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Story Summaries and Excerpts





Feminized by a Futa: Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Secret Crush
“I’m being beaten, feminized, humiliated, and anally ravished by my secret, nubile futa crush! I’m trying to resist‌—‌it’s so unbearably shameful‌—‌but my body craves her mean treatment! I don’t think I can hold back anymore‌—‌it feels like she’s going to make me explode with cum!…”
Hayley Parker arrives in Japan to teach English and immediately clashes with the gorgeous Ayame Yamamoto. She disrespects his authority and when Hayley tries to discipline her she humiliates him in front of everyone.
Hayley decides to confront Ayame once and for all but when he goes to the voluptuous girl’s house he doesn’t realize until too late that she’s led him into a trap.
When he won't give in to her dark desires she’s more than willing to beat him into submission in order to control his curvaceous, feminine body and embarrassingly large, sissy bottom.
Will Hayley be able to turn the tables on the disobedient Ayame or will she strip him, humiliate him, and intensely butt fuck him with her throbbing, thick futa cock? Will Hayley actually be shamefully defeated by a girl and used by her in every way possible?
Ayame is intent on taking him, pounding his fat, sissy ass; filling him with her hot, sticky cum; and making him her submissive little sex-pet girlfriend.
A 9,500 word, dirty, intense, passionate futa-on-male story featuring feminization, BDSM, domination, submission, spanking, enemas, bondage, anal and much, much more.


…I collapse onto the shower floor, my cock, thighs, stomach, and nipples pressing into the warm, wet rock. She lays on me and her body presses into mine. It feels incredible‌—‌having the weight of this warm, wet, nubile, curvaceous girl pressing against me. She wraps her arms around me and pulls us as close as we can be. She moans in pleasure next to my ear, nibbles at my earlobe, kisses my neck, then turns my face and kisses my lips again and again and again.
I open myself to her. Kiss her back. My body responds to her rough fucking without me thinking. I arch my back beneath her, popping my bottom up and opening my wet, shaved hole to her completely. She rolls her hips and pistons in and out of me. Her thighs and stomach slap against my enormous, fat butt, filling the serene yard with the wet, lewd noises of our copulation.
“I’m going to breed your asshole. I’m going to impregnate you there with my hot, sticky, futa cum!” she gasps passionately into my ear. “Fucking admit you love it!” She drives her cock all the way into me and bottoms out against my stretched hole. Her cock reaches places that I’ve never even felt inside myself before. She goes so deep inside of me…



Cuckolded by a Futa: Interracial Humiliation, Sissification, and BDSM
A dominant futanari. A potent, black alpha-male. A gorgeous, fertile woman and a voluptuous sissy trapped between them. What shameful passions will arise?
Hayley gets defeated, feminized, and ravished by the beautiful, nubile futanari, Ayame. But she isn’t done with him there. She threatens to release all the pictures she took—her enormous cock pounding Hayley’s fat, pale bottom—if Hayley’s girlfriend, Vivian, doesn’t submit to her, too! What dirty things will she do to them in her secluded, woodland home?
Ayame’s muscled, alpha-male bull, Xavier, wants to use Hayley and Vivian’s pale, curvaceous bodies, too. Ayame plans on dressing Hayley and Vivian in scandalous lingerie and cute little outfits and bringing them to Xavier’s opulent penthouse.
Will Vivian resist or will she give in to Ayame, just like Hayley did? Will Ayame and Xavier actually cum deep in Vivian’s wet, aroused pussy, impregnating her? Will Hayley actually be shamefully feminized and cuckolded? Xavier couldn’t actually want to fuck Hayley’s bottom as well, could he? Will Hayley actually submit and let himself be passionately ravished by another man?
A brief, intense, filthy 6,500 word short story featuring futa-on-female, futa-on-male, feminization, BDSM, domination, submission, interracial cuckolding, enemas, fisting, anal, bondage and much more.


…Vivian is trembling in his arms. I can see up her tiny skirt. Her panties are soaking wet. His hands rove over her body, exploring and probing and massaging her. My cock gets throbbingly erect in my own little pink panties as I watch this powerful man claim my girlfriend in front of me.
Ayame reaches between Vivian’s legs and rubs her as Xavier, his hands on her hips, grinds her against the large bulge in his pants. Vivian gasps and trembles in pleasure.
I feel deeply ashamed but so aroused at the same time. I want to touch my throbbing length but I'm too embarrassed to. Xavier seems to sense it. "On your knees, pull up that little skirt, and tug those panties to the side. I want to see your shameful, aroused little cock." I do it. "Now clasp your arms behind your back. All you get to do is watch while I take your sexy little girlfriend here and pound her like she needs."
Shame and anger flood through me but I obey him. I don't know why, but being defeated and humiliated by this man intensely turns me on. It all happens so quickly. He reaches down and tugs her sopping wet panties to the side.
"Tell me what you want, baby."
She's too turned on, too overwhelmed by his power. There's that primordial something about him that strips away the conventions imposed by modern society. "Take me, please take me," moans my girlfriend…



Transformed by a Futa: Defeated, Sissified, and Taken
“I’m trying to resist my mean futanari bully—but why do I secretly yearn for her cruel, rough treatment? It’s so shameful!” 
Hayley has already been shamefully defeated, feminized, and butt fucked by Ayame, his gorgeous futanari rival. Then she cuckolded him when she and her hulking, black paramour, Xavier, took Hayley and his girlfriend and double penetrated them one after the other. Hayley’s girlfriend, to his humiliation, broke up with him and gave herself over to the potent Xavier to be his sexual pet and slave.
Now Hayley’s determined to get his revenge. He enters into a passionate fight with Ayame in the university gym, wrestling in an intense contest where everyone will be able to see the disgraceful defeat of the loser.
Will Hayley get the upper hand and fuck the nubile, voluptuous futanari in all her holes? Could Ayame be gangbanged and bukkaked right there in the filthy gym showers until she’s overflowing with cum? Even if he does win, will he able to resist his deep, secret yearning for having his gorgeous, pale ass pounded hard by Ayame’s enormous, throbbing futa cock?
Even more embarrassing, Ayame ravishing him and filling him with cum seems to have started feminizing Hayley’s already curvaceous, womanly body. Just how feminine will Hayley become? Could he be transformed entirely? Could he submit and be impregnated by his nubile futa lover? How shameful!
An 8,000 word story featuring sissification, feminization, intense male-on-futa and futa-on-male passion, spanking, bukkake, gangbangs, anal, fisting, transformation, impregnation, and more!


…I lift up a trembling hand and knock on Ayame’s door. Nothing happens. Five minutes pass.
This is so stupid. What the hell am I doing here?
And then she opens the door. She’s gorgeous in the early afternoon sun. Her hair is messy and undone. She’s wearing a loose white t-shirt and boy-short panties. She looks at me and only says, “Why?”
“I…I don’t know.” And it’s the truth. I don’t know why I’m doing this beyond that fact that I’m simply in love with Ayame. “I think I’ve been in love with you since the first day I saw you in class. I think…I think I’ve always wanted to be submissive to someone, but I never admitted it, and that made me resist you even more. I…I want you to own me, possess me, fuck—”
And she cuts me off, tugging me forward by my wrist and pulling me into a passionate kiss.
“Shut the fuck up and take that cute little dress off.”
I drop the backpack inside her door, I lift the dress from the hem and tug it over my head. She grabs it, throws it outside, and closes the door. "You're not going to fucking need any more clothes than that cute, slutty little lingerie. You fucking know that you're staying here for the next two weeks, right?"
“Yes,” I say passionately. “That’s exactly what I fucking want.” She presses me back against the door and kisses me passionately, her hands groping my naked body and spanking my exposed bottom. It’s gotten really big and fat from being fed her futanari cum.
“Is this ass hungry? Does it want to swallow some long, thick, anaconda cock?”
“Yes.”
“You want me to feed this fat little booty more futanari cum?”
I’m blushing and I feel feverish with passion. “Oh, fuck yes Ayame!”
She bites and sucks my neck then returns to my lips. My legs are trembling so hard I can barely stand.
“I’m going to butt fuck you until you have a pussy. I’m going to turn you into a girl by fucking your submissive ass and filling you with my thick, futa cum. Do you understand that, slut? You’re going to be completely emasculated by me. Then I’m going to fucking claim that new pussy and impregnate you. I’m going to fill your virgin womb with my futanari seed and make you mine!”
She growls it in her sultry, sexy voice right up against my ear. The words tumble out of her in a passionate stream. She tears off her own clothes and is standing naked before me in moments, dominantly displaying her body without shame. Her big cock is throbbing because of me and she tugs my panties aside, letting my submissive dick pop out. She pushes my cock around with her bigger, dominant one, slapping and kneading my cock and balls with her heavy length.
She lifts me into her arms and I moan in excitement and wrap my arms around her neck—her little princess to be carried away and ravished. “I beat you all along—how shameful for you. Your submissive bottom had lost to me from the first time I fucked you. You just can’t resist the cravings for my cock, can you?”
“No, no I can’t. I fucking love it!” I nearly sob in ecstasy.
“Does this fat, pale, slutty ass crave my cock and cum? Is your asshole addicted to my cum?”
“Yes. My naughty, slut ass wants your cum inside of it so badly!”
“What a naughty, fat little bottom.”
She carries me through her house and out into her backyard. I don’t care who sees us now. It could be the whole world for how concerned I am with it. It feels like it’s been so long since Ayame has filled that want inside of me. I just want to be completed by her—by her cock in my bottom…
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Feminized by a Futa
Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Secret Crush



 Chapter One: Humiliation 


I just graduated from college and now I teach English in Japan. It’s gorgeous and strange here. It almost feels mystical, as if I haven’t just traveled to a new place but traveled through some portal into a whole new world. Little did I know when I arrived that entering this new world would lead to my defeat, feminization, degradation, and total ravishment at the hands of one of my own nubile students.
I teach eighteen-year-olds in their first year of university in Tokyo. Even though I'm only five years older than them most of them treat me like an adult, with respect and awe, and I try to carry myself carefully to maintain that perception. I wear clean-cut suits, use a nice briefcase, and hold my posture carefully. I'm dedicated to doing well at my job and the more they respected me the better I can teach them.
And all of them do respect me, except one‌—‌Ayame Yamamoto. She’s the most brash, bold, popular, and sexually gorgeous girl in school. She’s subtly and not so subtly mocked me from the very first day of class. She seems set on turning the class against me and she’s slowly turned our regular lessons into a struggle for control over the other students.
She has the advantage of speaking both Japanese and excellent English‌—‌the class was a prerequisite that she didn’t really need. I had hoped she would be kicked out because of bad test scores but she did perfectly on them, even one time when I tried to cheat and give her a more difficult sheet than the rest.
Her body’s full and voluptuous. She has large, ample breasts that strain at her blazer, a slim waist and stomach, and a huge, ample jiggly bottom that her pulled up skirt just barely manages to cover. Her thighs are thick and full and gorgeously spill over the tops of her thigh-high white stockings. Her features are delicate and precise and her lips are plump and lovely. She has enormous, piercing brown eyes. Her skin is a perfect mixture of gold and milky white.
I want badly to strip her clothes off right here in the classroom and worship her entire, perfect body with my tongue.
To my shame, very early on, I started masturbating to her when I showered. I can’t resist how attractive she is and the more she defies me the more alluring she becomes.
Not only is she one of my students but I also have a girlfriend back home in America, Vivian. She's gorgeous, blonde, and full figured. I'm in love with Vivian but Ayame's disdain and defiance give her some strange hold over me.
She likes to ask me words that lead to strange, uncomfortable questions. She'll ask things like, "How do you say ‘g-spot’ in English?” and then, “Do you know how to pleasure a woman, Professor Parker?”
I should just laugh it off‌—‌tell her that her questions are above my pay grade or something like that, but she always seems to hit a little too accurately and a little too close to home, and I usually blush and get tripped up.
Part of the problem is that I've never been particularly manly. Vivian's only the second girl I've ever been with, and I worry whether I satisfy her or not. I'm the same height as Vivian and Ayame. My body's slim in all the right places for a woman, not a man. I have a small waist, slim shoulders, and small hands, feet, and ankles. The only big part of me is an embarrassingly plump bottom and set of thighs. I always get made fun of in locker rooms‌—‌even now‌—‌for how girly I look. I've seen my bottom from behind and it looks like a woman's‌—‌it jiggles and shakes almost sexily when I move. It's so embarrassing.
I try to work out and hone my figure, but the exercises I do always seem to only slim me down and plump up my bottom and thighs even more. I've even been harassed and groped by men on subways and busses before‌—‌a few times in front of Vivian, even‌—‌and I'm always too humiliated and ashamed to try to stop them. I just dash off at the next stop.
Ayame seems to hone in on all my physical insecurities even though I obviously never speak of them to the class. I try to hide my petite, curvaceous, girly body behind sharp suits and good posture.
“Mr. Parker, isn’t Hayley technically more of a girl’s name?” she asks innocently.
I should simply say, Not in this case, with a cock of my eyebrow. But as usual‌—‌her curvaceous body, her confident smirk‌—‌she leaves me flustered. “Uh, I think it can be a man or woman’s name.”
Cock of her eyebrow. “You think? So it could just be a woman's name? Did you parents name you after a woman‌—‌did they intend for you to be a woman?" Titters of laughter from the class.
“No…I…it’s a man’s name and a woman’s name.”
Other times she prods me more generally. “What gives you the right to teach us English? You don’t even speak Japanese.”
Whenever I think I've figured out her method of attack and come up with a defense, she flows around it like water, using some new method to humiliate me in front of the class. By the third month into my job, the initially cooperative class has become distracted and unruly. I finally go to the principle and asked him to step in or remove Ayame, but he responds with annoyance.
“I have bigger problems than this, Hayley. Do you know how far this school is behind in funding? I can’t be dealing with single student problems‌—‌and this Ayame Yamamoto is an A-plus student. I don’t know what you expect me to do here!”
I've been afraid to face Ayame alone since the beginning of the semester. When she had first started causing trouble I'd tried to meet the problem head-on, figuring she was just some clever but troubled student. But when I asked her to stay after class she had verbally trounced me and danced around all my attempts to get her to explain why she was being disruptive.
But finally, I realize that I have to try to face her again. I think out my arguments carefully this time, and I decide to catch her in a trap. As class is ending one day I subtly set my phone to "record" and leave it in my desk drawer. Even if she trounces me again I'll catch her back-talking to me and possibly get her disciplined or kicked out of the class.
I stop her with a curt, “Ayame, see me after class.”
She says, “Ooo,” and then something in Japanese to the other school girls, which I don’t understand but which makes them all giggle. I feel myself blushing. I’m pretty sure I heard the word “spanking” but I’m not sure enough to call her out on it.
Ayame walks up to my desk. She stands with her hands cutely clasped behind her bottom, her knees turned in, and an innocent look on her face.
“What would you like, Professor Parker?”
“You know what I’d like. Why do you keep disrupting class?”
“Why not?”
Ayame’s good at turning all my questions back on themselves but I’m getting quicker on my feet from having to deal with her. “Because you’re ruining things for everyone. You’re distracting the whole class. Now answer my question.”
“You really want to know why?” she says, almost sad.
“Yes.”
Her voice turns cruel and cold, and she says in a perfect American accent, “Because I think you’re pathetic and toying with you is the only way to not waste my time here.”
The best way to deal with Ayame is to not let her see that she’s getting a rise out of you. I try to not react but the force of her words punches into me and I blush a little at how confrontational she’s being. “And you don’t care about wasting everyone else’s time?”
She shrugs, amusement playing across her face that I’d even suggest such a thing. “I don’t give a fuck about them. They’re a bunch of simpering idiots who admire a pathetic man.”
I’m becoming stuck faster than I thought. I haven’t anticipated her having such a total disregard for norms and lack of respect for the class. “Well then you’re a bad student and don’t belong here,” I try to fire back.
She smirks and ignores me. “You know what I think?” She leans over the desk and lets her breasts sway before me. They’re almost tumbling out of her little blouse and I can see the tiny, lacy black bra only just reaching her nipples and covering them. It’s such a gorgeous expanse of pale, ample flesh. I whip my eyes back up to her gaze and she smirks again. I blush at her knowing where I was looking. It feels like it gives her even more power over me.
Just stay calm. You have control here. She’s the student. You’re the professor.
She continues. “I think you probably have a pathetic little cock, and that you’ve never been able to properly please a woman in your life with that girly, feminine, slutty body you have.”
My mouth drops open at how forward and lewd she’s being and I can’t think of a response for a moment. “That’s inappropriate!” I finally manage, trying for a biting tone.
She ignores me. “I think you like being made fun of and demeaned by me. I think‌—‌secretly?‌—‌It turns you on. I think you wish I would completely degrade you and humiliate you in front of the whole class. I think deep down inside you crave it. I think you want me to punish that pathetic, pale flesh.”
She reaches out towards my chest and I flinch away and blush. She smirks and leans back, enjoying the victory.
“Why don’t you savor that,” she says. “Go and masturbate to it in your shower‌—‌masturbate over me destroying you here, like I bet you do. You do masturbate to me, don’t you, Hayley?” her tongue drips with honey sweet, teasing disdain. She walks to the door, her back arched, her hips and full bottom swaying seductively.
"Oh, and you're not allowed to record students here without their permission. You should read the rulebook more carefully. Just so you know‌—‌I wouldn't want you to get in trouble if you were thinking of recording a student, or anything like that," she purrs sweetly. And then she's gone.
I’m so flustered and angry that I don’t even realize what she’s said for a moment.
I consider turning in the recording anyway, but Ayame’s so thoroughly humiliated me on it that I have a double incentive not to show it to anyone. I check the rulebook and she’s right. The recording couldn’t be used against her and I would face disciplinary action.
I’m furious with the nasty girl for the rest of the day. But when I get home I can’t even sleep‌—‌I feel so aroused that I toss and turn in bed. I defiantly try to masturbate to Vivian, then anyone else, but I can’t stay erect thinking about anyone but Ayame.
The next week gets horribly worse. I completely start to lose control of the class and‌—‌after our confrontation‌—‌I get more and more easily flustered by Ayame.
She’s just a young woman‌—‌practically a schoolgirl. You’re a full adult. Don’t let her control you!
But it’s no good. Ayame’s stolen my class from me.
I go to the principle again‌—‌he's even more stressed today‌—‌and get shouted out of his office when I try to bring Ayame up. But then I realize I have another recourse: the Yamamotos. If she's eighteen she may still live at home. I look up Ayame's file and there's a single address. When I punch it in on the internet it shows me a location in a small village a little over an hour outside of the city. It's not student housing and it's close enough for Ayame to commute from. It could be her family's home.
I look for a contact phone number but all there is is the address. I smile and write a letter addressed to “Mr. and Mrs. Yamamoto,” detailing some of their daughter’s misbehavior and threatening that I may have to have her expelled if they don’t find some way to discipline her. I’m not actually allowed to expel or discipline Ayame‌—‌I’m just an English teacher and have practically no power at the school. That all falls to the over-stressed, underfunded principle, who certainly isn’t going to be willing to cut a paying student. But Ayame’s parents don’t need to know that.
Just as I’d hoped from worried parents, I receive a prompt reply. A letter comes back two days later, signed Giman Yamamoto‌—‌presumably her father. I nearly have her. He seems worried but a little confused. He’s having trouble understanding my still preliminary Japanese in writing and he doesn’t read or write English himself. He wants to meet me in person but is housebound from a work injury. He practically begs me to come to his home and meet him there.
Going to Ayame’s house makes me nervous, but I tell myself not to be an idiot. Her parents will be there‌—‌or her father at least. I relish the look of surprise that’s going to hit her face when I show up at her door.



