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Summary

“I’ve lost to my bully and now I have to submit to anything he says‌—‌he’s having me do such shameful things!”

Hayden Lane is just eighteen and off in his first year of university. He’s set on standing up to Cade Glanton, even though Cade’s a hulking, black alpha male. Hayden hates Cade. Cade hates Hayden. They bitterly compete at everything from sports to girls.

When Cade pushes him too far Hayden challenges him to a final, winner takes all contest. Cade even lets Hayden choose what they compete in. Hayden figures he can’t lose, right?

But when the contest is over, it comes with completely unexpected consequences for cute little Hayden and his shamefully fat, curvy bottom.

Cade might even bring some of his frat members in to help out, and nearly everyone Hayden knows on campus might see exactly what he gets for trying to stand up to his bully.

And Hayden would hate that, right? Because he couldn’t be secretly in love with his bully‌—‌that would be just the most shameful thing of all!

Watch along with all his classmates as Hayden gets absolutely pounded, gaped, double teamed, and completely overwhelmed by thick, black, frat cocks. Will he somehow hold out through it or will he break and confess his shameful love to his own bully?

An 8,500 word, very hot and steamy, dirty, passionate M/M gay erotica, featuring interracial spanking, menage, group pounding, humiliation, BDSM, and ardent passion.

***

…‌My cock grows as he massages my wet booty. He spanks me once and my butt jiggles again. I’m visibly erect now. I realize everyone has seen. I blush in shame.

“Please, someone will see!” I beg Cade.

He shrugs. “Plenty of people are already seeing.”

“Someone from the university! We’ll get in trouble!”

He shrugs again. “Let them see. What does it matter? So we’ll get a smack on the wrist. I’m smacking you right now and it’s not so bad, is it?”

He spanks me again, and then he buries his hand into my cheeks and rubs my hole‌—‌around and around and around. I moan again and fail to bite it back. It feels really, shockingly good. Too good. I’ve never been touched there like that‌—‌never been touched by another man like this.

“Damn, he really likes it,” I hear someone from the crowd whisper.

“Look at how his body’s responding to it,” says another.

“That’s so humiliating for him,” whispers a third.

Cade spins me around and strips off his own shirt, shoes, and shorts‌—‌he does it easily as if he doesn't care at all who sees him. I gasp. I gasp because another man just stripped himself naked before me, and I gasp because his cock is enormous.

He’s erect. Is that because of me? I…‌I didn’t realize Cade liked guys. It makes me blush even deeper, and I feel really, really weird deep down in my stomach. My anus gives a little throb and I don’t know why.

He tugs me into his lap and that big cock presses against my bottom. The crowd buzzes and whoops and laughs around me. I gaze at the ground shamefully. My cock stands straight up from between my plump thighs.

“Looks like you like being treated like my little slut.” The crowd swells‌—‌they laugh and chatter and maybe even jeer at me. “Do you like being my little slut, Hayden? I think you might’ve lost on purpose. You want to belong to me. I think you wanted me to do this.”

“No…‌no!” I try to protest. But the words barely escape my throat.

“Your body’s enjoying it though, isn’t it?” he says into my ear, almost seductively. He binds my arms. I can’t strain free. I’m becoming more and more completely at his mercy. He tugs me across his lap. And then he spanks me, hard. He smacks my bottom again and again and again. His dark hands turn my pale booty pink with spanks. At first, it's individual handprints, and then I become so covered in slaps that my bottom is one bright pink shine. My fatness jiggles and shakes lewdly under his blows and I moan and writhe in shock. But he holds me firmly, pressing me into his thighs, and keeps beating me.

And then he’s dipping his fingers into my mouth and I’m sucking them‌—‌my mind’s too addled to think. I just do it. I just obey.

He reaches his hand back to my ample, tender bottom and…‌


CHAPTER 1: FIGHT
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This is how I was defeated, stripped, and publicly, anally ravished by my bully. I can’t bear to say what happened after that‌—‌it’s too shameful. I was stupid to ever challenge him. I should’ve never gotten myself into the situation I did. So many of our classmates saw the shameful things that he did to my body.

