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CHAPTER 1

 

Marty held his hands in his lap, nervous to be sitting next to a beautiful woman. He had no idea who she was, but they’d been put in the same car on a Ferris Wheel, and the woman kept stealing glances at Marty before finally saying hello.

“Did you hear me?” the woman asked with a light laugh.

Marty could have exploded into a million little pieces as the pretty blonde stared at him, expecting an answer, but Marty didn’t know what to say, even though the girl had only said hello.

“Are you okay?”

Marty noticed how her mouth spread into a wide grin, like she found Marty’s awkwardness cute. Marty wished he weren’t so afraid of talking to a pretty girl, but this girl was a ten out of ten. She had wavy blonde hair, plump pink lips, and stunning blue eyes. Not to mention that her makeup was done to perfection.

Marty cleared his throat. “Uh, yeah. I’m fine.”

“I’m not,” the girl said with a frown.

“Why? What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing,” the beautiful girl said and waved her hand in the air. “I’m Bonnie, by the way. What’s your name?”

“Marty,” he said cautiously. “Are you sure you’re okay? You can tell me what’s wrong. I’m not going to tell anyone.”

Bonnie’s eyes sparkled as she looked over at Marty, really taking him in this time, and something about the way he looked made Bonnie feel like he was telling the truth. There was something innocent about Marty that piqued Bonnie’s interest. He didn’t seem like many of the men who gravitated toward her.

“It’s my friends. Girl drama.”

“What did they do?” Marty asked as he and Bonnie slowly spun around the Ferris Wheel a second time.

Bonnie squeezed her eyes shut as she turned her face into the fresh air. She let out a deep sigh before diving into a dramatic story about how she caught her friend Georgina stealing her makeup when she came out of the bathroom.

“Wow! That sucks! What did you do?” Marty asked Bonnie.

“I yelled at her, but she got all upset because I have tons of makeup and wouldn’t give her any.”

“It’s your makeup, though. Why would she think she could take it?”

Bonnie shrugged. “I sell makeup for work, so my friends think that they can use whatever since I get most of my stuff for free, but I work hard for those products! So what if I don’t use something every day? There’s no telling when I might want to use a certain lipstick or palette of blush.”

“Yeah, I would be pissed if one of my friends took my videogames without asking,” said Marty.

“What games do you like to play?” asked Bonnie.

Marty told Bonnie about his collection of videogames and which ones were his favorites. There was a special place in his heart for shooters and adventure games. He loved games with a decent storyline too and would do all the extra missions in a game if he liked the characters.

“You must play a lot of videogames.”

Marty felt his cheeks redden at the accusation, but Bonnie was quick to place her hand on Marty’s thigh, telling him that she wasn’t judging, but he heard nothing after her fingers touched his leg. All he could focus on was how quickly his cock was hardening in his pants. A girl had never touched him so intimately, let alone a girl as stunning as Bonnie.

“Are you okay?” Bonnie asked with a laugh when she noticed the expression change on Marty’s face.

“Uh… yeah,” Marty said and tried to shake off the thrill of Bonnie’s touch, but his body still felt like he’d been electrocuted as they descended from the top of the Ferris Wheel. They had already gone around several times, so the conductor stopped their car when they reached the base.

“Would you two like another go around the Ferris Wheel?” the young woman at the bottom asked.

“No, I’m fine,” Bonnie said quickly.

Marty had no choice but to agree. He was sad that their ride had come to an end, but he knew it wouldn’t last forever. He knew not to expect much from a girl like Bonnie who was just trying to pass the time with a bit of conversation. Marty was sitting nearest the door, so he slinked out of the car and scurried away, only stopping when Bonnie called after him.

He turned to face her, seeing the picture of an angel as her blonde hair blew gently in the wind. She pulled it behind one ear as she smiled at Marty, taking a step toward him.

“Where are you going, Marty?”

“Home,” he said quickly.

“Why? Don’t you want to hang out with me?”

“You aren’t here with your friends?”

“Nope,” Bonnie said with a shake of the head. She was now standing less than a foot away from Marty, letting him smell that intoxicating perfume that she was wearing. “I’m here all alone. What about you?”

“Same. I was here with my friend Charles, but he left before I got on the Ferris Wheel.”

“So, is that why I got lucky?”

Marty blushed as Bonnie stared into his eyes, wondering if she was joking or not, but she seemed serious. Marty didn’t know why this gorgeous blonde was paying him any attention, but he didn’t want it to end. He knew deep down that he would do whatever she asked.

“Why are you all alone, though?”

“I live a few blocks from here, so I walked over to ride the Ferris Wheel and get some fresh air. There’s nothing like being at the top.”

“You’re right.”

There were a few beats of silence as Bonnie twisted from side to side and stared at Marty with an expression he didn’t quite understand. His experience with girls was minimal to say the least. No matter how much he tried, Marty couldn’t get a girl to save his life. He wasn’t even that effeminate or anything, just terribly awkward. He usually caged up every time a girl paid him the slightest bit of attention, but Bonnie was different.