 Chapter Two: Fight 


The trip to Ayame's village takes longer than I thought. I don't have a car and have to get there via several buses. The roads turn from highways to side roads to rural back roads and finally‌—‌to my surprise‌—‌to dirt. It feels a little bit like I'm journeying back in time. The final bus stops at the dirt road. I try to interrogate the driver but we struggle to communicate. Finally, I head up the dirt road on foot.
There’s something adding pressure to my day: Vivian is visiting me for two weeks and she arrives later in the afternoon. I thought this would be a quicker trip but I’m sure I can still make it back to meet her. I don’t know why I decided to meet Ayame’s parents on the day Vivian arrived. I think secretly I was worried that if I went to Ayame without a deadline she may offer something that I wouldn’t be able to refuse. I’m afraid she’ll try to seduce me and I’m afraid I would give in. I wouldn’t, of course‌—‌not in reality. But the twisted pull she has over me still makes me afraid.
I walk up the dirt track and it begins to wind into foothills leading into low mountains. Mist blankets the valley in between and a forest springs up from the grasslands. I pass through a gorgeous, dark grove and on the other side, a small village appears.
The houses, I realize, are modern and have electricity and everything else, but it almost looks like something out of a painting‌—‌a magical hidden village that some lost traveler would stumble on out of the ancient mists.
I’m covered in perspiration from the walk and when I reach Ayame’s address I stop and try to wipe my face and forehead. I wore a suit and my body is sticky and drenched in sweat now. I knock on the door and I’m annoyed to notice my hand trembles just a little.
Ayame opens it.
“Parker-san,” she says, and bows her head respectfully. She’s dressed in her school uniform.
I smirk. “What a polite greeting from a very rude girl,” I say.
She flinches a little and keeps her eyes cast down on the ground.
“Please, Parker-san, will you come in? I will bring you tea while my father comes down.”
This put her in her fucking place, I think with supreme satisfaction. I have no plans to drink anything Ayame offers me, but I nod my head and let her lead me into the house.
I start to feel bad, for a moment, wondering if her dad’s been injured for a long time, and where her mother is. Maybe some absense or pressure in her home life is the reason for all of this. On the other hand: I don’t give a damn. Ayame’s way beyond out-of-control. It’ll be better for her for me to put her in her place.
The house is rather spacious and it's in a classic Japanese design‌—‌rice paper walls with gorgeous ink paintings and bamboo floors. There are also modern touches‌—‌couches, chairs, a computer and television. I slip off my shoes and Ayame leads me to the living room then shuffles away with small, demure steps.
I arrange myself and wait. And wait. And wait. Does it just take her dad this long to move around? 
And then Ayame appears at the living room entrance and leans casually against the doorframe, one foot crossed over the other. When she speaks she’s dropped the respectful, cute whisper and returned to her American accent. “Still waiting for my dad, dumbass?”
How this hell did she manage that? I wish I could double check the address and neighboring addresses to make sure I’m actually at the right house and she didn’t somehow switch locations to an empty neighbor’s house or something.
A jolt of panic shoots through me at possibly being alone with her‌—‌she could say I tried to touch her or something and get me in trouble with the college. But I push the nerves aside and throw myself into the attack: “Ayame, I don’t have time for this. I’m not here for you. I’m here to meet your parents. I have an important appointment later. Stop messing around.”
“I don’t have any parents, dipshit.”
“But‌—‌”
“But what, you got a letter?” She says in a poor-baby pouty voice. “Damn you’re thick as fuck. I bet you even checked the handwriting, didn’t you? It’s not that hard to change your handwriting, you know. Did you even look up what ‘Giman’ means? It’s not even a proper Japanese name. It means ‘deceit’‌—‌I thought I’d give you a chance of figuring it out, just to make it interesting.”
“You have to have parents. You’re eighteen.”
She shrugs and doesn’t answer.
“Whose house is this, then?”
“Mine. Duh. I don’t even live here most of the time, obviously. The commute would be terrible. I have an apartment in the city.”
“How do you have the money?”
“None of your fucking business.” She shrugs again. “I findom dumb white boys like you.”
“What’s…” I shake my head. Nevermind.
“You’re not focusing on the important thing. The important thing, that we need to deal with right now, is that you’re obsessed with me, and you want my body very badly, and you love being humiliated and degraded by me, like a dirty little slut.”
I blush at how forward she’s being, and I blush because I worry for just a moment that what she’s saying is true. I shake my head. It’s not, I try to insist to myself.
I jab a finger at her, “You have fucking problems, Ayame! You need help! You’re sick!”
“Don’t call me sick for calling out your own secret desires, sissy slut.”
“I’m not either of those things!”
She makes a thinking face for a moment. "Hmmm, you're right. I know you're a sissy. I'm going to find out if you're a slut."
“I’m fucking leaving!” I say, standing, but she opens up her stance, blocking the living room doorway.
"No, you're not. This is what you're going to do‌—‌"
"Yes, I am!"
“Sit the fuck down, Hayley!”
She’s planted in the doorway and I’m not prepared to physically beat up a girl. I stay where I stand.
“Sit. Down,” she repeats the command. I wait, refusing to obey her, but she crosses her arms and seems perfectly content to wait in this standoff all day. I need to get this mess over with so I can go meet Vivian.
I sit‌—‌making a big show of doing it to indulge her‌—‌as if she's an imbecile I'm doing a kindness for. She smirks all the same.
“Good boy. What you’re going to strip that stupid suit off, completely. You’re going to strip off everything else until you’re naked. You’re going to go to the bathroom and shower, then shave whatever hair you have on your sissy body off so you’re cute and smooth. Then I’m going to fuck you.”
The thought of having sex with Ayame sends a deep thrill of excitement through me and I feel myself getting an erection. I blush at the thought of our sweaty, naked bodies pressed together‌—‌her wet, golden flesh slapping against my own.
I push the thought out of my head. You have to get out of here. Just cut ties. She’s crazy and unbalanced. 
"I have no interest in you," I say as flatly as possible.
She makes a pouty face like I’ve hurt her feelings.
“Ayame, I’m leaving now,” I say with all the force I can muster.
“If you don’t cooperate like a good pet,” she says in a sweet voice, “I’m going to beat you up, strip you, and fuck you until you explode.”
“I’d like to see you try,” I scoff and head for the doorway.
Ayame brings her thick, ample thigh up‌—‌fully exposed in her little skirt‌—‌and swings her leg into me with a solid THUD. I’m totally unprepared and it drives all my breath out of me hard and leaves only a burning sensation behind. I stumble back and tumble into the couch, gasping desperately for air. She skips forward.
“Ayame, knock it off!” I snap.
She leaps forward and straddles my lap with her thick, ample thighs. The sweet, soft, plump mound of her pussy presses and rubs over my groin and she slaps me hard with her open palm, then backhands me. I grab her perfect waist and‌—‌straining with all my strength‌—‌I throw her off of me. She tumbles across the floor and lets out a little whimper as her head bangs the ground.
"Go fuck yourself!" I spit at her and make for the door. She's up‌—‌unhurt‌—‌in an instant, and her front door is bolted. I fumble with the locks and she's on me again. She drives her fists into my abdomen in quick succession. "Ayame knock it off! I'm not fighting a girl!"
"Well then you're losing to a girl!" she says in the same honey sweet tone. I shove her away and turn to fumble with the locks but she's back on me in a moment, wraps me in a headlock, and then tips us backward. I land on top of her but she uses the momentum to roll us so we flip over and she's perched above me.
I could actually lose to a girl, the thought sends a shock through me. Ayame is strong, about my height, lithe and athletic, and she seems to know how to fight. Think, Hayley, what do you do? She’s choking me in the headlock and I tug back on her arm, getting a gasp of air in.
If I fight back, it’ll be my word against hers and I could get in trouble. But I have her father’s fake letters back at school. And I have my complaints to the head of the school. I have a record against her. If I don’t fight back then she could actually incapacitate me. If she does that I have no idea what she’ll do‌—‌she could take compromising photos or try to frame me for something. I need to fight just hard enough to subdue her and get out of here. Then I’ll go to the school head with the letters and tell him the whole story.
“You asked for this!” I say. I feel a guilty delight in the thought of getting to beat the hell out of Ayame. I tug her arm forward as hard as I can and drive my head back into her face. She lets out a real whimper this time and I twist with all my might so that we’re facing each other. She head butts me back and I see spots and feel dizzy.
We grapple furiously on the floor, both of us silent and concentrating now. I can’t get her off of me. She’s a girl but our bodies are almost perfectly, evenly matched. I think maybe if I get up I can punch her out. I suddenly have no problem with the thought of hitting a girl as hard as I can, if it’s this girl. I shove her away and we both spring to our knees then our feet. She comes at my head with punches and I let her hit me and drive my fist deep into her stomach. She gasps, whimpers, and nearly collapses. I drive my knee into her stomach and then grab her by the hair and throw her as hard as I can into a wall.
She crumples into the ground, the wind knocked out of her. I drive my foot into her stomach and she gasps out all the air in her body. For a second I look at her crumpled body on the ground and I think I have her. I swing my foot again but she catches it this time. I drop to a knee and try to hit her in the face but she blocks it with her forearms, then swings her lissome legs up around me, wrapping around one of my arms and partially trapping me. She hits me in the face and I see stars as we tumble over.
I strain as hard as I can, break free from her legs, and stumble up. She swings her legs over her head and kick-flips up onto her feet. I come at her and she aims two fast kicks at my face and side then throws herself into me. We crash through a wall into a bedroom on the other side. She lands on top of me and rains punches onto my face and stomach. I grab her waist, hurl her off of me, and leap up, but I stumble as I do. I realize that my body is trembling.
I never knew how exhausting fighting is. It feels like it’s straining every system that I have‌—‌mental and physical‌—‌and we’ve only been struggling for maybe two minutes, tops.
Ayame’s on me in an instant, before I can catch my breath. I feel a jolt of panic. I could actually lose to a girl. What’s she going to do to me? She rains more punches on me before I can throw her off again. She kicks me as I stumble up and I catch her leg and drive my fist into her gorgeous, exposed thigh, making her flinch. But she actually leaps into the air and twists around smashing her free foot and shin into my head.
We both crash into the floor and she crawls to me and hits me in the face again and again and again. I bring my forearms up to block her fists. Her ample butt sits pressed against my stomach and keeps me down. Finally, I let her hit me again so I can free up my arms and punch her in the stomach then the face. She topples off of me and I try to stand up but feel dizzy. She’s…she’s winning. 
I crawl for her door, desperately reaching up for the locks and trying to escape the fight.
Ayame grabs the end of my leg and drags me back into her living room. “Running away from a girl? Pathetic!” she says disdainfully.
She swings me with all her strength and knocks me into a wall. I feel myself crumple into the floor. I've never been in a fight before. I've never lost a fight before. I feel shame washing over me as I realize what's about to happen.
No! You can’t lose to a girl! This is so humiliating! She’s going to take pictures of me or say something crazy like I tried to break into her house. Just push! You can beat her!
I throw all my energy into a final effort.
And I can barely stand.
I swing at her and she easily sidesteps it. “Look at you: you’re done. You’re pathetic, Hayley. Just admit that you want this. That you love losing and being beaten by me.” Ayame’s drenched in sweat, her outfit’s torn and scuffed, and her body’s bruised and trembling. But she’s more stable and quicker than me.
I swing again, she easily sidesteps again, and then leaps into me, wrapping her thighs around my waist and using her momentum to carry us both to the ground. “Loser,” she whispers into my ear, almost lovingly, then hits me one more time. It’s almost a love tap. I collapse, limp, beneath her gorgeous, buxom body.
I’ve lost to a girl.