It’s my freshman year at Camden State in New Jersey. It’s a grimy, dilapidated university but it has the benefit of being cheap.

Cade Glanton and I have clashed from the beginning. I have a pretty diminutive figure. I have a petite body and an embarrassingly big bottom. But I’m lithe and athletic, too. And I just hate Cade for some reason and he hates me back. We’re always competing in sports on campus and in any other competition‌—‌from class quizzes to trivia nights to chess tournaments.

We compete for girls, too. Or rather a specific girl, Becca Lark.

As the year progresses so does our animosity. We start playing pranks on each other, too. It’s mild things at first: water buckets above doorways, signs on each other’s backs, and other stupid stuff. But they get more and more humiliating and dangerous.

By the spring semester, things come to a head. I can't take Cade pushing me around anymore. He's just destroyed me in a soccer game last week‌—‌leaving me laid out on the grass and covered in bruises, and he actually trips me in the dining hall line the day before.

I storm out to the playing fields next to the gym. There are various outdoor exercise structures and swings and bars, and people are milling around and hanging out in the warm weather. Cade sits in the center of the group.

“Hayden Lane,” Cade said. “You look like you’re in a tiff.”

“I’m fucking sick of this!” I spit back at him. Everybody freezes.

“What do you want to do about it?”

“I’m sick of these stupid pranks and competitions.”

“Okay then. Let’s finish it. One more round; winner takes all.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It means the winner gets whatever they want‌—‌the loser has to do whatever they say or want.”

“For how long?”

“As long as they want.”

That makes me nervous‌—‌the thought of Cade being able to dress me like an idiot or having to do his laundry for a week isn’t pleasant. But I relish the thought of all the terrible things I could do to him if I win.

“Fine by me,” I say brashly, trying to hide my nerves.

“You understand I mean anything, right Lane? If I tell you to get down and squeal like a pig you do it. If I tell you to strip and spin in a circle, you have to do it. Anything.”

“Yeah, I got it.” I snap, but the examples make my heart race and my stomach feel funny. I hadn’t really thought how extreme this could get. “But it’s going to be me telling you what to do.”

“Sure thing,” Cade says. He seems completely unworried. “So pick your contest.”

“You’re letting me choose?” I blurt out. Elation and relief flood through me. Stupid move. I can pick my strengths now. He doesn't stand a chance.

I think it over. It can't be purely strength based‌—‌Cade has way too much muscle on me. He's matched me at some games before, too, but I've beaten him at others. He's fast, but I'm light and really fast, too.

"Fine. We'll do three," I say. "Chess, a footrace, and pull-ups." I've beaten him at all three of those things before. I'm sure he's going to refuse and back out and I prepare to rub it in.

Cade shrugs. “Fine by me.”

I’m a little taken aback. “Fine.”

We start with the footrace‌—‌three times around the large square of playing fields. Everyone lines up at the finish line to watch us loop around. There are at least thirty people gathered from where they were hanging out outside the gym. This is probably going to be our closest contest and I'm set on taking no chances. Becca counts down from ten to zero and then yells: "Go!" I give it my all from the start and open up a lead immediately.

I was already wearing a small pair of running shorts, a t-shirt, and white canvas sneakers, so I didn’t have to change for this.

My lungs burn and I'm immediately drenched in sweat. And then Cade starts gaining on me. I push through the first lap and try to add even more speed, but he keeps the distance even. By the third lap, my breath is ragged. My whole body is heaving to suck in air. My clothes are wet with sweat and cling to my curvy body. And then Cade passes me. He's gasping too but his pace is so strong. How can someone with that much muscle move so fast?

I push myself way past my limit trying to keep up with him. Maybe I can edge him out at the end, I think desperately. And then he pulls away. I cross the finish line two or three feet behind him, trip, and fall to the ground gasping.

People are cheering and laughing. It was a good show for them. Alarm and worry flood through me.

“Not as fast as you thought, huh?” Cade says. I shove his hand away when he offers it to help me up.

