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CATCALLED




CHAPTER 1

I know I shouldn't have snooped around Mrs. Kester’s closet, but on that day, it had felt like exactly the right thing to do.

Imagine this: having a 3,500-square-foot suburban house all to yourself with nothing to do for three whole weeks except keep an adorable (but bratty) chihuahua company. That’s the kind of predicament I was in. I was a college student on summer break being paid to sit inside all day and take care of Mr. and Mrs. Kester’s chihuahua (endearingly named 'Belle') while they went on this luxury Caribbean cruise. Don’t get me wrong, it was a sweet gig — but Netflix and a fully stocked refrigerator could keep a 22-year-old guy entertained for only so long.

So that’s how I ended up in Mrs. Kester’s closet, wearing her clothes and happily jacking it in practically every room of the house.

Mrs. Kester was the hot younger wife of the balding, not-so-young Mr. Kester, and she had a massive closet filled with fun things. It wasn’t so much a closet as it was a dressing room – complete with mirrored closet doors, a faux animal skin rug and even a chandelier. There were stockings, garter belts, skimpy lacy panties, minidresses, bikinis, shoes…so many shoes. I think her shoe collection was only rivalled by her collection of handbags, which were all displayed on very high shelves and came in every single shade and color.

For a sissy like me, it was everything you could ever need or imagine. I felt like Neil Armstrong landing for the first time on the moon, like I’d been dropped on a whole other extraterrestrial world full of amazing things to explore.

Of course I was mortified about what I was doing at first. Like what if the Kesters found out what I’d been up to? I’d be dead.

But I realized that could never happen, not if I could be smart about it and hand wash each and every item I wore to remove every trace of me and to minimize the risk of inadvertently destroying any of them.

I wasn’t worried about security cameras or anything like that either. Mrs. Kester had a straight face when she told me they hadn't gotten around to installing their home security system yet.

I mean, she was practically inviting me to jack off in her home.

It had felt incredibly naughty on the first day, sneaking around that dressing room going through a woman’s things and trying them out. They all smelled so divine and ‘womanly’ – that faint, delicate scent that always reminded me of soft skin and sunshine and flowers. It was also incredibly arousing. Knowing that I was wearing the same thong that Mrs. Kester had worn, the same fabric that had had the pleasure of soaking up her sweet pussy juices dozens of times. I donned her stockings and high heels and masturbated guiltlessly in that dressing room, and it really felt like heaven. Over the days I got even more adventurous and did it in the bedroom, den, kitchen, and even their home gym, ‘graduating’ onto wearing Mrs. Kester's robes and dresses and makeup as well. 

But, sadly, I found myself on a Saturday morning dressed in women's clothes, bored yet again.

I needed a new thrill.

There I was, lounging around in a hot little minidress, high heels and cherry pink lipstick and it was about time to take Belle on her walk. That's when I had my 'aha' moment.

I could go out like this...

A rush went through my spine at the thought of actually walking outside and having strangers see me as a hot girl.  

No one really knew me in this part of the neighborhood.

And I mean, who would recognize me? I'd just wear some shades and even if I bumped into someone I knew, they'd be none the wiser.

I studied myself in one of the huge mirrors in the master bedroom. I definitely looked like a girl. It helped that I was a fairly skinny guy who had a fairly nice butt. My clitty was thankfully tiny, and it was camouflaged by the patterns of the fabric. But I didn't like how short my hair was. Sure, it was longer than most, and a very light blond that came down in wisps and waves. Yet, there had to be something I could do to give it a little oomph...

“Mrs. Kester must have a hairpiece or wig somewhere around here,” I muttered to myself. 

I rummaged through her closets, trying to see if there was anything I could work with. She had tons of boxes lying around with all sorts of knick knacks stuffed inside them, everything from belts to perfumes to scarfs, but there were no wigs to be seen. 

I was just about to give up on my search when I struck gold hunting inside the many drawers of her makeup vanity. Crammed into the very bottom, next to a huge jewelry box, were some pieces of fake golden-blonde hair, sealed to perfection in little plastic pockets. 

