tight against his belly and Danielle knew he

was feeling the stirrings of an intense tingling Grade A orgasm

beginning to build. On his knees, Danielle sped up, taking more of the

prick into his mouth as he bobbed, making a slurping sound as he

sucked overflowing saliva back into his mouth.

That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. Dog grunted,

then began bucking his hips forward into Danielle’s mouth, smearing

lipstick the length of his erection. The crossdresser didn’t slow down,

even as he started to gag as the biker went deeper into his throat.

Under his hands Danielle felt Dog’s knees lock up. “Argh!” he

grated out.

A distant, disassociated, part of Danielle’s mind though,

‘argh’? What the fuck, he’s a pirate, now? He realized he wasn’t afraid

anymore, it was too hard to fear when you were so obviously in

control. But most of his mind remained overtaken with the shooting

intensity of Dog’s orgasm.

Lava hot, semen rolled up the urethra and spurted into his

mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Danielle pulled

his head back and lifted his chin. Dog watched in lustful, stoned

amazement as he continued cumming, while Danielle began jerking

his load across the top of his push up bra.

“It’s a fucking porno up in here,” he snorted out as he came.

“Cum on my tits,” Danielle urged, stroking him in slow, loose

motions, “Cum on this sissy bitch’s titties.”

“Ahhh!” Dog shouted.

The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy

curly cues across Danielle’s boy tits. They immediately began to dry

in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.

Dog regarded him with something close to ecstasy as he took

the scene in: Danielle on his knees in front of him, his dick out, in the

sissy’s hand and glistening with spit. His cum drying on the CD

punk’s chest.

Smoothly, Danielle rose. Carefully, the sissy put the softening

prick away and buttoned up the biker’s pants. “Did I make you

believe?”

Dog didn’t answer, instead, reaching behind him, he opened

the door. Heart in throat, stomach in knots, cum drying on his skin,

Danielle stepped over the threshold and into the MC clubhouse.

No one noticed.

Danielle felt overwhelmed as Dog closed the door behind

them. Lying on the floor of the living room, Eva, pants hanging off

one angle, sprawled out before a line of biker men. It was obvious

they were lined up to take turns fucking the sissy.

Inside the music was even louder, the clouds of pot smoke so

thick Danielle immediately felt dizzy. Unconsciously, he took a small

step backward, and instantly came up against the hard wall of Dog’s

body. The big man leaned down and chuckled evilly in his ear, breath

hot and reeking of beer.

“You better take a look at what you’re in for while you can still

reach the door to run away,” he told the sissy.

Nervous all over again, hard earned confidence dissipated,

Danielle watched the accomplished gang-bitch being put through his

paces. Burly bikers lined up like men waiting at a checkout counter.

He heard Eva tell the first man to “hurry, please, Boss, hurry,” and

saw a good, but rough, looking customer standing over Eva.

Boss smirked down at the dark haired sissy and tossed his

empty beer bottle to the ground. He began unbuckling his pants with a

rather well practiced efficiency, Danielle noted.

“Being quick isn’t going to be a problem, Eva,” he assured him in a

surprisingly warm tone.

Behind him the rest of his crew fell into place in an orderly, single

file column. They almost looked the epitome of military discipline as

they waited in line for the gangbang to start.

Watching the group of bikers freeing their cocks, Eva eagerly began

rubbing between his own legs. As Danielle and Dog watched, he

quickly slid one, then two fingers into his boy-pussy while jerking his

little cock.

Danielle felt an intense ache building between his own legs as he

stood only a few feet away. The good sissy Eva looked quite eager for

the gang of bikers sex train to pull into his station.

The Boss pulled a long, fat, cock free and pumped the shaft a few

times, pulling and pushing the cap of his foreskin back and forth over

the swelling head. He sucked air in through clenched teeth, making a

hissing sound of appreciation as he watched Eva finger-bang his own

ass while jacking his cock.

Eva pulled his fingers clear, grinning wickedly. Looking up at the

engine of his oncoming train, he slowly slid his damp fingers into his

mouth and sucked them clean. His knees rose and his legs spread as

he presented the target of his asshole to the tough looking thug.

Boss dropped to his knees, seemingly having no interest in

removing the rest of his clothes, and leaned forward, arms posting up

to either side of the sissy’s body. Eva reached down between their

bodies and guided the head of Boss’s cock to his opening.

Pushing himself part way into Eva, Boss groaned out loud with

pleasure.

Eva smiled up at him, “do continue, boss.”