“You had a good day,” I snap.

“Yes I did,” he says, amused.

There are tables with chess board patterns on them outside the gym by the exercise structures. Someone brings pieces out from the gym office. I’m still struggling to calm my breathing. I can feel Becca watching us and it only makes me angrier about losing the run.

I can get him back in the next two. I’m good at chess and Cade has muscle but I’m way lighter than him‌—‌the pull ups will be much easier for me.

The chess game starts out all wrong. I play really, really defensively‌—‌I don’t want to make a single mistake. I want to be sure of a win. And that’s why I lose. Cade plays riskily and daringly‌—‌he loses a lot of pieces early on but he pushes me hard and I make a mistake.

He takes my queen.

Panic floods through me. I play desperately for the rest of the game but it turns hopeless.

“Not as good as you thought, huh?” Cade teases.

“It’s not over yet!” I counter.

And then it is. He only has his queen and his two knights left‌—‌I still have more pieces‌—‌but I stumble again, panicking, and he moves too cleverly. He puts me in checkmate.

I stare at the board for a half minute straight. Shock is pulsing through me. I don’t want to believe it. I…‌I lost. I can’t believe it. What is he going to do to me?

Cade laughs.

I grasp at my last option. "Give me a chance‌—‌finish the contest. Let's put it all on the pull-up contest."

I know there’s no way he’ll agree but I have to try.

“Why would I do that? You lost two out of three.”

"What, are you afraid I'll beat you at pull-ups‌—‌ a big strong guy like you?"

“I don’t think I’m afraid of anything about you, Hayden,” he mocks me. “What’s in it for me?”

I think. I've got nothing. I grasp at straws. "If…‌if I lose at pull-ups, you can really do anything to me." I blush saying it and I can't understand why, exactly. My mind is screaming that this is a bad idea‌—‌that I should stop this before I push too far. But I feel Becca watching me. I can’t lose in front of her!

“The deal was already that winner gets to do anything,” Cade points out, mockery in his voice.

“Yeah…‌but…‌” I bite my lip, still blushing for some reason. “Really anything, for as long as you want‌—‌and, if I win, I don’t get anything. Just the victory.”

Cade considers me steadily and intensely‌—‌so much that I have to force myself to not look away‌—‌and then he shrugs. "Eh, I feel like doing some pull-ups anyway. Sure. You got a deal."

Elation floods me. I have a chance again. I chance a glance at Becca and her eyes are a little wide. She’s watching Cade, though, which annoys me.

We go to the pull-up bars outside the gym. My heart is hammering in my chest. I shake out my arms and take deep breaths, trying to calm myself down. I need to be calm and not overstress my system before we've even started.

You can beat him at this. You’ve done it before. You know you’re better.

“You want to do the honors again?” Cade says to Becca. She smiles a little which I hate.

“Sure thing, Cade.” But then she turns to me. “Good luck, Hayden.” It fills me with vivid energy. I can’t lose now. I’ll win for her!

She counts us down from ten again, and Cade and I leap up to the bars.

I do pull-ups a lot but I don't have a muscular body at all. My thighs and bottom are big and plump for a boy, and my hands and feet are kind of dainty. My abdomen, arms, and shoulders are slim and small. But I'm light. That's my advantage. I don't have a lot to lift.

Cade, on the other hand, is huge. His chest and shoulders are broad and enormous. His ebony skin ripples with rock hard muscle. He's well over six feet tall. I'm five foot seven. But that means he has a lot more to lift than me.

Becca keeps count for us as we go. We both keep the same pace. My arms are immediately screaming‌—‌pull-ups are excruciating. It's hard to do one. Or five. Ten is impressive for most people.

I make it to twenty. And then Cade pulls ahead. I nearly let out a sob, desperate to keep up. My whole body is straining. I’m drenched in sweat again. I start trembling as I try to continue.

“Just give up,” Cade gasps out, taunting me. “I think, deep down, you want to give up.”

“Fuck you!” I gasp back bitterly. “I’m going to beat you!”