The hair was packaged in slim, wavy strands and were attached to little clips. 

I was itching to have all that beautiful blonde hair on my head. But that meant I had to break the seal. 

For a moment, I saw Mr. Kester's bald head and angry face as he shook me and accused me of stealing things from his wife. I shivered. 

But...

Surely they wouldn't notice. Mrs. Kester was spoiled to death and she had enough stuff to her name that she'd probably think she'd misplaced them or something. In any case, Mr. Kester was wealthy enough to buy her hundreds of extensions to replace this ‘lost’ one. 

My fingers lingered over the seal for only a split second before I tore them open.

I spent an hour styling my hair with them, figuring out how to wiggle those clips into my roots in a way that wasn't noticeable but still gave me the right amount of volume. Once I was done I stared at the mirror. My new hair was a little shaggy, but still cute. I looked cute. 

“C’mon, Belle, we’re going on an adventure!” I called as I tossed away the empty packaging.

I went to the kitchen, where Belle greeted me with a fierce scowl and barked. She was probably wondering who this new stranger was, blatantly invading her space.

I packed up some watermelon and plenty of water, plus some poop bags. Then I scooped Belle up and slipped on her pink tutu body harness. Damn, she looked cute.

I figured we could walk to the nearby park, spend a couple of hours there, and then come back to the house. Nothing too dramatic.

What could go wrong with that?

With my bag and Belle in tow, I took a deep breath and unlocked the front door.

And stepped outside for the first time dressed as a girl.


CHAPTER 2

It was hot as hell. My armpits were already damp a minute into the walk. But with my identity safely covered by one of Mrs. Kester’s designer shades, I had all the confidence in the world. I strutted in my high heels as a few cars whizzed by, enjoying the way they all slowed down just a bit at the sight of me.

I decided to take an alternative route to the park that was lined with some majestic oaks, figuring some shade would do me and Belle good. The slight, cool breeze from the rustling treetops felt amazing, and finally I was completely relaxed.

I really felt like a hot chick taking her chihuahua for a walk, my own sass matched only by Belle’s cocky little strut.

Five minutes into our journey, I spotted a construction site a couple of houses away down the street. It looked like some major renovating was taking place, the sounds of drills and hammers and the sandy scent of dust filling the air.

A couple of workmen were huddled outside laughing and chatting while having a smoke, all looking gloriously tan and muscular. The sweat on their arms glistened deliciously in the summer sun, and their jeans were stretched tight across their butts and discolored from wear. They were built like giants, definitely around 6’4” or thereabouts, and their big, rough hands looked menacing and just so masculine. I tried my best to be inconspicuous and admire their bodies through my shades.  

“Damn! Nice ass.”

“Where you going, cutie?”

I froze.

“Mmm looking like a snack in this heat.”

“What’s your name, pretty baby?”

Did I just get...catcalled?

I spun around to see the workmen hooting and whistling in my direction.

“Gross! I’m not your baby!” I said crossly, surprising myself because my voice had come out exactly like a young woman’s — high-pitched and snappy.

Now it was the men’s turn to freeze up; they hadn’t expected me to respond.

“It was just a compliment girlie,” one of them piped up. He had a wolfish face with thick, wiry eyebrows and a salt-and-pepper goatee that made his chin and jaw appear even sharper. A slow smile crept across his face as he spit into the sidewalk, his eyes never breaking contact. He was practically drooling at the sight of me. “Bitch needs to learn how to take a fucking compliment,” he added.

Heat rose up my cheeks and beads of sweat sprung from my forehead, pooling at my temples. I was shaken up by the fact that this guy was talking about me as if I was invisible. But at the same time, the power he was holding over me was making me weak. The man wasn’t cute at all — just big and very bitter. And yet, the way he was staring at me like I was a piece of meat was kind of sexy.

I decided to have a little fun with them.

“I don’t need your lame ass compliments,” I snapped. “Do those pick-up lines ever work? Thought so…bunch of assholes.”

Belle went crazy, yapping at my heels. Very deliberately, I bent down and scooped her up, knowing they’d be enjoying another view of my pert ass. A hot tingle flared through me at the thought of all these burly men straining to get a peek of my pink lace underwear.