Boss pushed his hips forward and impaled the CD sissy with his

erection. Eva gasped and clutched his back as he began long stroking

the faggot in a quick, rhythmic manner. Danielle stood close enough

to hear the little wet slaps of their copulation, the grunts of Boss, and

Eva’s answering gasps of pleasure.

As Danielle watched, feeling his own level of arousal growing, the

rest of the crew finished pulling their cocks free. Seven erections of

various shapes and sizes poked out and the bikers immediately began

masturbating as they calmly waited to take their turn.

“Oh,” Danielle said with a hard little sigh under his breath. “I would

so just love to clean up after this little party.”

“You could be doing something to help your cause, punk,” Dog said.

Danielle looked over and saw he was hard again, that long, curved

cock poking out from between his legs. Dog looked at him with big,

stoned eyes.

“Absolutely,” Danielle told him.

Turning back to watch the show, the sissy reached over and took up

Dog’s hard prick in an overhand grip. The hard, ropey flesh of the

biker’s penis jumped and quivered like a tuning fork in Danielle’s

grip.

Dog practically purred deep in his chest as Danielle began pumping

his hard-on, his hand move in a loose, quick rhythm, up and down, up

and down. But before he knew it, he found himself falling in time to

the rising and falling of the Boss’s buttocks as he worked Eva ass.

For his part, Eva began cursing loudly in the foulest language

Danielle recalled ever hearing, as the CD neared his own orgasm.

At last, driven to his limit, Boss abruptly stopped mid-buck, and

jerked himself out of the CD. His hand flew to his crotch where he

took the wet shaft in hand. Eyes rolled back in his head, face tilted

toward the sky, he quickly jerked himself empty onto Eva’s stiff cock.

“Next!”

Instantly the next card man in line sprang forward, cock ready, as

Boss stumbled to his feet, trying to buckle his pants. Danielle

watched, beating Dog off with a smooth, automatic motion. As the

next biker knelt, Eva reached down with a finger and scooped up

some of the cum dripping off his shaft.

Sticking it between his lips, he eagerly sucked the finger clean with

the same obvious relish he’d shown only minutes ago.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Dog breathed in stuttering gasps as he watched his.

Danielle felt the biker’s cock quiver hard in his hand and he pumped

four or five spurts of pearl gray cum out onto the floor. Beside him,

Dog’ entire body shuddered. The sissy gave the erection a few extra

strokes to be polite, and then turned back to the show.

The second man pulled out and dumped his load on the outside of

Eva’s stomach, repeating the precedent established by the club

President.

As he stood he shouted out “Next!”

Eva quickly echoed him, “Next! Next! Next!”

In rather short order, Eva fucked his way down the line to the

lean Hispanic biker pulling the caboose. Finally, as the eighth and last

biker deposited his sticky load on the slutty CD’s now dripping cock

and inner thighs, Eva appeared somewhat satiated.

“Hey, Boss,” Dog called.

Everyone turned to look at him. They looked at Danielle like

starving men eyeing a meal. He blushed.

“What do you have there?” Boss asked.

“I got a little cocksucking sissy who says she wants to hang in

our clubhouse.”

Boss grinned. His teeth were glistening, blunt white squares in

his mouth behind a full beard. He acted as if he hadn’t already just

dumped a load in one sissy’s ass. He looked ready to fuck again.

That’s what I came here for, Danielle told himself.

“Is that true?” Boss asked. “Are you a little cocksucking

sissy?” The rough men behind him laughed. The big man grew closer,

towering over Danielle. “You should probably say ‘yes,’ mostly

because, now that you’re inside, you don’t really have a choice.”

Danielle tried to smile, felt his legs shaking with fear. The

massive, hard muscled wall that was Dog stood between him and the

door. He’d tried so hard to get inside, he wasn’t going to risk losing

his chance now.

“Yuh, yuh, yes,” he stammered.

“Yes what?” Boss asked.

“Yes, I’m a little cocksucking sissy.”

“Prove it,” Boss grinned.

Obediently, Danielle began sinking to his knees in front of the

biker. To his surprise the other man reached out and grabbed him,

hard, by the arm.

“Not so fast,” Boss told him. “I didn’t say suck my dick. I’m

not sure I want to give it to you yet. First you have to prove you’re

good enough for this cock, bitch.”

“What do you want me to do?” Danielle asked, feelings of

doubt and uncertainty moving through her. “Whose dick do you want

me to suck?”

Boss turned toward where Eva lay on the floor in a puddle of

his men’s cum. The sissy’s cock, slimy with their loads, was still hard

as nails where it poked out from between soft thighs adorned with

lacey black garters.