And Cade just keeps going. I get another pull up in. Then another. And then my hand slips. I desperately grab the bar again. I do another. And another and…‌I can’t. I can’t lift myself anymore. My whole body is shaking violently. My hands and arms are screaming in agony. I feel so weak. I strain but I just can’t lift myself. No matter how hard I strain‌—‌I just don’t have the strength left. I hang for second after second, then try again, straining in agony to pull myself up.

And my body gives out.


CHAPTER 2: DEFEAT
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I slip off the bar and crash into the ground. I lay there in a dirty, sweaty, trembling pile, gasping painfully for air.

Cade strains through a few more pull-ups and then lets himself drop. People cheer for him. Becca walks up to him and touches his arm, impressed.

For a long time, I’m ignored. I can’t do anything but gasp for breath on the ground. Cade’s winded but not nearly as much as me. He was just better than me.

He let me pick the contests and I still lost.

I push myself up to my knees, sitting with my legs folded under me. I'm still gasping. I feel tears welling up in my eyes and I blink them away.

"Good try, Hayden," Becca says like she feels sorry for me. That stings worse than the pain. I feel awful. And then I remember the deal and anxiety floods through me.

It can’t be anything that bad, I try to tell myself. My whole body feels tense as I wait for what Cade’s going to do to me.

He finally turns and considers me.

“Well, well, well. Looks like someone got a little big for his little britches and lost.”

I can’t think of anything to say so I don’t answer. I grit my teeth. I can’t meet his eye so I look at the ground. People around us titter nervously.

“You remember the deal, don’t you Hayden?” he teases.

“Yes,” I bite out.

“You’re not going to try to back out now, are you?”

“No.”

“You honor your word, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“What was the deal?”

My throat feels tight and I can barely answer but I choke it out. “Winner gets to do…‌whatever they want with the loser. The loser has to do anything they say.”

“First command: you answer everything I say to you. And you answer truthfully. Understand?”

“Yes, Cade.”

More nervous titters from the crowd.

“Stand up.”

I do it.

“Stretch your arms above your head, stand on your tiptoes, and turn in a circle.”

“Why?”

“Were questions part of the deal?” he snaps.

I bite my lip.

“Well, were they?”

“No.”

He looks at me expectantly and finally, I do it. I stretch my arms up, stand on tiptoe, and turn a slow circle on trembling legs.

“There we go. I just wanted a good look at my new property.”

I blush and there’s more nervous laughter from the group. I see Becca for a moment; her eyes are wide and her mouth a little open.

This is the most humiliating thing that’s ever happened to me. I can’t believe he’s being such a dick to me. You would do the same thing to him, my mind whispers. But I don’t care. I just feel angry and ashamed and stupid. I can’t believe I got myself into this. I’m so stupid. I should’ve ended it before it went this far!

“Get down on your hands and knees,” Cade says.

I obey this time without question.

“Crawl to me.”

“What?” Suddenly I’m just a little afraid.

“You heard me. Arch your back really good, too, and crawl to me.”

I do it. Arching my back pops my big butt out embarrassingly and I realize my little exercises shorts hardly reach the end of it.

There’s a lot of nervous laughter and chatter now. The crowd of our peers can hardly believe this is happening. It feels like there’s a weird excitement to see what Cade is going to do.

I reach him and sit my bottom back on my feet. He reaches down and cups my face for a second and I catch my breath.

He slaps me.

I gasp a little in shock and a ripple of surprise goes through the group. His dark hand left a red, stinging mark on my pale cheek. My plump lips form a shocked “O”.

“You’re kind of cute when you’re surprised.”

Cute? That makes me feel really weird.

He slaps me again, then again and I gasp. He takes my throat and squeezes it until I can't breathe. He holds it until I start to feel dizzy and then lets me go and I fall over to the side, gasping. I feel so humiliated that I start crying, which only makes me feel more ashamed.

“Look at that‌—‌loser’s crying,” Cade taunts.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I gasp back, trying to find a way to keep fighting him. “Why are you doing this?”