“I bet you have a tight little asshole,” another of the workmen volunteered. He had greasy hair and beady eyes.

“Dang. You look all cute when you fired up,” said another. He was black and definitely the most handsome out of the lot — burly arms, dark chocolate skin, a cute smile with great teeth. His pecs, insanely cut and defined, extended out of his shirt like two big humps. He was a beast.

“So what if I do?” I said. “I don’t think any of you could satisfy a real woman. I bet you all have tiny little dicks!”

The black guy guffawed like this was the funniest joke he’d ever heard. My eyes slowly fell down to his pants. I blushed. They were hiding a massive bulge. I could only imagine how big his cock was.

“You’re treading on some dangerous territory here, girl,” Wolfman said, sneering at me. “Don’t make us prove our worth. It could be a big mistake.” He dropped his cigarette butt and stomped on it.

“I’ll show you a good time,” the cute black guy offered. “My dick never disappoints. Trust me, it’s thick as hell, as thick as that pretty ass of yours. What’s your dog’s name?" He was smiling good-naturedly.

“Belle,” I said in a sweet, dainty voice.

“He real cute. Not as cute as his owner, though,” he chuckled. “What’s his owner’s name?”

"It’s a she. And it’s…Mandy,” I said.

“See, that’s a sweet name. I’m Tucker,” Tucker said. “Mandy, check this out, I ain’t got no small dick,” He gripped his privates with his massive hands and grinned at me. “This can love you all night if that’s what you want.”

“Oh yeah? Prove it,” I said fiercely. “Men can talk a good game but they never deliver. Speaking from experience.” I raised an eyebrow at them.

“Shift ends at 8. Tell me where you want me to be and I’ll be there,” he said seriously.

“What about us?” the guy with the greasy hair muttered. Wolfman was glaring at Tucker with envious eyes.

“It’s your lucky day, gentlemen,” I said seductively. “I’ve got plenty to share.”

The men hooted.

I stood on my toes, balancing on my heels and whispered the street name and house number of Mr. and Mrs. Kester in Tucker’s ears.

“You’re gonna regret this, pretty baby,” he whispered back. “Don’t think you’ll be able to walk after we’re done with you…”

“Sayonara, losers,” I said, before spinning around and heading towards the park, Belle in my arms.

"See you at 8! " Tucker yelled.

I didn’t turn back.


CHAPTER 3

The piercing trill of my phone shook me out of my evening slumber. I wiped away the dribble spilling out the corner of my mouth and fumbled for the phone in one of my pockets, startling Belle who had been all cozied up on my lap. I had a mini heart attack when I saw the time illuminated on the screen.

I’d overslept after coming back from the park and it was now dangerously close to eight. And here I was, still in my boy clothes, wig-free, looking ugly as hell.

“Mason!” Mr. Kester’s voice boomed when I finally clicked on the green button. “Everything okay?”

“Yes, I’m sorry, we were just having a nap,” I said, trying my best to mask the jitters in my voice.

For one horrified moment, I imagined Mr. Kester had called to say they were returning unexpectedly early from the cruise and would be home any minute now. How could I even explain the three burly strangers that would soon be turning up at their house? I was going to be screwed either way. But then I heard the deep rolling sounds of the ocean and the howl of the winds and relaxed into the couch.

I was safe…for now.

“I miss my little Belle!” Mrs. Kester’s voice cooed in my ear. “Put me on speakerphone, please, Mason.”

Belle and Mrs. Kester yapped excitedly at each other for a few minutes. Then she said, “Don’t forget, there’s some homemade pizza in the freezer. And low-fat ice-cream. Help yourself to all the chips you want from the pantry, too! Mason, we just wanted to make it clear we wouldn’t mind if you had a friend or two over, okay? We can understand you’d be a bit lonely in a big old house like ours.”

“That’s so sweet of you, Mrs. Kester.”

Once she finally hung up, I fed Belle, grabbed an energy drink, and raced to the master bedroom. The minutes were rushing by, and soon I had both sugar and adrenaline surging inside me.