 Chapter Three: Ravishment


She rips her own blouse off, letting her incredible, large titties spill out. They're just barely contained by a tiny pink bralette. I woozily feel her roll me over. She binds my hands behind my back, incapacitating me and finishing my defeat. I strain against my bondage but she tied it expertly. I can't get my hands free. I feel hot tears of humiliation spilling down my cheeks.
I fought as hard as I could and I was still beaten by a girl.
She turns me back over and lets out a long, taunting, “Aw.” She wipes up a tear and licks it off her finger. “Little sissy bitch tears taste delicious to me. Admit your a loser. Say, ‘I’m a loser.’”
“Fuck you.”
She shrugs. “I don’t really care either way. It’s pretty obvious that you lost, Hayley. Do you think denying it makes it any better? Any less humiliating? It doesn’t.”
She steps up off of me, a little wobbly on her feet, and goes to a cabinet in the corner. She comes back with a pair of scissors and I flinch.
“I’m not going to hurt you. I’m not that crazy.”
I feel strangely grateful for the assurance, then disgusted with myself for feeling gratitude. She cuts up the front of my shirt, then cuts down the sleeves of the shirt and jacket and pulls them away from me. She cuts down the waist of my pants and down both legs, then pulls them off along with my socks.
I'm in too much shock to think of anything to say. Finally, I manage to blurt out. "Ayame, stop, this is crazy!"
She leans over me, close, breathing her breath into my mouth. “Admit you fucking want it. Admit you love this. Stop fucking lying to both of us!” I realize I’m trembling in her hands and I can’t think of a response.
She reaches the scissors down and cuts the last piece of my clothing away. She tugs the destroyed underwear off of me and tosses it to the side. She’s sitting so close to me. Her thighs are pressed against mine. Her body is nearly completely exposed. Her gorgeous, ample curves are nearly completely revealed to me. Humiliation curses through me. Her look is so imperious and dominant.
It’s all too much for me to resist. When she pulls my underwear away, my cock is already half erect. I blush in shame and she cocks an eyebrow. “Well, would you look at that, Parker-san. Getting aroused from being defeated and stripped by one of your students. How shameful and humiliating for you!”
“Fuck you, Ayame! You’re such a bitch!”
She rolls me over onto my stomach and slowly massages my fat bottom, tugging it around and apart. “MmmHmm. Let it all out. Maybe it’ll make you feel better about being such a pathetic, masochistic loser.” She pulls one fat buttock way to the side with one hand, then caresses my nubile asshole with her thumb. She tugs playfully at the little hairs around my knot‌—‌pulling a few out‌—‌and I gasp in surprise.
“You’re so cute when you’re humiliated and surprised!” she coos. “What a dirty, shameful asshole, though. We need to make it smooth and clean like all good girls have.”
She rolls me onto my back again then gets into a squat, sits me up, and tugs me over her shoulder as she stands. Her gorgeous, thick bottom and legs flex as she lifts me. I’m surprised a girl can carry me but her lithe form manages to support my dainty body, even after our fight.
She walks through her house to her backyard.
"No, Ayame, please! Someone could see!" I'm terrified enough at the thought of public exposure to beg. "So what?" she says. "But no one will. My backyard is private." I see that it's sheltered by fences and trees on both sides, and at the very back, it leads into the forest that runs up into the mountains. There's an outdoor, rainforest style shower. She sets me on my feet under it and undoes my hands. As soon as I'm free I try to swing at her but she catches my wrist. We slowly struggle there‌—‌a contest of strength, and slowly, slowly, she twists my wrist and bends my arm up, above my head.
I strain and struggle for breath and my little gasping moans sound shockingly, embarrassingly womanly to me. Slowly, she forces my other arm above me, too. She presses her breasts into my chest and forces me back against the granite-tile wall of the shower. My bottom and back press into it and I strain as hard as I can but she has me pinned.
And then, through my gasping moans, she presses her lips to mine.
Ayame’s kissing me.
I'm so shocked that I can't think of anything to do. I just let her kiss me. And, slowly, I give into it without thinking. Her firm mouth dominates mine, sucking on me and exploring me with her tongue. Finally, we pull apart, both gasping for air.
She binds my hands above me, to a hook hanging from the ceiling of the shower, and then steps back and casts her eyes over my body with an admiring gaze. “You have such a girly, fuckable body.” The arousal in her voice, palpable even in my hazy state, sends a shiver through me, and I don’t know why.
“Do you want to see how I’m going to fuck you, Hayley-chan?” her eyes are heavy with passion now and slowly she starts to strip off the rest of her clothes. She slips her bra straps off her shoulders and pushes it down to her abdomen. Her breasts spill all the way free. They’re large and perfect and I get even more erect. Ayame is naked before me!
And then she unclips her skirt, lets it drop to the ground, and steps out of it.
My mouth drops open.
Between her legs, just barely contained and bursting out of her the little pink triangle of her panties, is a throbbing, thick, perfect cock.
I'm so stunned that I literally can think of nothing to say, nothing to think. The girl tugs her pink panties to the side and her big cock pops free and stands out from her body, erect and beautiful.
She doesn't say anything, only watches me. She wraps one of her dainty, girly hands around her girthy shaft and slowly strokes it. Finally, I manage, "Ayame, you're…"
"A man? No. I'm duel-form."
“What…?”
“I’m a girl in everything. But I have a cock. You like it, don’t you?” It’s hardly a question. More a confident statement of fact.
“I didn’t know…such a thing was possible,” I gasp out in my confused, defeated haze.
“Few people do.”
She unclips her bra and tosses it aside, then tugs her pink panties off her cock, peels them down her enormous, gorgeous bottom, and steps out of them. She’s left naked except for her sexy, white, thigh-high stockings.
“Tell you what, little Hayley, I’ll give you one last chance to beat me. You’ve failed at every one of them so pathetically that I pity you. We'll compare our cock sizes. If yours is bigger than I let you go and you get to fuck me however you want. If mine's bigger, then I'm going to ravish you and make you my little fuck toy, just like I was going to do. Deal?"
It’s one last chance. I can’t possibly have a smaller cock than a girl! This is my chance.
“Fine,” I say defiantly. “Deal.”
Neither of us is fully erect yet. She starts to masturbate hers and it grows a little more. "Hmmm, since you lost so pathetically and are all tied up, I guess I'll have to masturbate for the both of us, huh?"
She puts our cocks together and spits down on them, then begins to slowly, luxuriously stroke them up and down. I gasp and shudder. My cock gets fully erect and is throbbing in her firm hand and against her own hard shaft.
And hers just keeps growing.
She’s bigger than me by inches and far thicker. I sob in shame and she takes my chin in her hand and presses a second, warm, wet kiss to my lips. “So fucking pathetic,” she says sweetly. “Time for your dirty asshole to get shaved and then fucked. I think you’re more of a girl than I am, Hayley. So pathetic. I’m going to make you my little girlfriend now and show everyone.”
“Please,” I beg, “it’s so shameful!”
“I know it is!” she coos sweetly. “You must feel so embarrassed and humiliated. Hmmm, it makes my cock throb. I think that’s so hot.”
She turns on the shower and a stream of wonderful, warm water washes over my defeated body. She massages soap over me and rubs our bodies together, cleaning us both. She has an elegant silver razor sitting on a granite shelf in the shower and slowly, carefully, she shaves my body. She starts from the ankles and moves up my legs, then shaves my armpits, then moves to my crotch and bottom. I have very little hair on my body to start and it doesn’t take long to make me completely smooth.
She shaves a cute little heart-shaped patch of pubic hair ending about an inch above my cock. Then she turns me. “Arch your back‌—‌pop your bottom out,” she orders me matter-of-factly. I obey without thinking and then blush because of it. I feel too confused and exhausted to resist her. It just seems easier to go along. She tugs my bottom apart and slowly drags the razor over my trembling anus until I’m completely smooth there.
“Such a gorgeous, tight little asshole now.”
She takes my arms down, twists them behind my back, and binds them again. She forces me to my knees and presses my face to the wet floor. Then she takes down a pink, cylindrical object from another shelf on the side of the shower. I realize that it's a butt plug and I blush intensely. It has hole that goes all the way through the center of it and I don't know what it's for.
“Ooo, I see you know what this is,” she says, seeing the crimson rushing across my cheeks. “So shameful, isn’t it? You look so cute when you blush though, Hayley.”
She squats down behind me and, lewdly, she buries her tongue in my bottom. Her warm, rough tongue drags up and down over my naked sphincter. I gasp and tremble but her hand squeezes into my butt cheeks and holds me in place.
Ayame is tonguing my bottom. How unbearably shameful! How is this happening! 
But as I think those thoughts my cock throbs in pleasure. It feels as if I’ll explode if I get any more erect. She presses the butt plug into my naked, defenseless bottom. She penetrates me. I gasp and moan. I can’t help myself. I can’t control it. Pleasure shoots out from my anus through my whole body.
“Oh Ayame,” I gasp lewdly. “Oh fuck!”
“It feels wrong, doesn’t it? It feels like something so shameful shouldn’t feel so good but it does.” She reaches a finger out and flicks my cock playfully, then flicks my balls the same way. The plug settles all the way into my bottom and my sphincter sucks tightly around it. She slaps and spanks my cock, punishing it, then she brings her hand back and slaps my fat, exposed bottom hard, leaving a red handprint on my pale flesh.
I gasp and moan. This young woman is completely dominating and controlling me and most shameful of all: my body is absolutely loving it.
She spanks my bottom hard until I’m red and trembling and begging her to stop.
“Please‌—‌please, it’s so tender.”
“Your cock loves it though, doesn’t it? Look how it’s throbbing‌—‌revealing you as the slutty little fuck-pig that you are,” she coos.
She takes a small black bowl down from one of the shower shelves, fills it, and pours the water over my bottom. I gasp: some of it is running into my anus. I realize what the hole in the plug is for: it lets her pour water directly into me to give me an enema. She keeps filling the bowl and pouring it into me. My stomach starts to swell out, making me look like her little, submissive, impregnated girlfriend.
She spanks me as she does it‌—‌spanking my fat thighs and bottom‌—‌and it makes me moan in the lewdest, most embarrassing ways. I try to control it. I try to tell myself to stop‌—‌to be a man. But I just can’t control myself.
“Oh fuck it feels like my stomach’s going to burst!” I beg her.
She runs her hand over my swollen abdomen. "I like you looking like this. Maybe I'll try to impregnate you later on," she muses. "Oh well. You feel like you really can't take any more?"
"No. Fuck. Please!"
She shrugs as if my shame is no big deal. "Fine then. I guess I'll let you expel, like a good girl. I want to get you cleaned out anyway." But she pours another bowl into me as she says it. My rectum is trembling with the pressure but at the same time, it feels so good. The water presses on every sensitive, delicate part of me. I try to strain to expel, but for some reason having the plug buried in my sphincter, keeping it spread, keeps me from doing it.
“I know, Hayley. I’ll let you expel, but you just have to say a few things first: admit that you’re a loser, and you lost to a girl, and now you’re going to get fucked by her cock. Admit that that’s what losers deserve. Admit that you love being submissive to me.”
My pride flairs up and I try to resist her. “Fuck you!”
"Hmm, that's not what I said to say, is it?" She reaches her hand around and deeply massages my stomach, pressing around all my delicate parts and overwhelming me with the pressure. I groan in agonized ecstasy. Why do these shameful, disgusting things feel so good? They shouldn’t feel so good!
“Okay,” I gasp. “Please, I’ll say it!” She keeps massaging my swollen stomach as I try to get the words out. “I’m a loser. I got beaten by a girl. I…I love it when you humiliate me.” That sends a twinge of excitement through me. It feels good to admit it and I realize that it’s because it’s true. It was sexually exciting for me being humiliated by Ayame in front of everyone. A spasm rushes through my anus at admitting it to her.
“I deserve to get fucked in the butt!” I gasp. She keeps massaging my stomach.
“By what?”
“By that big, hot girl cock!” I nearly squeal out. I didn’t mean to say “hot.” Where did that come from? 
She finally stops kneading my stomach and pats it. “Good girl.” She tugs the plug out of me with a lewd slurping sound. “Expel, slut.” I push the water out and she squeezes and spanks my bottom as I do it. It feels so good and my cock throbs so hard that I think I’m going to cum right there. The water rushing out gives me an enormous, deep release of pressure that leaves only intense, warm pleasure in its wake.
My face is still down against the floor and she lays herself next to me and brings her cock to my mouth. “Are you going to bite me if I put my dick in your mouth?”
I look at her defiantly and I realize I don’t know what to say. It makes me feel so confused.
“I’m doing you a favor, you know, letting you slobber on this big dick before it fucks your cute, tight little asshole.” And she forces her cock to my mouth; I’m too worn out and destroyed to resist. Her fat, warm cock slips past my lips and presses into my warm, wet mouth. I’m sucking a cock. I’m sucking the cock of a beautiful girl. This is so disgusting and shameful! It’s so wrong for a girl to have a penis! It’s just…It’s just…it’s just wrong! But I can’t articulate why it’s wrong, or it shouldn’t be just as attractive and gorgeous as any other type of body.
Ayame is beautiful‌—‌incredibly beautiful and even more beautiful with her thick, enormous cock. The thought floats across my mind unbidden and I can’t think of a way to reject it.
She rocks her hips, pistoning her cock in and out of my mouth and making lewd, wet, slurping sounds. It hits the back of my throat and I make slutty, dirty gagging noises. Then she presses farther. Her cock is so long and so thick‌—‌it's nearly as wide around as my forearm and nearly as long. I can just barely fit it past my lips and I'm shocked that it goes down my throat. But I stretch to take it. She throat fucks me intensely and from the corner of my vision, I can see her blushing in arousal and passion.
“Fuck you’re such a hot little slut, Hayley!” she moans. Finally, she can’t take anymore. She pulls out of me and urgently, almost angrily, grabs me by my fat butt cheeks, spreads me open, and forces her cock into me, overcoming my straining, tight asshole.
I gasp and sob. It hurts so much. I'm being violated in my ass by a girl. But at the same exact time, intense pleasure explodes through me from how her girth is stretching my sphincter and from her cock hitting that spot inside of me‌—‌Is that my prostate?
She buries her length all the way inside of me and I sob and shudder as I’m violated.
Ayame just took my anal virginity! I’ll never be an anal virgin again. She’s…she’s claimed me with her cock!
I'm still on my knees. My face is still pressed into the shower floor. She takes me hard and rough in this lewd, submissive position. Slowly, the pain fades and fades, and then it's gone completely, replaced by even more intense shame. Because now it only feels good.
Be a man! You’re not supposed to like this!
She reaches down and massages my tender, pert nipples. “You love this, don’t you?”
“Fuck you!” I say but every inch of my body is screaming in pleasure. Every touch of her ample curves against mine sends ecstasy through me. I feel like I’m melting for her‌—‌melting into nothing but warm pleasure.
I collapse onto the shower floor, my cock, thighs, stomach, and nipples pressing into the warm, wet rock. She lays on me and her body presses into mine. It feels incredible‌—‌having the weight of this warm, wet, nubile, curvaceous girl pressing against me. She wraps her arms around me and pulls us as close as we can be. She moans in pleasure next to my ear, nibbles at my earlobe, kisses my neck, then turns my face and kisses my lips again and again and again.
I open myself to her. Kiss her back. My body responds to her rough fucking without me thinking. I arch my back beneath her, popping my bottom up and opening my wet, shaved hole to her completely. She rolls her hips and pistons in and out of me. Her thighs and stomach slap against my enormous, fat butt, filling the serene yard with the wet, lewd noises of our copulation.
“I’m going to breed your asshole. I’m going to impregnate you there with my hot, sticky, futa cum!” she gasps passionately into my ear. “Fucking admit you love it!” She drives her cock all the way into me and bottoms out against my stretched hole. Her cock reaches places that I’ve never even felt inside myself before. She goes so deep inside of me.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck, Ayame!" I gasp. I feel feverish from her rough fucking. I can barely think. Her cock is hitting all the delicate parts inside of me and it's making me lose control. "I'm going to pee! You're going to make me pee myself! And then I'm going to cum!"
She nibbles my ear and then rolls us over, so her back is on the floor and I’m laying splayed out on top of her, still getting fucked. “Just release, then,” she teases.
“But it’s so shameful!”
“Well then just hold it in!”
I want to be a man. I want to get control of myself. The shamefulness and humiliation of what I'm going through is so far beyond anything I've experienced that I can hardly conceive what's happening. I almost expect to wake up from all of this and realize it's a dream. But I've been exhausted in so many ways, mental and physical, that I have no hope of controlling myself. "Please, I can't!" I beg. "I'm…I'm going to…"
And pee gushes out of my throbbing cock as her dick thrusts in and out of my now gaping asshole. It erupts out and squirts, warm and wet, over my naked stomach and thighs and nipples. It runs down my cock and over my fucked bottom. It even hits my mouth and face. I cover both of us in my pee. Ayame seems only more aroused by it. She intensifies her pistoning in and out of me. She’s moving her hips nearly as rapidly as she can, absolutely destroying my bottom. She lets out a feminine growl and rolls us onto our sides, then turns my head to her and possessively kisses me, claiming me.
She vices her hand around the base of my cock, squeezing it really, really hard and keeping me from squirting out cum. “I control your body now. You only get to do what I say when I say it.” She bends her head down and bites on my left nipple, hard, making me gasp in ecstasy. Then she lifts my arm up and sucks and licks my armpit, tasting me and making me shudder with shameful pleasure.
She has complete control over my body. This gorgeous, nubile girl can play me like an instrument, make me feel overwhelming feelings whenever she wants. I’ve never been so overwhelmed. I’ve never understood the joy of submission before. Of being owned. Yet every modicum of my body screams out in ecstatic testament too it now.
She's pounding me so hard that it feels like her pelvis may be bruising my fat ass. I don't care. I'm twisting and writhing and shaking in her clutches‌—‌my body's absolutely begging for release but it's prevented by her vice-like grip on my throbbing cock.
Finally, after minutes of this unbelievably rough, intense fucking‌—‌harder than I could ever fuck a woman‌—‌her cock swells and spasms violently within me. She releases me. “Cum you fucking little slut!” she growls. I let out a pleasured, almost cat-like squeal and explode immediately on her cock.
I become her anal slut. I cum on her cock. I cum from anal stimulation alone.
My much more pathetic dick spurts out gush after gush of pent-up cum. Her own cock floods my rectum with a far large load than I could ever produce and the warm, sticky, fullness pushes me to even greater heights of orgasm.
It’s completely different from penis stimulation or masturbation. It’s a tension that releases in me and a warmth that rushes through my entire body and carries me away. I melt into warm, bright bliss and pass out in her arms.
I come back to my body. Ayame is tenderly, passionately Frenching my mouth, and I kiss her back without thinking.
She pulls out of my bottom and I almost whimper at the absense. My hands are still bound but I’m able to reach down and feel my hole. It’s gaping wide open. Her cock stretched me out so wide that I can fit all four of my fingers into my hole without touching the sides of it. I try to squeeze it shut but I can’t; it’s too stretched out.
She lifts her cock up to my mouth, and in my hazy, feverish state I don’t even think to protest. My dignity is lost. I take her cum slicked dick in and taste my dirty butt on her. It sends arousal flooding through me and I blush in shame.
"You came very hard from your asshole and bottom. You really are a slut, aren't you? I told you I was going to find out. It looks like I was right. If you had managed to resist at all I might've let you go. But clearly, you and your cute, slutty, curvy little body are meant for this. You're meant to be my pet. My little set of fuck-holes."
She rubs my throbbing asshole, rewarding me for being a good slut, and I twist and tremble in pleasure as I suck her cock.
She washes us in the shower and then lifts me and carries me, still bound, back inside. She sets me down on her couch on my back, then pushes my legs up and wide open to display my asshole for her.
“I love how you look, wet and presenting for me,” she says, stroking her cock as she gazes at me. “You lost very badly today, didn’t you? Think how shocking it is, Hayley, that you came here thinking you were a man and could boss me around. And now I’ve made you my little girl.”
I want to protest. I want to fight. But all I can think about is how good her big, throbbing, womanly cock felt buried deep inside my bottom. I want to beg to have it back. The absence is almost unbearable‌—‌my slutty hole just gaping open with nothing to fill it. How can I think such shameful things? The whole world feels hazy and confusing. The only clear thing is the pleasure of her dominating me, controlling me, owning me, and penetrating me. No. I have to get out of this. I have to resist her!
But my body and my soul don't care what I think. They crave Ayame. She sits down beside me on the couch and gently, almost absent-mindedly alternates between rubbing my asshole and stroking my still throbbing cock. With her other hand, she types first on my phone then on hers.
"How interesting that your girlfriend is arriving today," she coos. "It looks like she's going to have to come out here to meet you." She types some more into her phone as she strokes me and I desperately try to protest. "And after that, I know a nice black man with a very large cock who loves little white girls, and fat, white sissy bottoms, too. I think you and Vivian will make a sweet little pair for him to meet," she sweetly coos. "Who knows. You're such a gaping slut that we might have to double team you in order to keep you satisfied. Or maybe we'll compete to see which one of us can impregnate your girlfriend first?"
“Please! It’s so shameful!” I beg.
She strokes my cock. “Yes it is my beautiful slut.”
She presses her lips to mine and I open myself to her, giving into her kiss and drifting away again in this strange, new pleasure.
END