She was gentle. She gave Marty the time he needed to calm down, and now he felt comfortable in her presence. Now he felt like he could hang out with her without cumming in his pants, which actually happened to him on a date once, which led to six months of Marty avoiding every girl he possibly could.

“So, would you like to go back to my place? We can hang out on my balcony.”

“Are you sure?”

Bonnie chuckled. “Why would I be asking if I weren’t sure?”

Marty hesitated a second longer, knowing he probably looked like a fool, but he was worried that he would make an even bigger fool of himself at Bonnie’s place.

“Is that a no?” Bonnie asked when Marty hadn’t replied after a few seconds.

“I want to go, but—”

“Come on, Marty! Stop being so silly! Don’t you like to make new friends?” Bonnie asked as she grabbed Marty by the wrist and started pulling him away from the crowd.

Marty didn’t like making new friends or meeting new people, but Bonnie wasn’t taking no for an answer, and Marty wasn’t about to run from a girl as pretty and energetic as her.

***

“Make yourself comfortable,” Bonnie said after guiding Marty to the couch. She went to the kitchen to fetch them some water to drink.

Marty glanced around the room as he waited for Bonnie to return. Her apartment was bohemian, like she’d bought everything from second-hand shops, compiling it all until she had an eclectic mix of items that she loved. There was nothing cookie-cutter about her space, which made Marty wonder what kind of girl Bonnie was. 

Judging by her living room, she didn’t seem like the type that would love makeup and perfumes, but Marty knew people wouldn’t expect him to be a plumber when they first met him. They always assumed he was some type of programmer or computer nerd, but Marty didn’t care much about the insides of consoles or televisions as much as he cared about what he saw on the screen when the two were connected.

“Here you go,” Bonnie said and placed Marty’s glass of water on the coffee table.

“Thanks,” he said.

Bonnie smiled and scooted closer to Marty. He tensed when she reached her hand to his neck, touching it lightly, moving her fingers up until they were tangled with his hair.

“You like that?” 

“Yes,” Marty said in a breath, wondering if tonight was the night that he would finally get lucky. He would run around shouting to every person he met that he’d slept with the hottest woman in the world if Bonnie was crazy enough to sleep with him.

“Do you want to know what I like?”

“What?”

Bonnie chuckled before moving her lips close to Marty’s ear. “I like fucking boys,” she whispered.

“What?” Marty asked, coughing when his voice cracked.

“You heard me,” Bonnie said.

Her blue eyes were still sparkling when Marty looked into them, but he couldn’t stop picturing her fucking some guy. What did she do? Use a dildo?

“How?”

“You’ve never heard of strap-on dildos?”

“Yes, but I thought only lesbians used them.”

Bonnie bent her head back and cackled. She shook her head as she looked back into Marty’s eyes, but he was seeing a different person now. Bonnie no longer seemed sweet and innocent. What kind of girls liked fucking guys, and why did Marty have to get stuck with one?

“That’s funny, Marty. You have a lot to learn.”

“I… uh… should probably get going. I forgot that I have to work in the morning.”

Bonnie scooted closer to Marty and placed a firm hand on his thigh. “Don’t leave, Marty. We haven’t even had fun yet!”

“It’s a big job. We’re… we’re laying a lot of tubes.”

“Oh, you can’t even lie about it!”

Marty was going to explain himself, but he figured it was best just to leave, so he quickly stood and made his way toward the door. He was almost free when Bonnie called after him, and what he saw when he turned around stopped him dead in his tracks.

Bonnie had pulled down the jeans and panties she was wearing, revealing her pretty pussy lips, which had a cute patch of pubic hair above them, like she’d sculpted it during her morning shower.

“Don’t you want a taste of this?”

Marty stared at Bonnie’s pussy. It looked even better than many of the ones he’d seen in pornos, and it could be his if he played by Bonnie’s rules, but was he really willing to let her fuck him in the ass with some big dildo? Marty couldn’t take his eyes off Bonnie’s womanhood, even though there was a voice in his head screaming at him to leave.

“Come on, Marty. Don’t go yet. Be my plumber for the night if you know what I mean.”

Marty’s cock jumped in his pants as Bonnie laughed, one hand on her pussy. She wasn’t really playing with it, but Marty wanted to touch it. He wanted to lick it. Fuck it. He wanted to do everything she would let him to her pussy.

“Will you fuck me if I stay?”

“Maybe, but there was something else I was hoping to do first.”

Marty swallowed, terrified by whatever ideas Bonnie might have. He wanted to stay but was seriously wondering if it was worth the risk. “What is that?”

“Come to my bedroom, and I’ll show you.”

Bonnie had kicked off her pants and panties, leaving her in nothing but a shirt, so Marty got to see her ass when she turned around and waved at him to follow. Marty knew that he could leave then, but who would walk out on an ass like that? Marty cursed at himself before running to catch up with the woman who’d probably ruin him.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Bonnie’s bedroom was just as stuffed with different artwork and knickknacks as her living room, except most of the stuff in her bedroom was geared toward beauty. She had countless bottles of perfume on her dresser. There were also jewelry boxes and bags of makeup.

“Welcome to my bedroom,” Bonnie said with outstretched arms before falling to her bed.