I had a shower, shaved, and got dressed in a short skirt and tie-dye crop top that revealed my belly button. But as I put on my makeup and clipped on the hair extensions once again, the excitement I’d building up at the thought of three sweaty dudes fucking me senseless was getting replaced by a growing sense of dread.

What the fuck had I done?

I'd invited a bunch of catcallers I didn’t even know into Mr. and Mrs. Kester’s property. And — this was the part that made me squeamish — they were also all operating under the assumption I was a woman.

I didn’t dare to imagine what they could be capable of doing once they found out I was nothing but a sissy boy who'd been lusting after some dick.

I’d been reckless and put myself in danger. And I'd opened up the Kesters to possible danger, too. Like, what if these guys came in and stole something? I'd be the one responsible at the end of the day. Before I spiralled into a panic attack, I took a few deep breaths and told myself I got this.

I was assuming way too much about these men.

I had to play it smart.

I had one big thing going for me: my sweet, feminine looks, which they'd obviously lusted over. If there was one thing I knew about ‘typical’ men, it was they went weak at the knees when confronted by a pretty face.

Makeup and hair done, I put the pizza in the oven, plopped on the couch and downed the rest of the energy drink. It was now past 8:30 p.m. and there was no sign of anyone.

Maybe I’d just worked myself up over nothing.

Of course they were never going to come...


CHAPTER 4

I was wrong. The catcallers did come around, more than two hours later. When the doorbell rang, I set aside my half-eaten pizza and mustered all my courage and went to answer the door. My heart was beating out of my chest and my palms were slippery with sweat.

Tucker, Wolfman, and the greasy dude were standing there, their faces washed out by the porch lights. Gone were their dirty flannels and work jeans; they had been replaced by shorts and T-shirts. They seemed freshly showered, smelling of mint soap and...was that a hint of cologne?

“Your parents aren’t home?” Tucker was smiling widely at me, and it almost made me melt. Fuck, he looked sexy.

“Uh...yeah, they went out for a bit,” I said, letting them inside. “They'll be back soon though. So we gotta be quick.”

“You have a nice place here,” Wolfman said, taking in the over-the-top decor of the entryway.

I laughed, taking them to the den. Belle came running up to poke her nose into who these new visitors were, barking her little head off. Tucker picked her up and gave her cuddles and showered her with good girl compliments, and she was soon taken in by his animated display of affection.

I silently let out the breath I'd been holding in for a long time. They didn't seem to be psychopaths or burglars or any of the worst-case scenarios I'd been expecting.

But still, I had to play it safe.

I went to the kitchen to grab some beers. 

“Hey, pretty baby,” I heard a voice from behind and two strong arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me back. The clean scent of his skin coupled with a faint smell of cigarettes was intoxicating. Tucker was kissing the side of my neck, his lips moving slowly and sensually, his warm breath tickling the tiny hair follicles on my shoulder. My butt was grinding up against his hard-on, which was thick and hard and felt as massive as an elephant's trunk. All I could do was moan.

He spun me around, and I gazed at the pure lust in his dark eyes.

“You ever had a big black cock inside you before?”

I shook my head and bit my lip.

This was my chance.

“Wanna know a secret?” I whispered seductively. I took his hand and guided it up my skirt, knowing he would feel my tiny bulge. “I have a little secret…”

Tucker’s eyes grew wide as if he was in disbelief. Then, just as quickly, they softened and relaxed. "That’s sexy. You got a baby carrot in there, Mandy?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded, biting my lip again, looking all vulnerable. “But I need you to protect me. I’d love to have you all fuck me, but I need you to make sure your friends would be into it.”

Tucker nodded. “Anything for you, pretty baby. Stay right here, I’ll be right back.”

I waited with my arms crossed, counting the seconds under my breath. After a minute he returned, a satisfied grin on his face.