He smiles, unperturbed. “Because I feel like it. I’ve wanted to do some things to you for a long time.”

Practically everything he says sends nervous laughter through the group. He grabs my hair and pulls me over to a block, and I’m forced to crawl after him through the dirt and grass.

He sits down on the block. “Stand up and strip in front of me.”

That really makes the crowd gasp. My mouth falls open again. Please, please no. I remember that we even agreed on this as one of the examples when we set up the contest. But I didn’t think it would be like this. I thought it would be some joke‌—‌having to streak across campus naked or something.

I want desperately to beg him to not make me do this. But I know he’ll refuse my pleas and I’ll only have embarrassed myself more. I want to run away. It’s just a stupid bet. It’s not law. He can’t actually make me do anything! But I know that if I run away now I’ll be completely humiliated for the rest of the year‌—‌maybe the rest of my time at the university. No one will take me or my word seriously anymore. And I’m just too used to following rules‌—‌when you make an agreement with a person you follow it, especially when they’re right there enforcing the agreement. It’s just too habituated into me.

I stand. My pale, lissome legs are shaking. I slowly grasp the hem of my shirt with trembling hands and peel it up my body and then over my head. I drop it beside me in the dirt.

“Good boy. Now those slutty little shorts.”

Slutty? It feels so terrifyingly sexual.

I grasp the waistband. I only have a tight little pair of white exercise underwear underneath them. They show off my bottom and cock completely. But I have no choice. I peel the wet shorts down over my fat bottom and bend over, tugging them down my legs. I kick them off.

“Underwear too.”

“Please,” I finally beg, my voice trembling a little.

"Follow the deal," Cade snaps and I obey him, for some reason. I see Becca out of the corner of my eye. But instead of alarmed, she looks fascinated‌—‌interested even. Fucking bitch, I think angrily.

I reach my fingers into the tight waistband, and slowly I pull the tight little garment down over my sweaty bottom. It pops out‌—‌exposed, completely naked. I’m blushing bright red all the way down my pale chest. I feel disgust and shame roiling in my stomach.

What’s wrong with me? How did I let this happen?

I slide the underwear down my legs and kick them off. I’m left standing completely naked before Cade and practically everyone I know. I only have my little white canvas sneaker on.

“Turn around,” Cade commands. “Show me that butt.”

What the fuck? But I’m so embarrassed that I can’t even talk, and I’m afraid anything I say will only make things worse.

I turn.

“Open yourself to me.”

The crowd is roaring with chatter and very, very nervous laughter.

“What the fuck?” I blurt out.

“Do it. I’m not interested in what you have to say. You got to speak before this‌—‌before you were a loser. Now you follow the fucking deal.”

I’m crying fully now with shock and shame. Tears run down my face. I see Becca staring at my exposed body in shock.

I reach back, grab my fat butt cheeks, and pull them apart, revealing my dirty little hole to Cade. I shudder in shame.

“Now spank yourself.”

It feels so awkward. I’ve never spanked myself, much less in front of a crowd of people. I reach my hand back and bring it down, lightly slapping my bottom.

“Harder.”

I spank it harder and my butt jiggles lewdly.

“Harder, Hayden.”

Biting back a sob of humiliation I reach my hand back and spank myself as hard as I can. It leaves a red handprint on my pale fatness.

And then his hands are on my hips.


CHAPTER 3: RAVISHMENT
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Oh fuck, he's touching me. I gasp almost cutely. He pulls me to him, between his legs, and twists me so I’m bent a little forward and my bottom’s popped out and spread for him.

And then he buries his face between my fat, sweaty butt cheeks and licks me there‌—‌he licks my nubile, dirty hole with his rough, warm tongue. The crowd absolutely erupts in shocked gasps and chatter. I gasp and moan lewdly against my will‌—‌it just pops out. I can’t control it.

I expect it to be quick‌—‌some weird prank. But it’s not. He stays there, warmly licking and sucking and feeding on me. I moan and tremble in his dark hands. They grip my pale flesh firmly and hold my little body in place.