Cuckolded by a Futa
Interracial Humiliation, Sissification, and BDSM



Prologue


So many shameful things have happened to me in just the last few hours. I graduated from college this year and moved to Japan to teach English at a university in Tokyo. There was one extremely disruptive student in my class: Ayame Yamamoto. I finally tried to confront her and her parents about her behavior. I went to her home, but it was a trap that she had led me into. She was there alone. She ordered me to submit to her and when I refused, we fought. We were nearly evenly matched—she’s buxom and athletic and even though I’m a man I have an embarrassingly curvaceous, girly body.
I lost.
I was defeated by a nubile schoolgirl. And then she revealed her secret: a throbbing, overwhelming, perfect futanari cock between her legs. I was anally ravished by a schoolgirl. And I came for her, hard. I came on her thick, futa cock. To add to everything else: my girlfriend from America, Vivian, is coming in on a flight, today, and I’m trapped at Ayame’s house. Ayame’s already threatened to bring Vivian into things. I’m desperate to keep her away, but all I can do is lay, helpless, bound, and on display for her on her couch.



Chapter One: Bondage and Humiliation


Ayame eventually drags me off of the couch and pulls me stumbling into the other room, the bedroom that we crashed into during our fight. There’s a bamboo formation that I hadn’t noticed before—several thick bamboo poles bound together into a free-standing structure. It makes a cross, essentially. Ayame undoes my arms and binds them along the horizontal pole of the bamboo cross. I’m far too destroyed from my beating and rough fucking at her hands to resist her.
She lifts my naked legs up and binds them to the horizontal pole at my knees, leaving my thighs up, my feet hanging down, and my bottom spread and exposed. She’s crucified me in sexual bondage. I’m left hanging above the ground, immobilized and completely helpless. Ayame leaves and comes back with a milky bag and hose.
“Time to give you another enema, slut. This is probiotic enema juice. It’s good for your whore bottom.”
“Please—this is so fucking shameful! Not another enema! I’m…I’m not sure if I can take anymore!” I feel pathetic, begging her, but I’m desperate and too destroyed to manage anything else.
“Oh, sweetie, that’s not really up to you, is it?” my futanari master says in a honey sweet tone. She bends over from her waist and drags her rough, wet tongue over my nubile, shaved opening. She sticks the nozzle of the enema bag into my mouth and I suck it obediently—I have nearly nothing left in me to resist her with. She slowly, gently presses the nozzle into my bottom. I’m still gaping wide open from her cock but the nozzle-head is a huge bulb and it’s big enough to plug me snuggly and strain my puffy sphincter. It stays firmly in place, even when I strain my butt against it to try to expel it. I’m plugged thoroughly and whether I want to be or not.
She squeezes the bag and warm, milky fluid floods into my anus. It presses on every tender place inside of my rectum, and it feels so good. The bag is enormous—larger than my head—and before it’s even halfway empty I’m sweaty and feel full of pressure. My stomach swells out, leaving me looking like her little pregnant girlfriend. I have to resist. I have to get out of this somehow. But I have no idea how. I start drawing in short, overwhelmed breaths and to my shame they start coming back out as cute little aroused moans. I can't help it; the enema is too overwhelming for me and my bottom to handle.
Finally, the bag empties and Ayame leans in and gives me an almost sweet little kiss. Then she kisses me harder, sucking on my lips and Frenching me. She slaps my ass. "Good slut, taking your enema like a good girl."
“This is insane!” I moan out. “You can’t just keep me here like this! There’s…there’s going to be consequences! Someone will find me and you’ll get in trouble.”
She slaps my cheek playfully. "You fucking love this. Stop lying to both of us," and as a testament to her words, my cock is throbbingly erect from her milky enema violating my anus. "And I'm counting on people finding us. Vivian, specifically."
I blush. Vivian. I had forgotten in my haze. “No, please! That would be…it would be so, so shameful for her to see me like this! You can’t! She’d never respect me again!”
She smiles. “I don’t know if you noticed—you were swept away in that anal orgasmic bliss for a while, but I took a lot of pictures of my big girl dick in that sweet, fat bottom of yours. I’m going to go meet Vivian and show them to her.”
“You can’t!”
“I can do whatever I want. I’m going to make her an offer. We’ll see if she’s willing to give up her body to me and my cock in exchange for me not releasing all my pictures and videos of you—in exchange for your public dignity. Do you think she’ll agree? She’s very beautiful, it would be a shame for her to be violated by a dirty futa schoolgirl, wouldn’t it? But on the other hand, it would be so humiliating for the world to see that you look like cumming on big, girl dick.” She kisses me again, “Goodbye, pet. Sit tight. I’ve tied you comfortably, don’t worry. I’ll be back in a while with your sweet girlfriend.”
She straps a line of vibrating eggs to my cock and then down to the base of the enema plug, sending wonderful sensations through my most delicate parts. She takes my phone, throws her schoolgirl outfit back on, and disappears out the door. I strain against my bonds weakly which makes the liquid slosh around in my rectum and press on my delicate parts even more. It shoots waves of pleasure through me and leaves my cock throbbing. I tell myself that I have to find some way to get out of here and get to Vivian first—put an end to all of this. But I just can’t. It’s too much pleasure and arousal and I’m bound too well, anyway.
I throw my head back. The pleasure carries me away like a wave. Ayame’s balanced the vibrators perfectly—they build me right up to the edge of orgasm but they don’t let me have release. They combine with the enema stuffing my butt to make me ride wave after wave of pleasure. I have no idea how long I hang there, overwhelmed with sweet, humiliating pleasure. Hours could’ve passed. Precum oozes out of my cock and runs down it all the way to my bottom. My head goes back and lolls from side to side and I drool in pleasure like the stupid, fucked slut that Ayame insists I am.
And suddenly I come back to and Vivian is standing in front of me.