Marty watched as Bonnie’s breasts bounced and swayed beneath her shirt. She still wasn’t wearing any pants or panties, so her gorgeous pussy was on full display, and Marty couldn’t help the erection he had in his pants. Not with a woman as stunning as Bonnie showing her best parts.

“Aren’t you going to lie with me?”

Marty coughed and cleared his throat before taking a step toward the bed. “Uh… yeah.” He hesitated a moment before climbing onto the bed, moving himself up until he was lying by Bonnie’s side.

Bonnie moaned and threw a leg over Marty’s body as she turned toward him. She placed a hand on the side of his face as she stared into his eyes, but all Marty could focus on was the fact that her bare pussy was mere inches from his crotch. If he unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his dick, he’d be able to slide into Bonnie’s sweet lips, but he wasn’t brave enough to do anything like that without permission. He'd never been the type of guy to take the lead.

“Aren’t you going to touch me?”

“Can I?”

Bonnie giggled and pushed her body up against Marty’s even more. He could feel the heat and dampness of her pussy lips through the fabric of his pants. His cock was begging to break free, but Marty was terrified he would cum in a second if he took out his cock.

“You’re so adorable, Marty. Most guys wouldn’t think twice before touching a girl who didn’t have on her pants.”

Marty felt stupid for not taking advantage of the situation. It really wasn’t in his character, even though he’d been longing for a moment like this for ages. Bonnie was still looking at him expectantly, though, so he put his hand on her side. She moaned loudly as Marty touched her, almost like she was faking, but she got louder as he moved his hand down her body and closer to her pussy.

“Touch my pussy!”

Marty’s hand shook as he moved it from Bonnie’s side and between her thighs until he was touching her pussy. Bonnie spread her legs, lifting one into the air, giving Marty full access to her womanhood. She gasped when he placed his fingers on it, commanding him to finger her.

Marty had never fingered a girl before, but he’d watched plenty of pornos in his life, so he knew exactly where to put his fingers. He only wished he’d been prepared for the sensations that flooded his body. Bonnie’s pussy was warm and tight around his fingers and dripping wet. Marty had never felt anything as tantalizing in his life.

“Push your fingers deeper!”

Marty had two fingers in Bonnie and pushed them as far as he could, making the gorgeous woman scream out, saying that it felt so fucking good to have him inside of her. Marty’s cock was throbbing in his pants as he slowly fucked Bonnie with his fingers. Marty worried that he was going to cum when his cock wouldn’t stop jumping in his pants, and it was only getting worse the longer he had his fingers inside of Bonnie.

“You like fingering me?”

“Yeah,” Marty said in a breath. He couldn’t steady himself no matter how hard he tried. Bonnie’s pussy felt too fucking good.

“It’s my turn!”

“What?”

Bonnie grabbed Marty’s wrist and pulled his fingers out of her pussy before he could say another word. Bonnie stood on her knees and pulled the shirt from her body. Then she rid herself of the bra that she was wearing, leaving her completely naked.

Marty couldn’t stop staring at Bonnie’s exquisite body, so he hardly noticed it when she reached for the hem of his shirt to pull it over his head. Then she unbuttoned his pants, and that was when Marty returned to reality.

Bonnie pulled down Marty’s pants, and he came in an instant. Marty covered his crotch, but it was no use. Bonnie had already seen the sea of white around the base of his dick. She covered her mouth with a hand to stifle a laugh, but she couldn’t.

“Don’t laugh at me!” Marty screamed.

“Oh, don’t get your panties in a bunch.”

Marty screamed through folded lips and grabbed one of Bonnie’s pillows to cover his face, but she quickly snatched it from his hands. She tossed the pillow to the floor and put a finger in Marty’s face.

“Don’t get my pillow dirty with your cum! Go to the bathroom! Now!”

Marty groaned, but he listened. He did his best not to make a mess as he slowly climbed off the bed and made his way to the shower. Bonnie didn’t bother putting on any clothes as she followed behind Marty. Bonnie enjoyed being naked.

“Wash all that cum off your dick!”

Marty held his head low and did what Bonnie said. He stepped into the shower and grabbed the bottle of shower gel that was there. Bonnie gave Marty a fresh washcloth, which he used to lather his body with the shower gel. It got all foamy and smelled girly, but Marty didn’t mind.

“You’re not finished yet,” Bonnie said when Marty turned off the water.

“Why not? I cleaned up my mess!”

“Watch your tone when you speak to me!”

Marty swallowed and nodded. He had to be on his best behavior if he ever wanted to feel the inside of Bonnie’s pussy again, which he most certainly did, but there was also the small detail of her liking to fuck guys. Marty knew his butthole was extra tight. He didn’t want anyone changing that, but maybe he could make an exception for Bonnie.

“You need to shave!”

“Shave? I shaved this morning.”

“I’m not talking about your face, but you should probably touch that up too.”

“Why would I do that?”

Bonnie grinned wildly, which made Marty more than a little uncomfortable. He didn’t want to do whatever she was thinking. Marty wished he’d just left when he had the chance, but those damn pussy lips trapped him. Bonnie knew what kind of power she had over Marty, and he hated watching her use it. He hated how easily he was doing whatever she asked.