“They're gonna love you,” he said. “But you know how it goes, right? I need to claim you first.” He bent down and kissed me again. This time, I let out a loud moan and lifted my arms over his hunky shoulders, his coarse curly hair scratching my fingertips. His tongue found mine and I got lost in the sensations and the musky, smokey-sweet taste of his saliva. The urges I felt were becoming overwhelming. More than anything, it was the contrast of us that did me in — he was a real man, while I was just a small, girly sissy boy. I was no match for him.

He lifted me up as if I was a ball of cotton and carried me in his arms to the den. I was giggling. The guys had settled in — they were drinking and smoking weed, and rock music thumped from the stereo. When they saw me they hooted and clapped as if I was making some kind of grand entrance.

I was finally relaxed enough to be horny.

Tucker put me down and sat down on the couch, a devilish twinkle in his eyes. I got on my knees as he removed his shorts and a gigantic black cock sprang to life. It reminded me of a snake, an anaconda or something. It really did look like it was alive, it was throbbing and pulsing like it was about to attack. His pubic hair was trimmed, showing off tiny black curls cropped up in neat rows. His balls were massive, the skin was so stretched and wrinkled from their sheer weight.

“Fuck...” I murmured. “I don't think I've seen anything this huge.”

“You think you can handle it, pretty boy?”

In response, I bent down and took in his head in my lipsticked mouth, and swallowed several more inches. He clutched my hair and groaned, the clips of my hair extensions stinging me as they were pulled taut. The pain momentarily distracted me from gagging as the humongous cock strained to enter my throat.

“You look so pretty like that, baby, with my fat cock in your slutty white mouth,” Tucker grunted. “Oh yeah...just like that. Come on now, you can take more of it, I know it. Just relax...”

He was pumping as much of it as he could inside my mouth, and I tried my best not to gag or choke. I had to use my hands too because there was no way in hell I could swallow the entire thing. His groans became steadier and more desperate, and my saliva was dribbling out of my mouth and spilling onto his thighs and the cushion below.  The loud music pounded in my ears and I gagged and chortled and yet I didn't give up. The way Tucker was losing control and becoming more aggressive was already making me leak in my panties. And the way he kept egging me on and calling me pretty was giving me an insane high.

Wolfman and the greasy dude (if I was being honest, he didn't look too greasy then, but I had no idea what his name was) had both removed their shorts and were jacking off at the sight of me servicing Tucker. Wolfman's intense stare were like daggers on me — it looked like he wanted to eat me alive.

I gave a small wink to Tucker before switching over to Wolfman's cock. It was bigger than I would've guessed and quite hairy, not as big as Tucker's of course but still mighty. His callused hands were on my cheeks and he let out a frantic whimper once I licked the tip. He was a whole different beast — I could see I was nothing but a hole for him to use for his carnal pleasure and that honestly made me feel like the sluttiest sissy boy alive.

I slowly licked and ran my tongue up and down his shaft and balls, teasing enough for him to go crazy, and then sucking with all my energy, stopping just milliseconds before he was about to explode.

Several minutes later I was being face fucked by all three of them. My top was off and I was just in my tiny lace bra and the miniskirt, my mouth sore and face stained with precum and makeup. Some of my extensions had fallen off but I didn’t even care. My baby clit was frozen and wet inside my panties,  and I was crazy aroused at being slapped and beaten with three beautiful cocks and really at the point of no return. They could've told me to fuck myself with a tree trunk and I would've happily done it.

I could soon tell they were all itching to get a piece of my ass. Their dicks were literally twitching for more.

Wolfman made the first move, his beady eyes darting hungrily to my skirt.

“You want this big thick dick in your little asshole, don’t you, sissy boy?” he snarled. “Tell me how much you want my dick, you cock-sucking slut."

"I need your cock in my ass," I begged. "I'm such a dirty sissy faggot. I need all your cocks to destroy my ass."


CHAPTER 5

The best part about fucking not one, but three construction workers, were that things got downright dirty and messy but they loved it.

After my little confession, I was carried to the kitchen island and their rough hands began exploring up my skirt. Tucker was talking dirty to me as he fondled and massaged my leaking clit, which was just about as big as his pinky finger. Each touch was filled with his manly lust and were setting off literal fireworks in my brain. I spread my shaved legs even wider for him, letting those gigantic hands caress my soft thighs and slip inside the fabric of my panties to get a feel of me. I could see he loved my tiny clitty. I had never felt sexier and more feminine in my life.