“Eva’s done a pretty good job keeping the boys happy,” Boss

told Danielle. “Clean her up.”

Danielle looked at the beautiful crossdresser. The sissy grinned

up at him wickedly. “Come on baby,” Eva said. “Come give the boys

a show.”

Danielle began moving forward as if controlled by another

mind. His eyes locked on Eva’s hard-on where it thrust up from his

smooth shaved crotch. He wanted to worship that dick in front of

these men, showing them what a cock-whore he was, prove he could

handle being a club bitch.

Once again, Boss stopped him with a heavy hand on his arm.

“No,” he said in a quiet, authoritative voice.

Danielle looked at him in confusion.

“You don’t walk, you crawl. Go on, crawl for that dick.”

Willingly, Danielle got down on all fours and began crawling

toward Eva. The other CD reached down and pushed his erection

toward the crawling sissy. Eight loads of cum dripped off the hard

shaft.

“Come lick me clean, sissy,” Eva told him. “Come on baby, I

want to feel your mouth.”

Obediently, Danielle crawled faster. Reaching the other CD as

the bikers cheered, he stuck his tongue out and licked Eva from balls

to tip. Working like a cat, he cleaned warm cum off the penis until his

face was sticky with it.

Eva moaned as he serviced him, fingers running through

Danielle’s hair. Taking one smooth shaved, cum-sticky ball in his

mouth, Danielle began gently sucking on it.

“That’s it, baby,” Eva told him. “Put me in your mouth, put all

of me in your mouth.” The sissy was almost whimpering with

pleasure.

Eager to please, eager to taste cock, even if it wasn’t Alpha

Male cock, and eager to clean up more of the cum, Danielle opened

his mouth and pushed his face into Eva’s hairless crotch.

The sissy groaned in pleasure as Danielle’s head bobbed,

sucking hard on the prick. He made sloppy slurping noises and little

gagging sounds, the way he always did at the glory holes, knowing

the sound of a dick being sucked off was almost exciting as the feel.

“Goddamn,” Eva whispered. “Goddamn, honey, you suck so

well!”

“Bitch really does,” Dog agree.

“It’s not bad,” Boss allowed. “I want to see more.” He turned

to the largest, hairiest, biker in the room. The guy stood watching,

dick as big around as a soda can in one great big fist. “Bear,” Boss

said, “put the new sissy up against the wall.”

Bear moved immediately and Danielle felt himself picked up

bodily and placed on his fuck-me-pumps. A second later a big hand

pushed him into the wall face first.

“Eva,” Boss continued. “Fuck that sissy for me.”

“Yes, Boss,” Eva said.

Face still pinned against the wall by Bear’s huge hand,

Danielle couldn’t see the other sissy, but felt it when the CD stepped

up close behind him. Despite the discomfort of being pinned, he

moaned in pleasure as Eva ran his hands across his ass. Slim fingers

pushed up the school girl dressed and the clubhouse echoed with the

whistles and cat-calls of the drunken bikers. Bear released his hold

and stepped back.

Eva, trembling with desire, quickly pulled Danielle’s panties

down. In his haste the sissy accidently ripped the flimsy garment.

“Baby, I’m sorry,” Eva said.

“Shut up and fuck me in the ass,” Danielle told him.

Eva chuckled in his ear. “That’s the spirit. Get ready to cum, baby.”

Then Danielle felt the soft knot of Eva’s penis tip pressing against the

rosebud of his anus. The pressure intensified. He mentally willed

himself to relax, to take the cock in.

“Oh,” he murmured.

He own hand went to his boy-clit and began working it hard, rocking

the hell out of his little hard on. In his ass, his sphincter relaxed just

enough and the tip of Eva’s dick slowly slid in. He stopped, letting

Danielle adapt to his girth. He was panting and Danielle could tell he

was fighting the urge to just slam the thing all the way home. Slowly,

carefully, he eased himself back, impaling his own ass along the

length of the sissy’s erect penis

Eva breathed in, gasping a little as he pushed deeper. The

feeling of being filled overwhelmed Danielle with satisfaction. He had

no idea how he’d ever take a cock like Bear’s. The soft inner lining of

his rectum grasped the cock, squeezing it, milking it in a gentle

massage.

Eva’s breath was hot in his ear. “Goddamn, baby, you feel so

good.”

He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the other

sissy. Eva smelled like Obsession and champagne.

The first dick of the night is in your ass, he thought, feeling a

warm impression of gratification radiate throughout his body. Finally.