“We both know why you would,” Bonnie said and reached between her legs to touch her pussy. “So, why don’t you save us both some time and shave your legs?”

“What do you have planned?”

“Get rid of all that nasty body hair, and then I’ll tell you.”

“Do you make all your guys shave before you fuck them?”

“No, but you’re special. I can feel it in my heart,” Bonnie said and placed a hand on her chest.

Marty didn’t know what to believe, but he picked up the razor in the shower. There was also a bottle of shaving cream, which he used to lather his legs. He cursed himself as he pulled the razor up his legs, slowly ridding himself of hair. Marty worked and worked until his entire body was shaved. He’d never felt so bare in his life.

“Are you all done?” Bonnie asked when Marty turned off the shower.

“Yeah, I think so!”

“Come out here and let me see.”

Marty wrapped a towel around his waist, still cursing himself that he hadn’t left when he had the chance. He had no idea where this night was taking him, and he was beyond nervous to stick around to find out. Wasn’t it already a win to have the sweet smell of Bonnie’s pussy on his fingertips? He wished he had left when the scent was still fresh. He could have jacked off all night just smelling his hand, but now the aroma was lackluster at best from his shower.

“Why do you have that towel around your waist? There’s no need to be shy!”

Marty swallowed as he reached to undo the towel. He wasn’t hard at the moment, but it would only take a few more seconds of looking at Bonnie’s naked body to get him there, especially since she was touching herself and making little sounds of pleasure.

Marty dropped the towel after a moment. His dick got harder as he watched Bonnie, but then she stopped. She walked over to Marty and wrapped the hand that’d been on her pussy around his dick. She looked into his eyes as she slowly stroked his cock until he had a throbbing erection.

“Going to cum again?”

Marty groaned, hoping he wouldn’t, but he couldn’t be sure. Bonnie’s touch felt incredible. He hardly noticed when she reached around to his backside and pressed her fingers between his ass cheeks. Marty gasped as Bonnie slipped a finger into his hole.

Bonnie had a tight grip on Marty, so he couldn’t get away from her even if he tried. She smiled broadly as she held him close, his hard cock pressed up against her leg, covering her in precum.

“Tell me you love it!” Bonnie said as she shoved her finger as far as it’d go.

“I love it!” Marty said, even though he was positive he hated it. 

“Get your ass on the bed!”

Marty did as Bonnie said, moving until he was on his hands and knees at the edge of the bed. Bonnie reached between his thighs and grabbed his hard dick as she squatted behind him. Marty closed his eyes, trying to steady himself, but Bonnie was moving her slick hand up and down his shaft, giving him the pleasure he’d only ever dreamed of receiving.

Then Bonnie surprised him by spreading his cheeks and sticking her tongue against his freshly shaved hole. She stroked his cock and licked his ass, making Marty aroused and uncomfortable all at the same time, but he loved it.

Marty hated that he loved it, but he did. Marty was screaming out as much after the fifth or six time that Bonnie flicked his hole with her tongue. Then she moved her mouth to slide a finger into his hole, and Marty hated how incredible the penetration felt now that there was some spit acting as a lubricant.

“Yeah, let me hear you moan, boy!”

Marty gasped and moaned as Bonnie fingered him and stroke his cock. He bit his lip and cursed as his eyes rolled around in his head. Marty wasn’t sure why it felt so fucking good to have a finger in his ass, but the sensations were growing on Marty. He couldn’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have a dildo shoved up his ass, especially one that had Bonnie on the other side of it.

“That’s right! I knew you would like getting fucked!” Bonnie said as she thrusted her fingers.

Marty wished he could deny her claim, but his dick was hard, and he couldn’t stop moaning. Every time Bonnie pushed her fingers deep a loud moan exploded from Marty’s lips. He was even bouncing his hips to use Bonnie’s fingers after a few minutes, and that was when she pulled out of him and stepped away from the bed.

“What are you doing?” Marty asked in a weak voice as he looked over his shoulder at Bonnie.

“You want me to keep fucking you?”

“Yes!” Marty admitted.

“Then you’ll have to do some stuff for me first.”

“Whatever you want!”

Bonnie roared with laughter. Marty felt like he was signing a deal with the devil, but he was already in too deep. He could only hope that whatever Bonnie wanted was within the realm of reason.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

“What do you want me to do?” Marty asked nervously as he sat on the edge of the bed. He was still rock hard from when Bonnie was stroking his dick and fingering his ass. Part of him just wanted to cum to give himself an excuse to leave, but he knew he wouldn’t.

Bonnie ignored Marty’s question as she switched her hips and walked toward her closet. It was a walk-in closet with a door on the same wall as the bathroom but at the opposite end. Marty watched Bonnie as she disappeared into the closet, hoping she wouldn’t put on clothes and tell him to leave.

When he thought about the possibility that Bonnie was about to kick him out of her place, he grew increasingly desperate. He had to bite his tongue, knowing that he would ruin whatever chance he had if he screamed out to beg her not to kick him out of her place.

Much to Marty’s relief, Bonnie was still naked when she emerged from the closet a few minutes later. She had some clothes in her hands, which Marty didn’t realize were for him until Bonnie tossed them onto his lap.