Chapter Two: Futanari Cuckolding and Pounding


My girlfriend sees me in all my fucked, submissive shame. I feel myself blushing and I shudder and try to twist away in deep humiliation. But I can’t; I’m bound and fully on display for her.
“Vivian…” is all I can say. I can’t think of any words. “Please…no…don’t look at me!”
Ayame stands a little behind her. “Very pathetic, isn’t he?”
“She…she has pictures. Hayley,” Vivian says. I see shock, pity, and disgust on her face. I know what she’s thinking. How could I let a schoolgirl defeat me and use me like this? How could I sink so low? Ayame walks to me. She’s still wearing her schoolgirl outfit but with six-inch, shiny black high heels now, which make her seem even more sure and powerful. She begins to stroke my cock teasingly, edging me but not letting me cum.
"I've explained to Vivian that everyone will see the pictures of me fucking you, and you cumming on my big, thick cock if she doesn't submit herself to me…and she agreed."
I blush in shame. I can’t bring myself to meet Vivian’s eyes.
“She saw pictures of my cock. I think she’s a little afraid of it. But deep down inside, I think she wants my thick, fat dick inside of her. She hasn’t been pleasured by a real cock, after all, since she started going out with you.”
I can barely speak through how good it feels having Ayame’s firm hand on my throbbing cock, but I manage to gasp out, “Just go. Just leave. Don’t give into her. Let her release the pictures.”
“You know I can’t let her do that! It’s just…it’s just as shameful for me if everyone finds out. You’re my boyfriend…I…I can’t let you be completely disgraced or I’ll look like an idiot.”
I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe Vivian’s actually here and Ayame’s already coerced her and ensnared her. I can’t believe she’s seen my shameful, passionate submission. It all feels like a nightmare…or some strange, dark dream.
Vivian's gorgeous. She's tall for a girl—equal height with Ayame and me. Her figure is buxom and full; large breasts, a slim waist, and an ample, fat bottom and plump set of thighs. Her features are delicate and topped off with gorgeous green eyes, blonde hair, and full lips. Her skin is milky white. She looks like something pristine—something angelic or a piece of art. And now, thanks to me, Ayame is going to defile her.
She’s only wearing a simple, gorgeous sundress and a pair of white canvas sneakers.
Ayame walks around her in a circle, taking in her form like a predator, and Vivian flinches away from her.
“The rules are simple: you obey me completely. Whatever I say, you do. If you resist or complain, I punish you and release your pathetic boyfriend’s pictures. Every time you resist, I release more of the pictures, until people figure out who they’re off—who it is getting fucked in them. Is that clear?”
Vivian tries to hold her chin up, but she’s trembling a little. “Yes.”
“Now strip your dress off. You’re my slut, now, even though I can tell you think you’re so virginal and pure. I want to see you in nothing but panties, bra, and sneakers.”
Vivian takes a deep breath but Ayame's command was clear: no disobedience. With trembling hands, she reaches down to the hem of her dress and then pulls it up over her head. Her ample, gorgeous body is slowly revealed, and she slips the dress off and drops it beside her. I'm flooded with shame, knowing she's doing this for me. She's left on display for Ayame.
She’s wearing only a very small, lavender set of lacy panties and a matching bralette—I realize she must’ve dressed sexily in anticipation of meeting me later, but now it’s for submitting herself to Ayame’s filthy desires.
Ayame’s on her in an instant, sudden and fierce. She squeezes and massages one of Vivian’s breasts, hard, and presses her into a hard, possessive kiss. I hear Vivian gasp and then whimper. She’s usually sure and in control of herself but Ayame’s already thrown her off balance.
With no ceremony or foreplay, Ayame buries her hand into Vivian's panties. Vivian gasps in shock. "Does he touch you here? Do you like it here?" Ayame snakes her hand around behind Vivian and buries it in her bottom, rubbing her smooth anus. "Have you always saved this hole? Are you a good girl? Because I'm going to fuck you in all your holes, today. Are you an anal virgin?"
“Yes.” Vivian never gave up her bottom to me. She didn’t even let me touch her and grope her like Ayame is now.
“I’m going to fuck that hole until you explode on my cock. I’m going to fuck every hole you have,” Ayame practically growls. And then she’s on her like an animal. She’s sucking Vivian’s neck, then kissing her, then tugging her breast out of her bralette and biting and kissing her breasts and nipples, then she’s passionately Frenching her mouth again. Her hands rove over Vivian’s breasts and curves, spank her bottom, tug and massage it, and rub her pussy and asshole. Vivian’s almost immediately reduced to a whimpering, throbbing, trembling mess in Ayame’s arms.
I’m helplessly watching my girlfriend get ravished after my own shameful defeat.
Ayame throws her onto the bed and tears her panties off of her. They're sopping wet. Vivian gasps and moans and tries to protest but she can't get words out. She's too aroused. Her large breasts heave and fall, trembling, with her impassioned breaths. I can't bear the shame.
“I told you you’d be soaking wet for me,” Ayame says disdainfully, rubbing Vivian’s plump, aroused pussy. “You fucking need this. What a desperate slut. Look how plump and aroused this cute, tight little pussy is. Are you aroused for me? Is this puffy pussy wet because of me? Remember, you have to answer truthfully or I show everyone your boyfriend’s shame.”
Vivian bites her lip and hesitates, but she answers. “Yes…yes I’m aroused because of what you’re doing to me.”
Humiliation and embarrassment crash through me. I have to stop her somehow! I can’t let her fuck my girlfriend! But I can’t. I’m completely bound, half out of my mind with pleasure myself. Ayame has complete control over both of us and there’s nothing I can do about it. I struggle uselessly, my naked, nubile body straining against my bonds and succeeding only in making a pleasing spectacle for Ayame’s hungry gaze.
She pulls her very short skirt up her abdomen, tugs her panties to the side, and releases her thick, futanari cock. Vivian gasps, seeing its size in person instead of in pictures. I can see the shock on her face…but I see something else, too: raw, desperate, unbound arousal.
Ayame plunges her cock into my girlfriend’s aroused, sopping wet pussy. Vivian’s back arches, her legs spread, and she gasps and moans in lewd, intense pleasure.
Ayame slowly, surely sinks into Vivian all the way up to the hilt of her cock. Vivian arches her back and writhes in pleasure, completely overwhelmed. Ayame slowly tugs all the way out and then presses all the way back in. I can see Vivian's pussy straining at its absolute limit to accommodate her.
Ayame isn't gentle with her. She's rough and demanding. She quickly increases her tempo until she's absolutely pounding my nubile, curvaceous girlfriend. Vivian's chest heaves, her breasts rising and falling with intense, overwhelmed pleasure. Her body and Ayame's are drenched in sweat. They slap and rub over each other as they roughly copulate.
To my shame, my cock gets incredibly hard from watching my girlfriend’s ravishment. It stands straight out from my naked body, throbbing.
Vivian at first looks at Ayame with angry, judgmental eyes. She tries to defy her. Resist the pleasure that the nubile schoolgirl is compelling from her body. But she can't. The fucking just goes on and on. Her gasps turn to overwhelmed moans of arousal. She writhes and trembles underneath Ayame and Ayame takes her by the wrists and pins her arms above her head. She practically devours her; she's animalistic, potent, completely in control. She bites and sucks at her breasts and nipples. She licks and kisses and sucks her armpits and her neck and her lips. Vivian can do nothing but give in again and again to the crashing waves of pleasure.
I see the warmth and tension build and build in her, and then it explosively releases. My girlfriend cums on the cock of my rival and bully.
"Where do you want me to cum, you little slut?" Ayame says.
"Please, please not in my pussy," is all Vivian can beg.
"There's only one other hole I want to put it in then. You know what it is, don't you?"
"My… My butt!" sobs Vivian.
"Beg me for it, slave." Ayame doesn't stop pistoning luxuriously in and out of her as she extorts this pathetic begging for my girlfriend. Vivian can hardly think, can hardly catch her breath.
"Please, please don't come in my pussy — I'll get pregnant! Please fuck me in the butt! Cum in my bottom instead!"
"What a dirty slut, begging to be fucked in her bottom. And after I already gave you an orgasm! You must be a very dirty girl. Are you sure you want it in your dirty, tight little hole?"
All her pride has been so quickly stripped away. Vivian can only desperately try to avoid her own impregnation. "Please, please yes—fuck me in the butt!"
"Okay, if you say so. It's going to be so, so tight," Ayame purrs.
She turns Vivian on her side, lays behind her, and presses her hard cock into Vivian's tight, trembling bottom. Their sweaty bodies press and slide together as Ayame pounds into her. She reaches down between Vivian's legs, grabs her pussy, and forcefully massages her. Vivian starts to tremble. I realize that she's going to cum again, right on the tail of her last orgasm. Ayame kisses and sucks her neck and rubs and squeezes her breasts, stomach, and thighs.
"It feels so good—it shouldn't feel this good!" Vivian sobs.
They climax together, Ayame passionately French kissing Vivian, as they both cum. Hot, sticky futanari semen fills my girlfriend’s bottom. It spills out when Ayame pulls free of her. Vivian is trembling and she looks like she feels incredibly vulnerable. But Ayame gives her what she needs. She holds her close and passionately, gently kisses her. They make out for a long time as I’m left to hang and watch, my cock throbbing in arousal.
Finally, Ayame pulls away and drags Vivian over to me and forces her onto her knees.
"Tell him what you did," Ayame says to Vivian in a teasing tone.
"I came on her cock. I'm sorry—she was just so overwhelming. I just couldn't handle her; I couldn't resist, Hayley! She's just so overwhelming," Vivian says, full of shame.
I look away from her, completely humiliated. I can't meet her eyes.
Ayame's hand teases around my sphincter and bottom.
She slowly, insistently pulls on the plug. My bottom strains against its enormous girth. My girlfriend watches with wide, intent eyes from her knees as my nubile, futa dominatrix slowly unplugs me. I throw my head back and moan in intense, lewd pleasure. I can't help myself—it just feels so, overwhelmingly good. My sphincter strains at the plug’s widest point and then it tugs free and milky enema squirts and gushes out of me.
Ayame rubs my anus pleasurably—like I’m a girl squirting from her pussy—as the fluid explodes out of me. Vivian is on her knees below me. My enema gushes over her, covering her sweaty naked breasts and body. It splatters over Ayame's naked cock and body too, and she doesn't seem to care. She revels in it.
"How shameful—I've made you so incontinent that you're not even man enough to not gush your enema all over your helpless little girlfriend. We might have to give you more intense anal training and punishment if you're such a bad girl that you can’t even hold in your enema."
She runs her nails down my exposed thighs and then reaches my bottom and tugs on the fat flesh. She spanks me once, twice, and then again and again. She spanks me until I’m moaning and sobbing right in front of my own girlfriend. She grabs Vivian's head and forces it to her cock. My girlfriend has no choice, she opens her mouth for the girl dominating both of us. Ayame's enormous cock forces in and out past her plump lips, still filthy with the juice and slime of their lovemaking. "Get him ready to be fucked, sweetie". She presses Ayame's face to my throbbing anus and forces her to lick there. I sob and tremble in shame but there's nothing I can do, and my body feels incredible. In a deep, shameful place inside of me, I love it.
"You're disgusting," Vivian sobs out, but she has no choice. Ayame forces her to lick and suck at my nubile, exposed asshole. Vivian's tongue teases around my anus, exploring deep up into its gaping depths, and she sucks at the edges of my tender sphincter with her plump, warm lips. And then Ayame plunges back into my needy, throbbing hole. Vivian sucks at Ayame’s cock as it pounds in and out of my hole and I throw my head back, sobbing and moaning in intense ecstasy.
I'm completely destroyed. I'm being fucked, cuckolded, and simply completely overwhelmed by a futanari schoolgirl. And there's nothing I can do about it. She defeated me too thoroughly. She bound me too expertly. All I can do is shake and tremble as her incredibly thick member plunges in and out of my throbbing, submissive hole.
My cock starts to throb and buck. Ayame shoves Vivian's face close in front of it. "Catch his cum, whore." She pounds into me hard—all the way up to her cock-base—and I explode. Cum erupts out of my violently throbbing dick. Vivian never let me get near her face with my cock or cum before, and I can see the disgust and revulsion and hatred for me in her eyes, but she has no choice now. Long, thick strings of my cum coat her face and fall into her mouth, Ayame making her keep it open.
Ayame kisses me passionately as I explode, making me hers. She laughs and smears the cum around Vivian's face and makes her eat gobs of it, making her suck it off of her fingers. "Being cuckqueaned by a futanari fucking your boyfriend in the bottom until he cums over your face. How shameful."
She's hard again immediately.
She throws Vivian onto the floor, on her back. Then she deftly undoes my bonds and throws me onto the floor, too. She presses me on top of my girlfriend, forcing her sweaty, sticky bodies together. Then she reaches back and presses her hand into my bottom; first three fingers, then four, then her thumb, then she sinks in past her knuckles. She's fisting me. She fists me and masturbates my cock until I’m throbbingly erect again, and then she pulls away.
"You're pathetic and disgusting," Vivian sobs to me.
"Fuck you," I moan back. "You fell to her too, you came on her cock and let her fuck your butt!"
"I had to, she ravished me!"
And then Vivian throws her head back in a long moan as Ayame forces my newly erect cock into throbbing pussy. Vivian feels so good, and warm, and tight. I bury my face against her shoulder and moan in ecstasy. Ayame squats over our naked bodies and presses into my exposed bottom, sinking her length all the way in.
She begins to pound in and out of us, fucking us, alternating between all of our holes with her enormous cock. Vivian and I are both quickly gaping and trembling against each other. Ayame presses her domineering cock into Vivian's pussy, too, dominating and pushing around my pathetic dick. We forcefully double-team my girlfriend, double penetrating her throbbing, tight pussy.
"Please, it's so fucking overwhelming! I'm not sure if I can take anymore! It feels so good, too good!" Vivian sobs out in ecstasy. She cums hard, her pussy spasming around both of our dicks, stretched to its limit. I'm right behind her, brought to violent ecstasy by Ayame fingering my gaping ass as we both fuck my girlfriend. Ayame pulls my cock free of Vivian's pussy and shoves it into her throbbing ass and I cum there, where I've never been allowed to explode before, filling Vivian with my shameful semen.
Ayame spanks me and roughly fingers and fists my butt. She presses her cock all the way into Vivian's throbbing pussy and then she explodes. Her girthy, futa cock floods thick streams of cum into my girlfriend's defenseless, aroused cunt.
We collapse into a moaning, throbbing, sweaty pile. Ayame forces us together, pressing us into a passionate, three-way, French kiss makeout session. We’re both so destroyed and hazy from our orgasms that we submissively go along with her kissing. We stay like that for a long time, Ayame still buried in Vivian's pussy, her hand still buried in my throbbing, straining bottom.
Finally, she tugs free and stands above us, rolling me onto my back disdainfully with a foot, so that we're both lying facing up to her. She speaks simply, as if it's the most obvious thing in the world. "You're both mine now. You belong to me. You're my toys and little sex slaves. You're both so fucking pathetic. But it's going to amuse me breaking you, training you, and pounding the fuck out of you."
"Get up," she commands. "You two need to wash off all that filth, and then get dressed up like pretty little sluts for me. You’re going to get fucked and used tonight, even harder than I’ve already used you."