“Oh god, that feels too good...” I moaned.

My body was on fire, and every inch of my groin was getting more sensitive with each passing second. I was quickly ushered by the men onto my stomach, one of my legs made to stretch across the cold limestone counter and the other dangling to the floor. I lay there trying to balance myself on one foot. My erect clit was squished on the hard tile, causing it to shrivel up, while my pale little butt was exposed and finally ready to be violated.

They took turns spanking my cheeks, the contact from their leathery palms feeling like whips on my tender flesh. I whimpered and moaned. I could only imagine how red and raw my skin had to be from the impact.

“Mmm...look at that bubble butt,” Tucker said in an admiring tone, spreading my ass cheeks apart to take a good look at my opening.

“Aw fuck! That hurt!” I screamed.

Tucker had slipped one of his fat fingers in, and I'd clenched my hole shut from the pain. I gritted my teeth and forced myself to breathe and relax. If this was what it felt like to have him finger fuck me, what the hell was his mammoth cock going to feel like? Even though I was bracing for more pain, a shiver of excitement ran down my spine. This was exactly what I needed.

A slobbery wet tongue suddenly made contact with my butt and glided in circles around my asshole, pressing into my taint and suckling on the region with gentle pressure. All my sensations went on overdrive and I just couldn't stop whimpering. The tongue ended up breaching my entryway and swished around inside my anus, lubricating my parched inner skin.

“You like that, little sissy boy?”

To my surprise, it was Wolfman who had spoken. He grabbed onto my butt, slapping it hard before he rimmed me again. The feeling of his slimy tongue inside me was nothing short of incredible — it was like I was weightless and swimming inside a deep ocean, or orgasming without actually having an orgasm. I was totally helpless.

“Ooooh yeah...eat my dirty booty,” I pleaded.

Tucker then approached me from one side of the island, his huge black sausage pulsating in his fingers. I licked off his precum happily before he pushed his dick firmly down my throat. His face was all contorted from the pleasure, and he groaned and grunted while I forced my jaw wide open and sucked him the best I could.

I felt a warm, meaty cock slap against my crack. Wolfman had devoured my little asshole for what felt like eons, and now he was preparing to slide his rock-hard phallus in and violate me. This time, though, when the wet tip of his penis penetrated my anal sphincter, I was ready. I gasped as my hole was stretched tight and the stinging pain gave way to intense pleasure. My clit was drooling, my nectar spilling and staining the beige countertop.

There are no words to describe the pure ecstasy I'd felt at that moment — I was being pummelled into my backside so aggressively by the man who had so bitterly catcalled me just hours earlier and called me a bitch. More than that, the fact that I was satisfying his most taboo fantasy of fucking a sissy slut made me feel fucking amazing. The cherry on top was being fucked in the face at the same time.

Wolfman increased his pumping speed and I just shimmied my butt back and forth, back and forth to his natural rhythm. His nails clawed into my skin and scratched at my hair, explored the front of my chest, touching my nipples which were so puffy and sore.

“Unnnnggghhh!” a loud grunt came from behind and this wet warmth filled me. For a second I was numb with shock, and then I realized what had happened.

Wolfman’s seed was actually inside me.

His sperm was swimming in there — if only I was a girl and this was my pussy I'd be hopelessly pregnant with his baby.

The thought was insanely hot.

I didn’t have much time to relish in that fantasy because Greasy Dude was next in line to fuck my ass. His drilling had a more staccato feel to it, a kind of admirable precision that made me feel like I was getting fucked by a machine rather than a man. His own milk was mixing in with Wolfman's and that was so utterly filthy but I just wanted more of it. I wanted my asshole to be filled with the cum of other men and have it fester there for years to come.

“Fuck yeah, bitch. I’m gonna destroy you. Fucking whore. Open up that sissy cunt…” he yelled in between desperate moans. 

Greasy Dude erupted like a volcano in me, his sperm all hot and fired up inside my ass. Cum was now dripping out of me, and yet I wanted even more, so much more.