“What are these?” he asked innocently.

“They’re for you to wear! Duh!”

Marty moved the clothes to see what they were. He saw that there were stockings, a thong, a bra, a pleated skirt, and a crop top that was so short it looked like it would barely go past his chest.

“You want me to wear all of this?”

Bonnie shrugged. “What can I say? I like my guys on the girly side.”

“Have you done this before?”

“Maybe,” Bonnie said with a wicked smile. “Does that really matter, though? You’re here now. You needn’t worry about the other boys in my life.”

“So, there are other guys?”

Bonnie pressed her finger against Marty’s lips. “Shh, please. There’s no need for you to get jealous. I wouldn’t have brought you back to my place if I weren’t interested in you.”

“Yeah, but how many other guys are there?”

“Depends on the week.”

Bonnie laughed, but Marty wasn’t feeling reassured. He wished he were the only man in Bonnie’s life, but a woman like her could have all the guys she wanted. Marty only hoped there weren’t dozens.

“More than ten?”

“What?” Bonnie asked loudly. “No! More like three or four, including you. Hopefully you can become a regular… if you play nicely.”

“Three or four?”

Bonnie sighed. “If you must know, one of my guys has been seeing another girl, and they might get serious, so I probably won’t be seeing him anymore. Not that he won’t come crawling back to me, but I will have moved on by then.”

Marty didn’t know what to make of Bonnie’s words. She was so confident and sexy. Marty wished he could have her to himself, but he also knew that he wasn’t about to walk out of her apartment because she had other men in her life. They were both in their twenties. Wasn’t sleeping around what being young was all about?

“Is that a problem, Marty?”

Marty looked down at the clothes in his hands and then at Bonnie’s naked body. She had her hands on her hips, not shy at all about her nude form, and Marty knew that he wasn’t going anywhere, so he’d might as well play by Bonnie’s rules.

“No,” he said softly.

“Good! Now put on those clothes! I didn’t make you shave for nothing!”

Marty swallowed as he took another look at the clothes in his hands. He wished it hadn’t come to this. He wished that he could have enjoyed a nice night of casual fun without the shaving and dressing up, but that was until he pulled those panties up his legs and saw himself in the mirror.

“Aren’t they sexy?” Bonnie asked from behind Marty, making him jump.

“Yeah, uh… I guess.”

“You guess? Don’t play dumb with me! Look how hot your dick looks in that sheer fabric!”

Marty stared at his reflection in the mirror, wishing he could deny what Bonnie had said, but his dick looked long and plump and a million times sexier than it ever had in a pair of loose boxers. Those always made his cock look awkward and small at best, but the women’s thong made his dick seem huge.

“It does look pretty nice,” Marty admitted.

Bonnie stepped closer and pushed her hand into the waistline of Marty’s thong as she pressed her painted lips up against his ear to whisper. “I can’t wait to slide them down your smooth legs and shove my big dick up your ass.”

Marty’s cock jumped at Bonnie’s words. He never in a million years thought he would get turned on by a woman telling him that she was going to fuck him, but Bonnie had him on edge, feeling like he could cum again. He’d gotten pretty close when Bonnie was fingering him and stroking his dick, but he’d managed to keep his load at bay. Marty wasn’t sure he’d be able to do that again the next time they got carried away.

“You like that, don’t you?”

“I don’t know,” Marty said roughly. “Maybe.”

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of, Marty. You’re with me. We’re in a safe place. I’m not ashamed that I like fucking boys who look like girls, and you shouldn’t be ashamed for giving a woman what she wants. Okay?”

Marty nodded slowly as Bonnie held her hand against the back of his neck. She had her fingers in his hair and was already thinking about pulling on it when she fucked him from behind, but Marty needed some finishing touches before she could stretch his ass.

“That’s the spirit! Now keep getting dressed! We have things to do!”

Marty wondered how he’d gotten here from the Ferris Wheel as he pulled the stockings up his smooth legs. The stockings were white to match the thong and bra. Marty hated how much he loved the feeling of the stockings on his legs. He hated it even more when he looked at himself in Bonnie’s bedroom mirror.

Marty loved how the stockings and thong made him look, especially since he’d just shaved his legs. He was mesmerized by the sight of his bottom half, admiring himself through the mirror. He’d forgotten all about the skirt and crop top until Bonnie tossed them at him, laughing as she did.

“I just had a feeling that you and I would mesh! Now put on the rest of your outfit! Don’t forget your bra!”

Marty hadn’t noticed the sparkling red heart on the white crop top. It was so girly and not like anything he’d wear, but Marty didn’t have much of an option now that he’d come this far. He and Bonnie both knew that he would do as she asked, so he stopped staring at himself long enough to put on the bra, the skirt, and the crop top.

“You’re almost ready!” Bonnie declared and grabbed Marty to drag him to the bathroom. She guided him to the closed toilet and made him sit on its lid. “Wait right here! Don’t move a muscle!”

Marty glanced down at himself as he waited for Bonnie to do whatever she was doing. He ran his hand along his body, amazed by how girly he looked. If he took a snapshot of his body, he was sure that he could fool people into thinking he was some random girl, and Marty really liked that.