With one hand, he kept working his cock, stopping to wet a

finger with his tongue, before sliding it slowly around his own head

for lubrication. With the other arm, he lifted his hand and reached

back to encircle Eva’s head, fingers running through the soft tangles

of his hair.

Dick firmly in his ass, balls nestled up against his cock, Eva

slid his hands around in front of Danielle and cupped his man-breasts.

He squeezed gently and the already hard nipples stretched out into

bullet tip points. Danielle made a fist out of the hand holding Eva’s

hair.

“Do it,” he whispered. “Do it, fuck me hard. Fuck my ass

hard.”

“Jesus,” Eva panted, “I think I love you.”

His hands grasped Danielle’s hips, squeezing firmly as he took

control of his narrow waist. The bottom sissy leaned forward and

rested his head on the arm pressed against the wall, still stroking his

cock as he did. Eva slid his own cock half out of his ass, then pushed

it in again.

They moaned in a single, synchronized breath, and Danielle

pumped his little cock. Behind him, Eva pulled out faster this time,

and a little farther, then pushed it home with more force.

Danielle grunted in response, sliding his fist up and down his

cock at a faster pace. Eva pulled his hard-on out to the edge of his

cockhead and then slammed it home, fast. Danielle cried out, the

pleasure tinged with just a touch of pain, just enough to excite he. The

bikers roared with approval.

“Do it,” Danielle repeated. “Fuck my ass hard!”

Eva began see-sawing his cock in and out of him, pulling out,

then slamming it home in quick, rough motions. Danielle felt like he’d

been set on fire, and he continued pushing his ass back to meet the

dick on every thrust. The palm of his hand rubbed rough across the tip

of his boy-clit as he jerked off.

Eva kept ass fucking him, picking up speed on each stroke

until he was smooth up in him, balls slapping the back of his legs.

Pleasure radiating through Danielle’s body, and his knees buckled a

little. In three more strokes, it was only Eva’s grip on his hips that

kept him from falling over.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh,” Eva grated out.

The bikers cheered like fans at a football game.

Eva’s dick was fully up inside Danielle, up deep, each stroke

blasting currents of delight along the other sissy’s spine. The club

bitch’s jaw hung slack as he panted, eyes rolled up back in his head

each time he slammed it home.

It was going to happen, Danielle realized; he was finally going

to cum tonight, and he could tell it was going to be hard. He hand flew

up and down his cock, pre-cum actually splashing his fist as he

pumped, fat drops dribbling down where his torn panties hung

bunched around his ankles.

He could feel the building, burning pressure, bottlenecking up

inside Eva’s cock. The fleshy weight of the top sissy’s balls beat out a

staccato rhythm as he harpooned Danielle’s ass. Finally, he felt

himself plunge over the edge as his orgasm took him.

He screamed out loud.

He didn’t give a fuck who heard him, he just shouted with the

intensity of the orgasm rocking he body. Hot liquid gushed out of his

cock and sprayed on the wall, like water from a faucet. His legs

buckled and he pushed against the wall to keep from falling.

Behind him Eva started cursing, voice raw, almost angry in the

fervor of his own orgasm, and he felt the sissy’s cum squirt out in

blistering jets to splash up inside his ass. Eva pumped into him three

more times before sagging forward, weak.

“Oh my god,” Eva whispered into the long, loose curls of

Danielle’s blonde wig.

Danielle couldn’t find the words to answer, and instead leaned

back against him. He made a soft sound of protest as Eva softened and

slipped out of his ass. He felt a sense of emptiness as the cock slid

clear and then the odd, dripping sensation as sperm began leaking out.

“That was...amazing,” Danielle breathed. “I’ve never cum so

hard before. It made my whole body tingle.”

“Yeah,” Eva agreed in a warm tenor “I’ve never seen anything

like that, except on the internet. And I’ve been getting fucked in this

clubhouse for months!”

Suddenly the sissy squawked in surprise as he was shoved out of the

way. Rough hands latched onto Danielle and pushed him to his knees

on the floor in the puddle of his own cum.

Terrified, Danielle looked up, the color draining from his face in a

rush. Boss stood in front of him, hands on hips, the fly of his jeans

still undone.

“Congratulations,” the club President said. “You’ve made it into the

club...for tonight anyway. I hope you’re ready for a lot of hard cock,

cause the night is just starting for you.”

Happy tears welled up in Danielle’s eyes and spilled down his cheeks.

He was accepted, he’d made it.

And the best part? The best part was Boss had said the night was just

beginning!

End.
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