Chapter Three: Interracial Ravishment


I'm too exhausted and destroyed to even think about resisting her. Vivian and I both stand up obediently before her. Ayame leads us outside into her fenced, forested-in backyard. She takes us to the outdoor shower that she washed me in, and fucked me in, earlier. Warm water gushes out of the shower head and slicks our bodies, giving our glistening skin a shimmering gleam in the afternoon sun.
"Wash yourself," Ayame commands.
We obey her. We pick up a bar of soap and trade it back and forth, rubbing it over each other's naked bodies until were covered in soapy slickness. It feels so shameful, doing something so intimate with my girlfriend in front of our captor. Ayame watches and luxuriously masturbates to the sight. We scrub, wash, and knead our bodies over each other until we’re clean and then we rinse off.
I should be resisting this, I think. She's just a schoolgirl. Find a way to fight back!
It's like Ayame can read my mind. "If you're even thinking about trying to fight or incapacitate me, you better not. I already uploaded the videos I took of me fucking you to my email. The email is set on a timer to send out to your friends and family—which I got out of your phone contacts, so don't doubt that I'm telling you the truth. If I don't cancel it every day, then it will send out to them and everyone will see your shame. Even if you manage to overpower me with that pathetic body, I'll never give up the password. So obey me or else."
"You're such a fucking bitch."
"Yeah, and you're such a fucking loser, aren't you?"
"What the fuck are you doing with us; why do we have to get dressed up?" Vivian asks.
"You're mine now, and I don't like my things to be useless. You two both seem pretty useless to me. So, I had to figure out something to use you for. I rented out all of your dirty, slutty holes to a very, very powerful man. I've met a lot of powerful men in the city, doing various things. But Xavier Ruckus is possibly the most… Potent and virile of all of them."
"You're going to whore us out? That wasn't part of the deal!" Vivian begs. "You can't fucking do this!"
"You seemed to love it when my cock was inside of you. And yes, that's exactly what I'm doing. I'm going to whore out your slut bodies. I'm going to use you like the whores you are."
The day passes in a shock. I'm going to be taken by another man. I'm going to watch another man fuck my girlfriend in front of me. I'm going to be cuckolded by a powerful black man and a futanari schoolgirl. Ayame dresses us up in very slutty, very skimpy, very revealing little outfits. I'm so feminine that it's impossible to tell any difference between me and Vivian wants we’re dressed up. I look exactly as much of a girl as she does. And she looks sexy and gorgeous.
We're dressed in shades of pink and teal and purple and Ayame puts us in little skirts that barely cover our bottoms. We both have on tight, long-sleeved tops. Then she slips us into shiny, six-inch heels. Vivian's are dark purple, mine are a virginal, girly pink. We're both wearing very skimpy, matching pink g-strings and bralettes. It's so humiliating being dressed up in the exact same way as my girlfriend and having her see it.
Ayame does our hair and makeup, too. I expect it to be garish but it's not. She makes it sexy, subtle, and elegant.
When we’re done Ayame commands us to sit obediently and wait. It almost gets boring, and that just seems like another punishment that she delights in inflicting.
But eventually, she lets us sleep—a nap before our newest degradation. Vivian and I doze off in each other's arms and our cute, slutty little outfits. When Ayame wakes us up again, it's dark outside.
Ayame drives a sleek, black, very expensive sports car. A gift from one of her wealthy, powerful friends in the city. She roars down the dirt road in it, not worrying about the suspension.
The car flies along the pavement, Ayame boldly and recklessly pressing the car’s speed. She so powerful, even driving—so in control. The city appears in the distance, its lights flickering like stars. And that it grows, and grows until we’re in the thundering thick of it. Ayame weaves through its streets still at great speed, and reaches an enormous, soaring, obsidian building. She spins the car into a parking garage underneath it and we get out.
The elevator takes us all the way to the top floor. Ayame has to put in a code at the bottom in order for it to be allowed to do it. The doors open on the most incredible, extravagant, lavish and luxurious penthouse that I've ever seen.
It's all black, gold, and ivory-white, with accents of dark oak. Expensive art and sculptures hang at tasteful intervals. The entire place speaks of luxury and power. We come into a living room with an elegant, futuristic fireplace and white couches.
Sitting opposite us is an enormous, hulking black man. Even through his clothes, I can see that his body is all twisted and rippling muscle. He's well over six feet tall. He's one of the largest men I've ever seen, and he looks like he's undoubtedly the strongest.
My cute little mouth and plump lips drop into a shocked “O” and I quickly snap it shut. I feel a twinge, an embarrassingly shameful twinge, somewhere deep inside my bottom. This is Xavier Ruckus.
He examines us both with calm, intense, piercing eyes. I feel appraised and objectified.
Struggle against him, fight back! You can't let another man fuck your girlfriend! — That would be so, unbearably shameful!
But I know it's hopeless. I feel like I stand no chance against this man. And I don't. Power radiates off of him; he's like some dark king from an ancient world. Potent, powerful—primordial.
Ayame, dressed in her own cute little skirt, top, and set of heels, walks over to him and sits on his lap. He takes out her cock and firmly, almost commandingly masturbates it, and she leans into him, throws her head back, and moans in deep, wonderful, relaxed pleasure.
"Get on your hands and knees. Arch your backs. Push your bottoms out and up as far as they can go — pop them out like good girls for me. Now crawl to me."
We do it all. I've never seen Vivian so submissive and obedient to a man before. She never came anywhere close to respecting and fearing me like she does this man.
We sit obediently before him. He examines us with dark, piercing eyes. I feel like he's able to look to the very core of me and then look through me. I tremble before this mighty, powerful man. He looks between us, choosing, and then settles on Vivian.
"Crawl over here, baby."
She obeys him. He reaches down and lifts her up by her hips and places her on his lap. Vivian is trembling in his arms. I can see up her tiny skirt. Her panties are soaking wet. His hands rove over her body, exploring and probing and massaging her. My cock gets throbbingly erect in my own little pink panties as I watch this powerful man claim my girlfriend in front of me.
Ayame reaches between Vivian’s legs and rubs her as Xavier, his hands on her hips, grinds her against the large bulge in his pants. Vivian gasps and trembles in pleasure.
I feel deeply ashamed but so aroused at the same time. I want to touch my throbbing cock but I'm too embarrassed to. Xavier seems to sense it. "On your knees, pull up that little skirt, and tug those panties to the side. I want to see your shameful, aroused little cock." I do it. "Now clasp your arms behind your back. All you get to do is watch while I take your sexy little girlfriend here and pound her like she needs."
Shame and anger flood through me but I obey him. I don't know why, but being defeated and humiliated by this man intensely turns me on. It all happens so quickly. He reaches down and tugs her sopping wet panties to the side.
"Tell me what you want, baby."
She's too turned on, too overwhelmed by his power. There's that primordial something about him that strips away the conventions imposed by modern society. "Take me, please take me," moans my girlfriend.
He massages and kneads and gropes her throbbing pussy, and then he presses deep into her. Vivian collapses against him sobbing with passionate moans as his length sinks deeper and deeper inside of her. He goes all the way to the base into her tender, soaking wet pussy. He goes far deeper than my pathetic cock could've ever reached. Vivian trembles and shakes. My cock throbs in shameful arousal. I'm so erect and turned on that pre-cum is dribbling out of the tip of my pathetic length.
He slowly, luxuriously tugs out of her and then presses back in. Ayame kisses and sucks on her neck and rubs her throbbing clit and her aroused breasts and puffy nipples. They both work my girlfriend right there in front of me, bringing her more intense pleasure than she could've ever imagined before. She cums almost immediately, but it doesn't stop, they just keep working her over.
Ayame walks to a drawer in the room and withdraws an enormous, purple vibrator. It has large, purple nubs all along its length to stimulate my bottom on its entry. She walks to me and makes me suck it and I obey. She makes me deep throat it until it's covered in my own spit and then she works it back and teases my nubile, throbbing ass hole with it.
Xavier continues to plunder my girlfriend as Ayame works me over, gropes me, and prepares to penetrate me. She presses the big purple cock to my throbbing gate, and then it breaches me. She flips the switch and vibrations thrum out inside of me, powering through my entire body. I moan and tremble desperately. It feels so good. She shoves the entire length of the dildo into me and then commands me to sit. I do it, pressing the base into the floor and keeping it buried in me.
Ayame goes back to Vivian and passionately kisses her as she gets fucked. It's too much for me to handle. The dark, wonderful combination of humiliation and intense anal pleasure. My cock explodes and cum gushes out of me as I watch my girlfriend get ravished in front of me. I cum from anal stimulation as I'm cuckolded. The nubs of the vibrator teasing and vibrating inside of me feels so good. The pleasure is so overwhelming that I can barely stand it. I sob in ecstasy.
Xavier lifts Vivian up and then lowers her back down again, pressing his cock into her tight, nubile asshole. Vivian never allowed me to penetrate her there, and now Ayame and Xavier have both taken her anus—both stretched her sphincter on their thick cock meat. Ayame presses into her just-fucked pussy. They double penetrate her and she quickly cums again—violently—on their cocks. Ayame alternates pressing into her pussy and then double anal penetrating her with Xavier. She sucks on her wet, spit-covered nipples and breasts as she does it. Vivian can't think, can't resist, she's completely overwhelmed by sensual, intense pleasure. She's reduced to nothing more than their sex toy.
The vibrations build up in me again along with the shame. I try to bite my lip and resist but I can't. I cum again, orgasm shamefully exploding through me. Ayame moans sweetly against Vivian and explodes in her pussy, filling her, now, with her and Xavier's semen.
I collapse in shame, blushing and shuddering. I'm left a wet sweaty pile on the floor.
Ayame is hard again almost immediately. She strides to me imperiously, lies down beside me, and pulls me up so that my back is laid over her stomach and breasts, she tugs the vibrator free and presses into me from behind with her enormous, throbbing, schoolgirl futanari cock. I moan and sob and writhe against her soft, curvaceous, domineering body.
Xavier lifts Vivian up and lays her down beside me, pressing her head against my throbbing, cum-covered cock. He makes her suck at my cock and lick at Ayame's is it pistons in and out of me. Vivian's tongue traces obediently around my straining anus, licking and sucking at my naughty hole as Ayame pistons in and out of it.
Xavier presses himself against my throbbing entrance and I sob in shock. But slowly my sphincter strains and expands as his cock presses into me. I've been double penetrated. Him and Ayame's throbbing, huge cocks are both buried inside of my anus—stretched absolutely taut and at its limit to accommodate them. I had no idea I could stretch that wide. I sob and buck and writhe but I can't get away.
It's so overwhelming. Her gorgeous, futa cock and his thick ebony one pressed tightly together and piston in and out of my sweaty, sloppy, slimy hole. Vivian sucks obediently and passionately up and down my body: my stomach, my thighs, my nipples, my neck, and my cock and sphincter. Xavier fingers her holes, making her moan in ecstasy.
I try to bite my lip, I try to resist, I try to not give in to something so degrading and embarrassing. I lose, again. Their thrusting becomes more and more powerful, more and more insistent. I explode in orgasm, cumming into my girlfriend's mouth as she obediently sucks me for them. I feel them twitch inside of me and explode—hot, thick cum fills my deepest places.
Vivian brings her mouth to mine, feeding me my own cum and passionately French kissing me. Ayame brings her lips to ours and we all passionately make out as they slowly stop pistoning in and out of me.
We lay there for a long time, all of our bodies intertwined, Vivian and I submissively letting Xavier and Ayame tongue us and make out with us.
I know I should resist this. I know I should try to keep fighting. But I'm just too exhausted and too filled with warm, wonderful pleasure. I feel transformed. It's hard to think about the regular world after something so strange and extraordinary happening. Xavier holds my pale form against his hard, ebony body, running his hands over my curves. It just feels right to be submissive to him. It feels right that Vivian and I should both belong to a man like this.
"You’re satisfied?" Ayame says sultrily.
"They were very, very slutty and sufficient. I love these beautiful, pale curves. I could fuck these fat, white booties all day."
"That could be arranged."
Maybe tomorrow I'll try to resist again. But for the night I collapse against Xavier and Ayame. I'm their slave. And my body loves it.
END



Transformed by a Futa
Defeated, Sissified, and Taken



Prologue


I was defeated, feminized, and shamefully anally ravished by my secret crush, a nubile futanari, Ayame Yamamoto. When I graduated college I went to teach English at a university in Japan. I was teaching a class of 18-year-olds. Ayame caused trouble from the first day, resisting me, mocking me, and throwing the class into disarray. I tried to control her, but she was incredibly clever and trounced me verbally every time.
Eventually, I decided enough was enough and resolved to confront her at her home and try to get her parents to discipline her. Ayame led me into a trap; it was only her there, alone. We got into a fight. We were nearly evenly matched—she's tall, athletic, and curvaceous; I've always had an embarrassingly feminine body. It was such a close fight.
I lost.
Ayame defeated me and ravished me, and I came passionately on her big futa cock.
And that was only the start of my humiliation. Ayame filmed my feminization and ravishment and threatened to reveal it to everyone I knew unless my beautiful girlfriend, Vivian, submitted to her as well.
I tried to tell her not to, but Vivian agreed. Ayame passionately dominated and took us both, cuckolding me and then shamefully ravishing me in front of my girlfriend.
Then she dressed us both up in slutty little outfits and tiny pink lingerie and took us to one of her paramours, Xavier Ruckus, a hulking black alpha male. He claimed both of us anally, he and Ayame double penetrated both of us in turn, and then they both came deep in Vivian's aroused, tight, soaking wet pussy. I was doubly cuckolded and anally ravished by another man, along with being double penetrated in my tight, fat, pale bottom.
I left the next day, Xavier and Ayame's cum still filling my bottom, but Vivian stayed behind. She was completely swept away and enamored with Xavier's enormous cock, powerful body, and equally forceful personality. Vivian had never given herself over to a man like that before. But now she's living submissively with Xavier as his nubile little sex pet. My girlfriend was stolen from me by a better, more virile, more powerful man. And she loved it.