“There’s my femboy,” Bonnie announced when she walked into the bathroom holding one of her makeup bags, still naked from head to toe. It was like she didn’t have a care in the world about walking around naked, and Marty wished he could have a tenth of her confidence, but maybe some of it would rub off onto him if they spent more time together. “I can’t wait to see how cute you’ll look once I doll up your face.”

Bonnie sat on the edge of the tub and placed her makeup bag on the floor. She unzipped it and grabbed a few things, setting them next to her on the edge of the tub. She put some cream on her fingers, so Marty asked her what it was.

“This is a primer. I’m going to use it beneath everything else because it does an amazing job of hiding pores and fine lines. Not that you really have a problem with either of those, but it’s like painting a wall. They always look much better with a coat of primer.”

“I guess that’s true,” said Marty.

“Not much of a painter, huh?”

“You could say that.”

Marty and Bonnie shared a laugh, and then she coated his face with the primer. She used foundation next, explaining what she was doing as she applied the liquid to his face with a sponge. She did something to contour Marty’s nose and added a touch of blush to his cheeks. Bonnie focused on his eyes and lips after that.

Marty had no idea what he looked like, but the makeup felt heavy and foreign on his face. He wouldn’t tell Bonnie to take it off, but he was fully aware of its presence. He didn’t like it at all until Bonnie led him to the mirror and he got the first glimpse of his womanly half.

“What?” Marty asked in a breath as he covered his mouth. He started laughing a second later, laughing harder every time he focused on himself in the mirror. “How?”

“Don’t you look fabulous?” Bonnie asked loudly.

“I... I don’t even look like myself!”

“Sure you do, just a much cuter version.”

Marty looked at himself again as Bonnie stood by his side. He tried to find his old self in the reflection. It took a minute before Marty could see the boy beneath the girl Bonnie had brought out, and he still couldn’t believe that any of it was possible.

“How did you do this?”

“Practice makes perfect. You look so good, Marty. Don’t you think?”

“Yeah, I do.”

Bonnie purred as she stepped behind Marty and ran her hands down his chest. She nibbled on his ear for a moment before reaching up his skirt to place a firm hand on the outline of his cock. She moaned against his neck as she kissed down to his shoulder.

Marty got hard beneath the tiny white thong he was wearing. His cock pushed against the fabric, begging to break free, but Bonnie was too busy rubbing the outline of his manhood to do anything. She had him on edge, but Marty had a feeling she was teasing him, getting him worked up all over again as she’d done several times already.

“You like that?” Bonnie asked in a breath.

“Yes,” Marty said as he stared at Bonnie playing with his dick in the mirror. He was so turned on by his feminine form that he was gasping and moaning after a few seconds, and that was when Bonnie pulled away her hand. Marty growled as he looked at Bonnie’s amused face.

“Come on, boy! We have things to do!” Bonnie waved at Marty to follow her as she walked out of the bathroom. She went over to the bed and plopped down onto its edge. She tossed her hair until it fell over her shoulders, making her breasts sway slightly.

“What do you want me to do?” Marty asked as he stood a few feet in front of Bonnie. He wanted to fuck her more than anything, but Bonnie was in charge. She knew it, and he knew it.

“You can start by getting down on your knees and giving me a little kiss.”

Marty watched as Bonnie uncrossed her legs and spread them, revealing those pretty pussy lips. She bent her head back and reached between her legs to touch herself, moaning as she did. Then she looked directly at Marty, and he knew what to do.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Marty fell to his knees between Bonnie’s spread legs. He placed his hand on her thighs, moving them closer to her pussy as he did the same with his mouth. His lips were painted a bright red color to match the sparkling heart on his crop top, and he felt like such a girl as he moved his mouth closer to Bonnie’s glistening pussy lips.

“Don’t be shy!” Bonnie grabbed the back of Marty’s head and shoved his face into her womanhood. Marty rushed to stick out his tongue, and Bonnie hollered when Marty ran his tongue over her pussy lips. “Yes!”

Marty moaned on Bonnie’s pussy as he licked. Bonnie didn’t let up. She held the back of Marty’s head lightly as he used his mouth to pleasure her, licking her pussy and sucking on her clit, copying all the guys he’d watched in pornos over the years.

“Fuck, Marty! Eat my pussy with those femboy lips!”

The sound of Bonnie’s voice, filled with lust, sent Marty’s dick upright. He reached between his legs to push on it through the panties, but Bonnie didn’t let him get away with touching himself for long. She grabbed both of his arms and placed them on her breasts.

Marty moaned into Bonnie’s pussy and massaged her breasts as she held the back of his head, not letting up at all, not letting Marty breathe, but he was fine without oxygen. He had Bonnie’s girly juices flowing into his mouth like a river of fruity nectar.

Bonnie squeezed her legs against Marty’s body as the sounds coming from her mouth got increasingly louder. Then she was hollering out and cumming all over Marty’s face, but he loved how her legs shook. He loved how her pussy gushed. Bonnie didn’t stop yelling for at least thirty seconds, and then she pushed Marty away, making him fall onto his ass.