I was becoming a true cum dump.

And then finally it was Tucker's turn.

“Yeah, baby boy, it’s time for you to get a taste of some real dick!” he said.

His puffed-up prick drilled into my core, his pubic hair scratching my cheeks like a brillo pad. His huge balls swung and slapped at my crack with great momentum. As he continued to hammer into me and I was stretched beyond belief, I knew my gaping anus would never be the same again.

After several minutes of being pounded like playdough, Tucker came and I cried out in ecstasy. His throbbing climax inside me was so fucking powerful that I almost fainted. A weird ripple of pleasure began to emanate from deep within my groin and spread like an open dam through to my entire body. I couldn’t see and I couldn't speak — I could only focus on those intense sensations as they built upon one and another until they became totally overwhelming.

My clit tightened involuntarily and suddenly I was  spurting bucket-loads of my own cum. There was so much fucking cum — it was flowing from both my front and rear end. I was nothing but a dirty cum fountain.

I shivered as Tucker reached down and scooped up some of the cum mixture and shoveled it like honey into my mouth. It tasted vile but I swallowed it all obediently just to show them I wasn't just any sissy boy. I was a true sissy slut and no one could ever deny that.

Once our little adventure was over, they all went to the guest bathroom to clean up, while I was left just lying there with cum all over me.

“So...will your parents be home tomorrow?” Wolfman asked when they were finally on the porch steps and ready to leave. 

A shy smile spread across my face. “Why, what do you have in mind?”

***

As soon as they left, I locked the front door and turned around, staring at the mess we’d made in disbelief. 

That can wait until morning, I thought.

I limped to the bathroom, had a hot shower, changed into some clean clothes, and nestled up in my bed. It was going to be an interesting week until the Kesters came back.

But for now, I needed to have a good night of sleep. I had to try my best to claim back some of my energy and recharge my batteries.

After all, I had a lot of cleaning up to do.


THE END
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Soon, Devon is going to be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading now!

***

This is a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story that will be exclusively available to Rae’s newsletter subscribers.

Grab it here!


Also by Rae Robinson:

Valentine’s Day Surprise

[image: ]

Ever since Chris confessed his sissy tendencies to his wife, their relationship has gone inexplicably uphill — or so he thinks. To celebrate how far the two have come, he’s prepared a romantic evening for two on Valentine’s Day.

But this year, Valentine’s Day is going to look a little different. His wife’s arranged a special surprise for him — one that’ll stretch him beyond his wildest imagination. Not only is he about to be humiliated and degraded in a way he’s never been before...but the next time he’ll be breached, it’ll be with something big, thick, and extremely hard…

If you’re ready to witness Chris give in to his inner pathetic sissy and submit to his own wife’s very dirty fantasies...start reading now!

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Canada

UK


Also by Rae Robinson:

Feminized & Willing
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I think I was born to do this…

Nerdy college grad Alan has never quite outgrown his shy dateless phase.

Desperate and craving for a change, he stumbles across Miranda Klein, a secret and super exclusive styling service designed exactly for shy guys like him.

He’s prepared to jump through hoops for a chance at this once-in-a-lifetime makeover. Who wouldn’t want to be a chick magnet?

Little does he know that he’s about to be feminized and transformed into a sensuous beauty that seems to attract only the big, the hard and the juicy...

If you’re ready to witness nerdy Alan get confronted by his own sexy, dirty, feminine side for the very first time...start reading now!

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Also by Rae Robinson:

Feminized & Desperate
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It was just supposed to be a favor for my friend Kaylee. Putting on makeup and dressing up in tight, sexy dresses for thousands to see on her popular YouTube channel.

But now, funnily enough, I have a secret admirer.

The thought of him worshipping my shy, feminine body is making me more excited than it should.

I think he wants to meet me IRL, but I’m scared. Not because I’m scared of who he could be, but because I’m afraid of what I might do with him…

I’m desperate to make the leap...but I know if I do there’s no turning back.

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Canada

UK


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.


Thank you for reading.

Love, Rae
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