Chapter 1


I spend the next week trying to go back to my normal life. I'm consumed with thoughts of revenge and plotting how to get back at Ayame. Each night I dream of her ravishing me, and I wake up throbbing with humiliating arousal and trying to fight the raw want for her cock and beautiful form.
I still have English class to teach every day, and Ayame still shows up and continues to mock me and disrupt the class. It's such a stupid battlefield—a chalky dilapidated classroom—but my ego rages at her lack of respect for me. Even worse, now she has our fight and passionate copulation to hold over my head. She constantly hints at it in her taunts.
"Ms. Parker — I mean Mr. Parker, sorry, my mistake — can I ask an anatomy and physiology question?"
"No."
"The question is, have you ever had anal sex? I'm wondering what it feels like — to be fucked in your bottom, that is."
"That's inappropriate."
"Oh, sorry, I didn't know. I figured it didn't hurt to ask." The class titters.
I start training at the gym every day that week, fuming and plotting my revenge. I run and lift weights — although I've never really been able to put any muscle mass on my upper body. Whenever I've exercised in the past, it's only seemed to make my bottom and thighs only more curvaceous, while the rest of me stays slim. But I'm desperate enough to try again, even if it's futile. I join a Krav Maga class and practice kicking and punching on the weight bag, too.
I was so close to beating Ayame last time, that I figure if I can get any advantage on her I'll be able to take her the next time we have a fight. Ayame gets bolder and bolder at the University, she even goes so far as to start grabbing me and groping me in the hallways when we pass, reaching out to squeeze my plump ample bottom, run a hand up my thigh, or down my back, or even grope my nipples from behind. I blush every time and don't know exactly how to resist her, because I'm afraid of calling attention to it, but I bide my time and continue to plot revenge.
At the end of the second week, I get my chance.
It's at the end of the sparring class I'm taking. We're in the main room of the gym. It's a nice building. It's polished wood with blue exercise mats laid out and it smells like sweat and hand chalk. Afternoon light filters in from the high windows all along the walls. The class is large — about 20 people, mostly students. The instructor, Miss Bentley, is a gorgeous, tall, dark-haired woman with intense eyes and a calm bearing.
Ayame walks into the gym, and my heart quickens. She's wearing a cute little outfit like usual. Black patent leather heels, white thigh-high stockings, a plaid skirt that just covers her large bottom, and a little blouse and blazer. Her hair falls in black tresses down to her breasts.
"Ayame, what a nice surprise!" Miss Bentley says. There's a warmth and connection between them that seems to go beyond instructor and student. Miss Bentley holds her hands out and Ayame takes them and then they embrace.
"Miss Bentley, it's so delightful to see you! I thought I'd stop by and maybe practice a little."
"That would be a delight! What a good learning experience for our new students." And then to us, "Ayame and I both train under the same master; she's very, very good. I think you're actually better than me, Ayame."
Ayame smiles. "Maybe someday we'll find out, Miss Bentley."
"Does anyone want to try sparring with Ayame?"
This is my chance and I'm eager to take it. Since it's in public, and in a class, I realize I'm not going to be able to go as far as I'd like — not nearly as far. But I'd still be delighted to humiliate Ayame, and it will be even more fun humiliating her in front of a group, even if I can't take it as far.
I raise my hand. "I'll give her a try."
"You're pretty new Hayley, I don't want to waste Ayame's time here — or put you up against someone who's going to completely outmatch you."
"I think I'll do fine."
"If you don't mind, Miss Bentley, I think it's always more fun to play when there some stakes are involved – and it makes the sparring more real, more like real life, which makes it better practice. Why don't we put something on this match? How about winner takes all?"
For some reason, Miss Bentley blushes. She pauses a moment and then speaks. "Well, what exactly does that mean?"
"Well, it means the winner gets to do whatever they want with the loser. I think that would be a great way to help us focus what we were sparring — if there are consequences, that is."
Miss Bentley swallows. The rest of the class nervously titters. I feel myself blushing but there's also a thrill of excitement that goes through me. Maybe I could really break down and humiliate Ayame right here. I'm cautious of course — I have some reservations. But I'm sure I can take her. She's just a girl after all. I was so close last time, and this time I'm going to go all out from the very beginning. I'm not going to hold anything back. Plus, I have two weeks of training now; last time I had none at all. As a beginner, I made a fair amount of progress in those two weeks, since I was starting from nothing at all.
"Well, if Hayley agrees, I guess…"
"Are you worried Miss — I mean Mister — Parker? I mean if you want to back out and not do it — if you're too scared to fight a girl or lose to a girl — then that's fine. Although I know most real men would be excited at the chance to get their hands on a defenseless girl like me with no holds barred."
"No, I'm not scared at all. This sounds like… An interesting thing to try."
"Well, perfect then. Um, I didn't bring any gym close, Miss Bentley. If it's okay with everyone, I'll just strip down and spar in my undergarments."
Miss Bentley blushes again and swallows, but nods her head. "That's… That's fine. Best to not fight in loose clothing that could injure one of you."
"Perfect," Ayame says sweetly.
She undoes her blouse and lets it and her blazer fall to the floor by the side of the mat, revealing a gorgeous, lacy little pink bra. She takes off her heels, and then undoes her skirt and lets it fall to the floor, revealing a minuscule, incredibly sexy pink micro bikini. Her gorgeous futanari cock — not yet hard — is just barely contained by the little pink triangle in the front. The back hardly covers any of her bottom. It's just a pink string that's swallowed by her fat, gorgeous ass.
Nervous laughter and blushes sweep through the class. Most people would only be willing to strip to their undergarments in the gym if they're wearing something relatively plain and conservative, but Ayame is purposely showing off—using it as a way to intimidate me even. I feel arousal flooding into me as I look on her gorgeous, exposed form, and I feel myself blushing. I grit my teeth angrily but I can't control it.
"Um, if you don't mind, Mr. Parker, I would be more comfortable if you stripped down, too," Ayame asks sweetly.
I glare at her angrily for just a moment, but then I shrug as if I don't care. Thankfully I don't have a full erection yet from staring at her gorgeous, practically naked body.
"Sure, if you're that nervous and uncomfortable, no problem at all."
She smiles at me sweetly and innocently. "I am, thank you so much."
I'm already barefoot. I pull off my shirt and then take off my little gym shorts as well. I'm only wearing tight white little underwear underneath. My big bottom hangs out of the bottom of them, only half covered. I blush, which makes me even more embarrassed, which makes me blush even more.
"Well, let's not stand on ceremony." Ayame steps into the center of the ring and spreads her gorgeous naked feet into a wide confident stance.
I approach her cautiously. I can already feel myself sweating from nerves. My heart is hammering in my chest. As come near her, her girly, flowery, lovely scent fills my nostrils and intoxicates me.
Ayame leaps forward and the fight begins. She strikes me with punches and kicks and we grab and grapple and spin around each other. We quickly crash into the mat, throwing knees and elbows and fists, both of us going all out trying to get the upper hand. She wraps her gorgeous fat thighs around my waist and squeezes them. That's one of my arms in a locked and twisted back painfully. I force her off and hit her hard in the stomach and she rolls away gasping.
She lands a kick in my stomach and dances away from me, but I recover quickly and throw myself into her, tackling her to the mat. It knocks the wind out of her and she lets out a pained, moaning gasp. I rain blows down on my nubile rival; I hit her as hard as I can—in the face, in the stomach, in the face again, and then back to her stomach. I rain blows down on her gorgeous curves; she tries to get her legs around me but I force them apart and strike her thighs. She rolls over, trying to get away and I grab her face and force it into the mat, then continuing raining blows into her soft, jiggly, ample, curvaceous body.
Rage and satisfaction and arousal flood through me.
And just like that, the fight's over. The nubile futanari is defeated underneath me. She collapses, moaning and broken. I twist her arms behind her back and force her into submission.
I got lucky, she got cocky, and I caught her off guard. Having her gorgeous body limp underneath me feels so good. I don't waste any time. I deliver a few hard blows for good measure, beating her into submission, then go and fetch the stockings she had stripped from herself by the side of the mat. I quickly return to her.
Miss Bentley and the class look on—eyes wide and mouth gaping—shocked to see Ayame lose control and be defeated by someone, finally. She tries to get back up when I step away but I drive a fist into her stomach when I get back to her and she collapses again. I twist her arms behind her back and bind them with one of the stockings. I wrap the other one around her arms and around her abdomen just underneath her breasts, keeping her arms pinned tightly and making sure she's immobilized.
"Guess you're the loser now," I breathe into her ear. Tears of shame are filling her eyes and she's trying not to sob.
"Fuck you!" She says, but it comes out as an actual sob.
"Winner takes all, that was the deal right?"
Miss Bentley only nods in shock.
"I think this little dirty girl needs a shower."
"Fuck you!"
“Do you want to quit the deal? I’ll let you.”
She looks at me petulantly and defiantly and then finally says, “No.”
I squat down over her and spank her fat jiggly bottom, rapid little slaps. And then I tear her little pink panties off of her and shamefully expose her. I stuff the sweaty micro-thong into her mouth, gagging her.
"You're kind of a dumb slut, aren't you? Is that all you can think to say? Well, losers don't get to talk anyway." All the hate and shame from our last encounter is flowing out of me, directed at her.
I stand, take her by the ankle and drag her naked, sweaty body across the gym, her wet skin sticking and squeaking on the polished wood. I get to the bathroom and she drags a little more easily over the wet tile. Most of the class follows after, fascinated by the lewd spectacle.
I drag her across the filthy bathroom floors to underneath one of the showers and flick it on, then pump soap over her wet body, slicking her gorgeous skin to make it look even more pleasing to me.
Some of the students take out phones but I say, "No pictures or videos." It’ll be a miracle if I don't get in some type of trouble for this, but I don't care at this point—I want revenge too badly.
I get to work quickly, worried that I'm somehow going to be interrupted.
"You're so sick, you're totally obsessed with me!" Ayame says.
"Yeah, and you're sick and obsessed with me too, aren't you? You're the one you started this, you stupid fucking slut."
I tug the panties free and press my hands into her mouth, and she sucks on them like the obedient loser that I made her.
I take her bra down to let her big, perfect breasts spill out. I trail a slimy, spit covered figure over her trembling pussy. "You don't want to back out of the deal, do you?"
She stares at me in angry, ashamed defiance. She bites her lip, but then says, again, "No!"
I rub her pussy, firmly massaging her with my palm. "Good girl."
I luxuriously rub my hands over her exposed holes. She obediently keeps her legs spread for me and pulled up—her knees by her head, exposing the backs of her thighs. Her lip trembles and she tries to fight it but she moans. Slowly I sink fingers into both of her holes, deeply. I press as far as they can go—up to the knuckles. I start with two per hole, then three, then four, and then my thumbs. She lets out trembling, sobbing moans.
"You fucking bastard!"
"Yeah, you can give it, but you can't take it—can you, you little slut? You don't like being defeated and broken down, do you, you little whore?"
I press on her holes harder and harder, spitting on her ass rim to keep her lubricated. Her taut holes strain around my knuckles. She gasps and sobs at the overwhelming intensity and then I slide all the way inside of her. Her holes close down around the other side of my knuckles and suck tight around my wrists. I’m double fisting my former bully, humiliating her for everyone to see. Her gorgeous, nubile futa cock is rock-hard and throbbing and as I press into her she explodes with orgasm. It rips through her body and she bucks underneath my rough ministrations.
Rope after rope of milky white, thick cum gushes out of her and splatters over her naked body. "Oh no, oh fuck," she moans in blissful ecstasy.
Her desperate arousal only eggs me on; I hunger to rip another orgasm from her nubile body. I sink past my wrists into her and then start moving in and out, pistoning in and out of her more and more rapidly and filling the dirty shower room with sloppy, lewd fuck sounds. I bend my mouth to her full, ample, futa breasts. I suck and bite her nipples and soft breast flesh, then move to her neck and suck there, and then I press my mouth to her warm lips.
She's too overwhelmed. She submissively gives into me, allowing me to kiss her and explore her warm mouth with my tongue as I fist fuck both of her holes. "You're just like my little hand puppet, aren't you? My little hand fuck-puppet doll. How shameful for you."
She opens her mouth to speak but she can't. Her legs spread even wider, and her back arches, pressing her bottom into the dirty, wet floor. She cums again—violently—sobbing and overwhelmed with ecstasy; more pre-cum and semen explode out of her, covering her already dirty body.
I can't wait any longer. Her holes are throbbing and convulsing and undulating around my hands but as soon as it subsides I pull free of her. I pull her bottom apart, spreading her and making her shamefully gape for everyone to see.
My cock is throbbing hard. I press into her mouth and she sucks it submissively, obediently. I force it into her, pressing it down the back of her throat. I make her deep throat me. I pound all the way in and out of her, shoving as much of my length down her throat as I can, and she gags and moans and sobs. Spittle trails out onto her chin and runs down onto her breasts in long strings.
When I can barely take anymore I pull out and then press—in one full stroke—into her gaping bottom. It's warm and still very tight around my thickness, and it feels incredible. I lay over her, pressing our curvaceous bodies together, and fuck her as hard as I can. She moans and cries openly in shocked ecstasy at the overwhelming intensity. Her lovely body bucks, writhes, and trembles violently underneath me. With one hand I hold her pale, elegant throat and with the other, I clamp the base of her throbbing cock to keep her from further ecstasy until I allow it.
I pound in and out of her with full, long strokes. Her butt throbs around my cock. I pull out of it and stick it into her gaping, warm pussy and fuck her there just as hard. She screams and sobs. Her pussy is soaking wet and trembling with pleasure around my cock. Her outer folds are puffy and aroused. Her body is drenched in sweat from the exertion and so is mine. It feels so good, us rubbing and pressing together as we copulate on the dirty shower floor.
I alternate between fucking her ass and her soaking wet pussy.
"Please," she sobs, "please let me cum, again I can't take anymore. It feels so good!"
“Admit you love it!”
"I fucking love it! Please let me cum! Oh fuck, I love it. It feels so fucking good!"
I bite and suck her neck and then press my lips to hers again to shut her up. I can feel her sexy futa cock trembling in my vice grip. She bucks and twists in arousal but my cock stays buried in her. She wraps her wet, lissome legs around me, welcoming me into her, desperate for orgasm. Finally, I feel myself about to explode.
I release her cock and orgasm rips through her. Yet more futa cum squirts from her throbbing, defeated cock. I'm buried in her ass and I pull out of it and press back into her pussy, and then I explode. I flood deep inside of her with my warm, hot, sticky semen. I fill her with my seed. She moans and sobs violently and passionately. I cover her mouth with one of my hands, choke her with the other, and kiss her neck to add to her pleasure.
Every one of her nerves, every modicum of her body, is throbbing with orgasm in her shameful defeat. She twists and trembles underneath me, barely able to handle the sensation, and then finally collapses and goes completely limp. I lay on top of her, pressing all of my weight into her and feeling her slick, sweaty, ample body underneath me as she sucks in desperate, heaving breaths, too exhausted to do anything else.
We lay like that for a very, very long time, our feminine voluptuous bodies pressed close, simply breathing together. Finally, I whisper into her ear a single word, "Loser." I press a firm kiss to her mouth, tasting her lips one last time and then pull out of her and move, shakily to my feet.
Ayame still can't get up — she's to fucked and exhausted from her defeat. I leave her to lay there shamefully on the dirty floor in a pool of her own cum. So many of her peers have seen her, and they stare on now in shock at her degradation and humiliation. Satisfaction floods through me.
I sit and look at her. "Do whatever you want with her, she can't stop you. She's mine— it's winner takes all, after all. Well, come on, what are you waiting for? All you have to do is step up and take her."
They’re hesitant at first, but they can't resist Ayame’s gorgeous, young, ample body. They want to taste her perfect curves and holes.
"No, it's so shameful!" Ayame begs.
"Do you want to back out of the deal? I’ll let you.”
She looks at me defiantly and furiously, bites her lip, and finally shakes her head, "No!"
One by one they go to her until a dozen are on her. They grope and squeeze and spank her ample curves. Fingers dip into all of her holes and she lays back and submissively accepts them. Girls finger her again and ride her futa cock until she submissively orgasms for them. Cocks fill all of her holes; she gets double than triple teamed. At one point she has seven cocks inside of her—three in her bottom, two in her pussy, and two in her mouth. Her hands and feet are used as fuck toys. She gets to defiled, face-fucked, and bukkaked by a dozen different cocks.
Even Ms. Bentley joins in, rubbing Ayame’s pussy and asshole, firmly stroking her cock, and passionately making out with her until Ayame explodes in orgasm yet again. Ayame's eyes roll back in her head her cheeks are flushed. Her mouth is gaping open stupidly — she's been fucked silly, her mind going completely blank. The group fucks her for over two hours there in the shower—pulling her and lifting her and using her in three dozen different positions. We all see and experience every inch of her young, nubile flesh.
She's left a gasping, bruised, sweating, trembling, puddle on the floor. Semen and spit trail out of every one of her holes. Her makeup — carefully done when she came in — has been smeared and mascara runs down her face. Lipstick is smeared around her lips. Her whole body is covered in semen, and several of the girls collected a huge amount off her body and made her eat and swallow it. She's submissively eaten a huge amount of cum. Her cock it has cum so many times and is so exhausted that she can't even get hard anymore. It lays pathetically limp while pre-come continues to drool out of it. Her ass and pussy gape wide open from how thoroughly she's been stretched and fucked.
And still, she's an incredibly gorgeous sight.
I watch her for a long, long time. Until everyone else has trailed out and left. Then I lean over her, groping and feeling her gorgeous body one last time. "Think about this the next time you try to challenge me," I breathe into her ear. I press my lips passionately to hers, then stand and walk out," leaving her in the filthy showers.