Marty wiped his painted lips with the back of his hand, staring at Bonnie with hooded eyes. He was hungry for more, so he was beyond excited when Bonnie went to her closet and came back out with a strap-on dildo in her hands.

“Do you know what this is?” Bonnie asked with a wicked grin.

“It’s your strap.”

“That’s right, Marty. I hope you’re ready to really feel like a girl.”

“Yes, please!”

Marty couldn’t believe how much he’d changed in a night, but maybe he’d always been like this, and he was just waiting for a girl like Bonnie to reveal the truth. Marty never would have bought a dildo to fuck himself, but he desperately wanted Bonnie to fuck him after how amazing it’d felt when she fingered him.

Bonnie stepped into her strap and fastened it around her waist. The cock was long, thick, and pink. Marty was still on his knees, so he didn’t even have to move as Bonnie stepped in front of him with that cock dangling off her crotch.

“Put my dick in your mouth!”

Marty parted his lips and moaned when Bonnie grabbed the back of his head and guided his mouth toward her dick. She was so forceful and dominant, and that was exactly what Marty needed in a woman. He hadn’t even touched her when she was naked with her leg draped over his body for crying out loud! Marty was realizing how submissive he was as Bonnie took control, and maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing.

Not with a girl like Bonnie, at least.

“That’s right, girly boy! Suck my fat cock!”

Marty opened his mouth wide, swallowing as much of Bonnie’s dick as he could. It was at least seven inches long though, and it was thick, so Marty struggled, choking every time it hit the back of his throat. Bonnie grabbed him by the hair and forced him off her dick to look up at her.

“You like having my dick in your mouth?”

“I love it!” Marty said.

Bonnie thrusted her hips, pushing the tip of her cock against Marty’s lips. She turned away from him without saying a word to go to her closet, coming out with a bottle of lube. Bonnie hoisted Marty to his feet and put him onto his hands and knees on the bed.

Marty gasped when Bonnie threw up his skirt and yanked down his thong. She pushed him forward to get the thong all the way off his legs before lifting him back to his knees. Marty’s dick was free, rock hard, and begging to cum, so he didn’t even dare touch it.

Bonnie opened the bottle of lube and slathered it onto her dick. She pressed her lubed fingers against Marty’s hole and pushed two of them into his opening. Marty hollered out, but he didn’t dare stop Bonnie from what she was doing. He almost felt like he was in a dream, never once thinking a trip to the fair would lead him to where he was now, but he believed in his heart that fate had intervened.

The universe was giving him a gift.

Marty moaned deeply as Bonnie added a third finger to the two that she already had inside of him. He glanced over his shoulder, and she was stroking her cock as she fingered his hole, stretching him far past him limits, but Marty wanted the pain. He wanted Bonnie to use his hole however she pleased.

“Fuck, Bonnie.”

“You like getting stretched, don’t you?”

Marty nodded and dropped his head, glancing down at his crop top and flipped up skirt. He was still wearing a bra and stockings and felt so pretty and girly as Bonnie used his hole. She pushed her three fingers deeper. Marty clenched the bedding beneath him to steady himself, but Bonnie kept pushing her fingers until they were well past her knuckles.

“You’re so tight, Marty. I gotta stretch this ass before I fuck you, or I’ll hurt you. Okay?”

Marty nodded, unable to speak. He was barely able to breathe from the sensation of his ass getting stretched to its limit, but Marty wouldn’t have had it any other way. He loved that Bonnie was so turned on by taking charge. He loved that he didn’t have to worry about disappointing her because she was already pleased.

Bonnie picked up the bottle of lube and pulled out her hand, applying a bunch more to her fingers before shoving them back into Marty’s hole. He was a little looser this time around but still incredibly tight. He took everything Bonnie was giving, though, willing to please his woman however she desired.

Every time Marty got a glance at Bonnie’s gorgeous face and stunning body, he felt like the luckiest man in the world. He didn’t care what other people thought, even if someone walked in with a camera at that moment, Marty wasn’t sure that he would stop. He was lost in a trance. Lost in pleasure. Ready for Bonnie to fuck him how she desired.

“Fuck me, Bonnie.”

“Yeah? You want this dick?”

“Yes! Give it to me!”

Marty’s voice was soft but forceful, and Bonnie didn’t need to be told twice. She was more than happy to fuck her femboy, so she pressed her tip against Marty’s puckered hole and told him to take a deep breath, shoving her cock into him when he exhaled.

Marty screamed out and fell forward to the bed. He’d never experienced such blinding pain in his life, but Bonnie reached around his body to grab his dick, relieving the pain with her touch.

“Take deep breaths,” Bonnie said into his ear.

Marty felt stuffed. He felt like he was going to rip at the seams, but he did what Bonnie said and breathed in deeply before exhaling, gasping when she sank even deeper into his hole as he did.

Marty whimpered as Bonnie’s cock filled him, but something strange started happening. The pain slowly vanished each time Bonnie moved her hips. She placed a hand around Marty’s neck, pulling to move him back to his hands and knees.

“There you go,” she said softly. “Take my big dick.”

“Yes!” Marty screamed.

His legs and body felt so weak from the fucking, but he was taking as much of Bonnie as he could handle. Bonnie lifted herself from Marty’s body, turned the bottle of lube upside-down where her dick met his femboy ass, and thrusted gently to work the lube into his hole.

Marty moaned deeply as Bonnie started moving her hips more quickly. He was squeezing the bedding and gasping, but he tried his best not to clench. He tried his best to be open and willing for Bonnie, which was what he wanted, but he’d never been this stuffed in his life! He’d never even stuck a finger up his bum! 

“Is it feeling good?”

“It’s getting there,” Marty managed in a broken voice.

“You’re doing so well, baby. Keep your ass nice and loose like that,” Bonnie said and smacked Marty’s ass.

Bonnie grabbed the hem of Marty’s skirt as she moved her hips even faster, fucking Marty harder and harder until Marty’s ass was loose enough to easily take her, and then the fucking really started to feel amazing. Bonnie hit Marty’s spot each time she pushed deep, getting Marty closer to an orgasm each time she did.

“Take this dick, girly boy!”

“Give it to me, Bonnie!”

Marty dropped down to his knees as Bonnie fucked his ass hard, taking the pounding, but damn, Marty wasn’t sure he could last. Each time Bonnie hit his spot, he was sure that cum would fly out of his dick.

“I’m getting close,” Marty said in a weak voice.

“Yeah? You’re going to cum?”

“Yes.”

Bonnie held Marty’s hips and pushed her dick deep. Marty screamed out when she hit his spot that time, gasping as cum shot from his dick. Bonnie moaned deeply as she reached around Marty’s body to touch his dick and milk it as she held her cock deep, right up against Marty’s spot.

“Fuck, Bonnie!”

“Keep cumming, baby!” 

Marty came all over the bed until there was a pool of cum beneath him. He had to push away Bonnie’s hand, as he was far too sensitive to the touch. Bonnie laughed as she slowly pulled out of Marty. She undid the strap and let it fall to the floor, and then she pulled Marty off the bed and pushed his back up against the bed as she stood above him.

“I’m close too,” Bonnie said before putting her pussy in Marty’s face. Her femboy licked and licked until Bonnie was screaming out from pleasure a second time and cumming all over his face. “Shit,” Bonnie said as she finally stepped away from Marty to catch her breath.

“Shit is right,” Marty said with a laugh. He couldn’t believe this was how he’d lost his virginity, but he wouldn’t change the night even if someone offered him ten million dollars. Meeting Bonnie was a priceless experience, and he couldn’t wait to see where things with her would go.

***

Three Months Later

Marty was waiting for Bonnie on a park bench not far from where she lived. They’d been having a lot of fun together over the past three months, and Bonnie had even let Marty fuck her a few times. Marty would never forget how he lost his virginity to the hottest girl on the planet.

He pulled out his phone to stare at a picture they’d taken about a week after they met. They had a lot of pictures together after three months of fooling around, but the one he was looking at was by far his favorite. They’d gone together to see a comedy show in the park and couldn’t stop laughing at how bad the jokes were, so bad they’d pulled out their phones to take selfies as a distraction.

Bonnie and Marty looked so happy and at peace in the picture. The backdrop of nature and late afternoon lighting only made the photo look that much prettier. Marty found himself staring at Bonnie’s smile in the photo several times a week.

“Hey,” Bonnie said, shaking him from his trance.

Marty jumped. He hadn’t even seen Bonnie approach, but damn, he was happy to see her. He got to his feet and gave her a big hug, and then he gave her an even bigger kiss.

“Hey, beautiful. I missed you.”

Bonnie giggled as Marty held her in his arms. “I missed you too but hands off! I have something to show you.”

Marty gave Bonnie one last kiss before releasing her, and then they took a seat together on the bench. Bonnie passed Marty the bag that she’d been holding, and he could only assume it was something for them to use in the bedroom.

“Take a look, Marty!”

Marty parted the top of the bag and grinned when he saw crotchless panties with a matching bra. Bonnie only gave him crotchless panties when she wanted to get fucked, so Marty couldn’t stop smiling.

“Should we go back to your place?” he asked.

“That’s what I was hoping you would say.”

Marty leaned over to kiss Bonnie on the cheek. Then he stood and held out his hand. Bonnie smiled at Marty as she looked at him through hooded eyes, standing graciously like a regal woman. They held hands as they walked down the path that led to Bonnie’s place, both excited to spend another afternoon together.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Chance Encounter. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find other sweet and steamy reads and everything else you need to know. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they happen. Find new books of mine for free before they are released on Booksprout in exchange for a review. You’ll need to follow me on Booksprout to see which books are currently available to read because I keep most of the review copies private and exclusive for my readers.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 

Stay connected!

 

Mailing List

Booksprout

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com

OPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        Copyright

    



    		

        Title Page

    



    		

        Dedication

    



    		

        CHAPTER 1

    



    		

        CHAPTER 2

    



    		

        CHAPTER 3

    



    		

        CHAPTER 4

    



    		

        THANK YOU FOR READING

    



    



    



OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
>
O
9
(2 4
T
>
O
-
9