Chapter 2


I'm not an idiot. I go to university the next day incredibly cautious—I'm sure Ayame is going to make an attempt to overcome me again, I just don't know how or when. I even get a small can of pepper spray that evening and carry it with me. I don't want to let Ayame win again. I want to keep my upper hand. Nothing happens the first day though. I come in and Ayame's there, too—as bruised as me but seemingly in complete control of herself. She doesn't even blush, even though all her peers in her class either saw or know about her shameful defeat, ravishment, and gangbang. She sits as she usually does—as if she were the empress of the world.
I hate her for how composed she is—for the immense self-control she has—when I blush even from being mocked by her in class. I tell myself to not get distracted, to just keep my guard up against her. The days continue to pass normally, though, without Ayame getting a chance to get me alone and me purposefully avoiding her. But every night, I dream of Ayame roughly ravishing me. I wake up shamefully drenched in sweat, gasping with aroused breathes and, before my conscious mind can shut it down, yearning for her.
I don’t want to admit it to myself but my body craves more of the rough fucking she gave me.
The days drag by and life feels meaningless and empty. I make lesson plans. I teach class. Ayame still resists and makes trouble but compared to the intensity of our confrontations, her small rebellions in class seem practically boring.
I’m in love with this stupid, petulant, rebellious futanari girl. 
I push the thought out of my mind. Or I try to at least. Ayame keeps coming back to me. I see her in her cute little skirts and outfits every day. She wanders through my dreams every night and I wake up with her gorgeous, amber eyes haunting me.
This is insane. I can’t be in love with Ayame Yamamoto. She’s rude and cruel and she practically ruined my life. I realize that she still has photos and videos to blackmail me with if she wanted to. Some days I think that I wish that she would. Why isn’t she? 
I break down in increments. I had been trying to resist fantasizing about her but I can’t any longer. I start waking up from wet dreams over her fucking my ample, pale bottom. I have them every night. I start masturbating to Ayame—in my bed, in the shower, sometimes, shamefully, in the bathrooms of the university. I stroke my throbbing cock, thinking over her beautiful curves, enormous futanari dick, and cruel, dominant smile.
Thoughts of her make my body melt.
It almost seems like my body is changing, too. I look in the mirror and my embarrassingly big, womanly, feminine bottom seems to have only gotten plusher and bigger. My waist seems slimmer, too, and my thighs even more thick and ample than they were. My nipples are getting incredibly tender, too, and my chest almost seems puffy—as if I had dainty little breasts.
Two weeks after our fight in the gym I’m walking around behind the back side of the university. I think I’m actually hoping Ayame is going to spring some plan or trap. But instead, all of a sudden, she’s just there.
The gorgeous girl stands before me. She's in her regular cute little outfit—totally at odds with her regal demeanor—and leaning against the brick wall of the large administrative building we're behind. To our other side, a grassy field runs off into a patch of trees. She's sucking on a lollipop and tosses it aside when I come into view.
“Hey.”
“Hey yourself.”
“You’re a terrible teacher you know.”
“Yeah, and you’re a terrible student.”
“So what, do you want to fight me again?” Both of us still have fading bruises from our last encounter.
I open my mouth but it just hangs there, no words coming out. I can't think of what to say. And then I just blurt it out. "I'm in love with you. I…life is so boring without you. If I got rid of you or subdued you in class…everything would just be unbearably dull. You make the world fascinating."
I feel myself blushing.
Ayame considers me steadily with her deep, amber eyes. She steps to me gracefully, takes hold of me, and presses her lips to mine. We’re perfectly the same height. It’s so easy being kissed by her. I melt under her lips and she pulls me into her warm, voluptuous body hungrily. We start kissing harder, feeding on each other as if we’d been starving without this. Her girly, flowery scent fills me. We make lewd, wet slurping sounds in our passion.
She presses me to the wall and starts groping my tender, soft body. I throw my arms around her neck, holding onto her for support. She grabs my thick butt, tugs on it, and spanks it. She reaches through my shirt and pinches my budding breasts as she kisses me. I’m blushing profusely.
You can’t do this—you can’t willingly submit to a girl! a part of my mind screams. But I want her too badly. I can’t care enough about the voice to make this stop. I press my body to hers, wanting to be as close together as possible.
And then the bell tower rings and Ayame steps away. Time for classes. Time to go.
“You’re already changing from being fucked by me. When a futanari girl ravishes a submissive boy, her cum will start to have…effects on him.”
I swallow and blush even deeper. “I…”
“Don’t deny it. You know your body is changing. If you submit yourself to me again, your transformation will continue. You will become even more feminine. Your manhood will shrink. Eventually, you will become like me—dual form. But since you’re so submissive, you’ll be smaller than me. It will even be possible for you to be impregnated.”
“Why would you warn me?”
She shrugs. “I don’t know, honestly.”
And then she’s gone and I wander off to my own duties.
This week is the last one of university before a two-week spring break. That Friday, I go to a lingerie store, blushing. I buy several sets of the skimpiest, most revealing, sexiest lingerie they have, claiming several times that it's a present for my girlfriend. The shop lady doesn't seem to care either way. I get stockings, heels, a cute little black dress and black choker, and a makeup kit.
That Saturday, I return to Ayame's house outside the city. Once again the highways turn to smaller roads and eventually to the small dirt path that leads into the secluded forest village where she first lured me and ravished me.
I have on a very tiny set of pink lingerie, black stockings, black six-inch heels, the black choker, and the little black dress. I spent half the morning carefully applying a delicate, light layer of makeup. No one in the city or on the bus I took here even seemed to notice that I wasn’t completely a girl. I swallow. My heart is thundering in my chest. My skin has goosebumps. The smell of the verdant forest fills my nostrils. The only sound is birdsong. I’m carrying the rest of my clothes and accessories in a cute little pink backpack.
I lift up a trembling hand and knock on Ayame’s door. Nothing happens. Five minutes pass.
This is so stupid. What the hell am I doing here?
And then she opens the door. She’s gorgeous in the early afternoon sun. Her hair is messy and undone. She’s wearing a loose white t-shirt and boy-short panties. She looks at me and only says, “Why?”
“I…I don’t know.” And it’s the truth. I don’t know why I’m doing this beyond that fact that I’m simply in love with Ayame. “I think I’ve been in love with you since the first day I saw you in class. I think…I think I’ve always wanted to be submissive to someone, but I never admitted it, and that made me resist you even more. I…I want you to own me, possess me, fuck—”
And she cuts me off, tugging me forward by my wrist and pulling me into a passionate kiss.
“Shut the fuck up and take that cute little dress off.”
I drop the backpack inside her door, I lift the dress from the hem and tug it over my head. She grabs it, throws it outside, and closes the door. "You're not going to fucking need any more clothes than that cute, slutty little lingerie. You fucking know that you're staying here for the next two weeks, right?"
“Yes,” I say passionately. “That’s exactly what I fucking want.” She presses me back against the door and kisses me passionately, her hands groping my naked body and spanking my exposed bottom. It’s gotten really big and fat from being fed her futanari cum.
“Is this ass hungry? Does it want to swallow some long, thick, anaconda cock?”
“Yes.”
“You want me to feed this fat little booty more futanari cum?”
I’m blushing and I feel feverish with passion. “Oh, fuck yes Ayame!”
She bites and sucks my neck then returns to my lips. My legs are trembling so hard I can barely stand.
“I’m going to butt fuck you until you have a pussy. I’m going to turn you into a girl by fucking your submissive ass and filling you with my thick, futa cum. Do you understand that, slut? You’re going to be completely emasculated by me. Then I’m going to fucking claim that new pussy and impregnate you. I’m going to fill your virgin womb with my futanari seed and make you mine!”
She growls it in her sultry, sexy voice right up against my ear. The words tumble out of her in a passionate stream. She tears off her own clothes and is standing naked before me in moments, dominantly displaying her body without shame. Her big cock is throbbing because of me and she tugs my panties aside, letting my submissive dick pop out. She pushes my cock around with her bigger, dominant one, slapping and kneading my cock and balls with her heavy length.
She lifts me into her arms and I moan in excitement and wrap my arms around her neck—her little princess to be carried away and ravished. “I beat you all along—how shameful for you. Your submissive bottom had lost to me from the first time I fucked you. You just can’t resist the cravings for my cock, can you?”
“No, no I can’t. I fucking love it!” I nearly sob in ecstasy.
“Does this fat, pale, slutty ass crave my cock and cum? Is your asshole addicted to my cum?”
“Yes. My naughty, slut ass wants your cum inside of it so badly!”
“What a naughty, fat little bottom.”
She carries me through her house and out into her backyard. I don’t care who sees us now. It could be the whole world for how concerned I am with it. It feels like it’s been so long since Ayame has filled that want inside of me. I just want to be completed by her—by her cock in my bottom.
She tosses me down onto the lawn. It rained the night before and the ground has turned to mud. “I’m going to fuck you out here like the dirty, desperate fucking whore you are.” Mud stains my cute, pretty little pink panties and bra. I don’t care. I love the humiliation. I roll over onto my back and pull my pale thighs up and apart, leaving my tender target completely defenseless against her.
“I’m a dirty slut and I deserve to get punished by big, futa cock!”
She’s on me, hard. She tugs the little string of my panties aside and her warm mouth envelopes my anus, licking, sucking, and probing into it. She spins around so that her cock is in my face and I eagerly take it into my mouth and suck it, feeding on her powerful, virile member.
When we’ve mutually prepared ourselves for our passionate, filthy copulation she spins back around.
“Tell me that you love me.”
“I do. I love you! I love your cock, I love your body, I love how mean you are and how bold and how smart!”
"Little simpering bitch," she says and kisses me lovingly. She rolls her hips and shoves her cock deep into my soft, tight hole. I part for her and gasp sweetly into her warm mouth.
“Fuck you’re so big.”
“And you’re so warm and tight. I love being inside of you.”
She shoves all the way down to her base until her balls and pelves are pressing against my soft anus. Her gorgeous little thatch of pubic hair tickles the soft skin of my sphincter. I feel wet and warm and full. I love it. We passionately make out as we fuck. She's so good at using her dick. She fucks me fast and rough and hard—long full strokes where she pulls all the way out to the rim of her head then slams herself all the way back in.
My cute, fat bottom jiggles sluttishly each time she pounds into me. Her cock is so big that we can both see it pressing on the inside of my stomach. I feel like an absolute slut. I feel like her objectified little girlfriend. I love it.
She bites and sucks my neck, nipples, and burgeoning little breasts. My cheeks are red. I'm drenched in sweat. My body fills with a tension and warmth. My eyes roll back in my head and my back arches, submissively opening my bottom to her as far as I can.
I only last minutes before I anally-orgasm on the thick cock of my nubile, futanari lover.
She doesn’t stop fucking me. Her cock-endurance is so much better than mine. We fuck there, twisting and writhing and moaning like animals in the dirt until we’re both covered in wet mud—my lingerie and pale skin completely stained.
She pounds me until I orgasm again. Then again. Finally, on the third time, we cum together. I feel her flood my bottom with her semen and it pushes me to an intense, almost painfully wonderful ecstasy. We lay gasping and kissing and rubbing against each other in the mud, savoring our post orgasmic bliss. We lay there for a long time.
Finally, she gets up and tugs me after her by my hair, making me crawl on my hands and knees behind her like the pet I am. She pulls me over to her outdoor shower, flips the water on, and peels me out of my little lingerie. She presses my back against the shower wall, lifts one of my legs—revealing my tender asshole again—and enters me. I balance on my other lissome leg and wrap my arms around her neck. We fuck passionately in the shower like the young, hungry lovers that we are.
She rubs the puffy, swollen rim of my sphincter as she pounds me and it feels incredible. We both cum again. I collapse against her, her heaving breasts and stomach pressing into me and keeping me against the wall.
She covers my burning, pale skin in tender, loving kisses.
"I love you, I love you, I love you…" I gasp over and over again, and finally, she comes back up and gazes into my eyes.
“I love you. And you’re mine, now, forever.”



Chapter 3


For the next two weeks, I get fucked every day. Thoroughly. And for hours. Ayame is insatiable, but it seems like—the more she fucks me—the more insatiable and resilient my own body becomes. Strange, almost unnatural physical changes start to overcome me, too. By the end of the first week, my anus has been transformed in several ways. It’s stretchier. It's still just as tight as it was, and it's still just as overwhelming taking her big cock. In fact, if anything, it seems like all my sexual organs and my body entirely has become more sensitive— hornier and easy to arouse. But I can also take far, far bigger insertions than I ever would've thought possible.
On the fifth day, Ayame fists my bottom. Then she double fists it. She works both of her mean fists into my defenseless sphincter and deep up my rectum, then tugs them in and out, sometimes pulling them out and pushing them in alteration, and sometimes at the same time. I cum in minutes. It feels overwhelming and incredible.
On the sixth day, she fucks my butt with both her cock and a large cucumber. She makes me walk around with the cucumber stuffed up my bottom—all the way inside—for the rest of the day. It feels really good—like she’s impregnated my butt. I love the feeling of fullness within me, especially as I walk around. She has me expel it, then I sink my fat bottom down onto her cock and sit on her lap. We both eat the cucumber as a snack, her feeding it to me.
Every day my figure changes, too. My hips grow even wider. My bottom gets fatter, plumper, and rounder. My thighs grow ever ampler. I have little B-cup breasts by the end of the first week—enough to grope and play with. They're so sensitive that I nearly die each time she plays with them. And they're real too. Ayame even shamefully milks me. I end up lactating a lot.
“It’s because you’re so submissive, and in the presence of a dominant futa. It’s your body preparing in every way to be submissive to me.”
She milks me over the course of a day until she has a large jar, gives that to me as my enema, and then has me expel. She has me sit on her cock with my wet, milky bottom and we both drink my milk. We pass some of it back and forth between our mouths. It tastes incredible.
By the seventh day, I’ve noticed even stranger things happening. My butt gets wet when I get aroused—like a girl’s pussy. It produces its own lubricant which makes it all the easier for Ayame to fuck me. It’s all so humiliating—she loves reaching down and massaging my anus and teasing me about how easy it is to make me aroused.
My cock gets even smaller with each day until it seems to reach a settling point. It's so shamefully, embarrassingly small compared to her monster, anaconda dick.
“It’s because you’re going to be my little futa wife. Your body knows that you’re meant to get fucked in your bottom and your pussy—once you have it. You could never please women with that pathetic thing, anyway,” she whispers passionately in my ear as we lay in bed together one day.
It happens in the second week. One day I wake up and it’s just there.
My nubile, new pussy.
It’s puffy and wet and so aroused and sensitive that the feeling is almost overwhelming. I arch my back and cry out in the bed. Ayame wakes up and kisses me passionately as I moan in overwhelming ecstasy.
"Oh fuck, I have a pussy! You transformed me into a girl!" I moan.
“That’s right, baby. You can be impregnated, now. Now you can really be my little wife.”
We exchange wet, sloppy, passionate kisses, slobbering over each other. She cups the throbbing, virgin passion between my legs—gentle but sure—showing me that I belong to her and she owns my sweet new pussy.
I'm too sensitive to be fucked, yet, so we lie in bed and make out for a long, long time. Eventually, she steps up, takes my hand, and leads me to the shower. She turns the water on and covers me in soap, washing my naked, nubile curves. Then, ever so gently, she reaches down and starts to massage me there, between my legs. I moan and fall on her for support, her naked, heaving, sweaty breasts pressing against my back.
Her expert fingers deftly explore my swollen, nubile folds. She runs up and down and side to side, carefully avoiding my new clit—that orgasmic, throbbing spot. But I’m just too sensitive. Even with the gentlest stimulation, orgasm starts to build in me.
“Please…please, Mistress Ayame, may I cum from my new pussy?”
She sucks on my neck and then kisses me. “Hmmm, let me think about it.”
I moan, trembling against her.
"Please, it feels so good! You're so good at stroking it! Please, I don't think I can resist anymore!"
"Hmmm, well I could say ‘No' and punish you for being a naughty little futa and cumming without my permission. But…I love you. And I want to celebrate your new transformation. So, yes. Cum for me, my little slut."
She wraps her free arm around me, just under my breasts, holding me tight against her and supporting my trembling body. Her deft hands keep working—up and down my folds. And then she moves to that spot, massaging it now with her firm, dominant palm. It feels so good—I feel like my mind is melting. I fall back against her, sobbing in ecstasy.
I orgasm on the hand of my dominant futanari lover.
My legs go out completely and she lifts me into her arms—like a knight carrying a princess. We make out for a long time in the shower, wet slurping sounds and womanly moans filling the room.
She brings me back to the bed and I suck her cock passionately to thank her for my orgasm.
The next day, my new pussy is ready for her. She gazes into my eyes and—slowly, surely, confidently—she takes my virginity. Her cock is just as overwhelming in my pussy as it is in my bottom. It feels so good. She has to go very slow at first, but she builds her speed as she stretches me. My pussy is soaking wet and throbbing.
I cum on her cock once—back arched, legs spread wide, toes curling.
Then we lay together, her cock still buried inside of me, waiting for me to be ready again. I feel so sensitive after orgasming. She waits a long time.
“Are you ready for more?”
I bite my lip and nod. “Yes, Mistress Ayame. Please keep fucking my virgin pussy!”
She starts again, moving in and out of me with long, full strokes of her girthy cock. She sinks all the way to the hilt, her balls slapping against my anus with every stroke. I orgasm four more times before she’s done with me, but finally—both of us drenched in sweat, chests heaving, bodies undulating together—I feel her cock spasm and swell even greater within me. Her hot, bountiful futanari cum floods my virgin womb and I sob in my greatest ecstasy yet.
Her hands dominantly massage and grope me as we cum together.
We both gasp out, “I love you!” in unison.
Each day after that she takes both my pussy and my ass, filling both of them with her dominant futanari seed. My breasts swell up even more and grow heavy—forming into gorgeous, ripe C-cups. I have a lovely, full, soft, curvaceous hourglass figure. My bottom is fat and very full. My thighs ample. My waist slim and the rest of me lovely and dainty. I’ve become a perfect, beautiful young woman.
And that’s how I’m transformed, and my new life is started. Ayame proposes to me and I say yes. She makes me her bride. We’re married in a small ceremony with family and friends. Everyone who knows me is completely shocked and embarrassed by my feminization, but they all go along with it and no one objects.
Ayame quickly impregnates me with her virile seed. My stomach is swollen out now and my breasts are ripe and producing even more milk. She still fucks my impregnated body every day, hard. She takes my pussy and my bottom and I love it. I still teach at the university, as Ms. Hayley Yamamoto now. I wear blazers and blouses, very tiny plaid skirts, thigh high stockings, and heels. I love how people stare at my lascivious body when I’m out. Sometimes Ayame even ravishes me in public, where people can see. Sometimes she’ll buttfuck me in the gym showers. It’s so dirty. So naughty. So wonderful.
I was defeated, transformed, and ravished by my futanari rival. And I love it. I’m in love with Ayame Yamamoto. And the perfect thing? She’s in love with me, too.
END
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