He finally pulls away and squeezes and rubs my plump, sweaty bottom. To my shock and horror, my cock starts to get erect‌—‌it’s not fully there yet. No one’s noticed. But it’s starting to swell up.

“How does that feel?”

I know he’ll make me answer if I don’t.

“Disgusting, humiliating, embarrassing!” I whine through my tears.

“No, that’s how you feel. How does my tongue on your naughty little hole feel? How does it feel to have my hands massage this fat butt?”

I bite my lip. I don't want to say it but I gave my word. And for some reason, I feel like he'll know if I don't just admit it. I decide to just get it over with‌—‌maybe if I just say it it'll pass by quickly.

“It feels good,” I say almost petulantly.

“Good boy,” he says.

My cock grows as he massages my wet booty. He spanks me once and my butt jiggles again. I’m visibly erect now. I realize everyone has seen. Becca’s looking right at my pathetic, throbbing cock. She gives me a look like she thinks I’m pathetic and I blush in even deeper shame.

“Please, someone will see!” I beg Cade.

He shrugs. “Plenty of people are already seeing.”

“Someone from the university! We’ll get in trouble!”

He shrugs again. “Let them see. What does it matter? So we’ll get a smack on the wrist. I’m smacking you right now and it’s not so bad, is it?”

He spanks me again, and then he buries his hand into my cheeks and rubs my hole‌—‌around and around and around. I moan again and fail to bite it back. It feels really, shockingly good. Too good. I’ve never been touched there like that‌—‌never been touched by another man like this.

“Damn, he really likes it,” I hear someone from the crowd whisper.

“Look at how his body’s responding to it,” says another.

“That’s so humiliating for him,” whispers a third.

Cade spins me around and strips off his own shirt, shoes, and shorts‌—‌he does it easily as if he doesn't care at all who sees him. I gasp. I gasp because another man just stripped himself naked before me, and I gasp because his cock is enormous.

He’s erect. I realize he’s erect. Is that because of me? I…‌I didn’t realize Cade liked guys. It makes me blush even deeper, and I feel really, really weird deep down in my stomach. My anus gives a little throb and I don’t know why. His cock is nearly nine inches long‌—‌it seems like it’s nearly as long as my forearm, and it’s wider than my own wrist.

He tugs me into his lap and that big cock presses against my bottom. The crowd buzzes and whoops and laughs around me. I gaze at the ground shamefully. My cock stands straight up from between my plump thighs.

“Looks like he likes being treated like my little slut.” The crowd swells‌—‌they laugh and chatter and maybe even jeer at me. “Do you like being my little slut, Hayden? I think you might’ve lost on purpose. You want to belong to me. I think you wanted me to do this.”

“No…‌no!” I try to protest. But the words barely escape my throat.

“Your body’s enjoying it though, isn’t it?” he says into my ear, almost seductively. He reaches down and picks up my drenched shirt. He rips it to shreds, easily, his black muscles bulging. Then he twists my arms behind my back and binds them there. I strain against the rags holding me but he’s tied them too well‌—‌he wrapped them around my forearms, then wrapped them around my abdomen, firmly controlling me. I can’t strain free. I’m becoming more and more completely at his mercy.

“Stand up,” he commands.

I awkwardly get up‌—‌off balance with having my hands behind me. “Fuck you’re cute, all bound up and embarrassed.” He tugs me back down over his lap‌—‌my stomach pressing against his cock and hard thighs. “Pull your legs up.” I do it. I’m balanced across his lap on just my stomach.

And then he spanks me, hard. He smacks my bottom again and again and again. His dark hands turn my pale booty pink with spanks. At first, it's individual handprints, and then I become so covered in slaps that my bottom is one bright pink shine. My fatness jiggles and shakes lewdly under his blows and I moan and writhe in shock. But he holds me firmly, pressing me into his thighs, and keeps beating me.

And then he’s dipping his fingers into my mouth and I’m sucking them‌—‌my mind’s too addled to think. I just do it. I just obey.

He reaches his hand back and presses a thick finger into my bottom.

I’m being ravished. A man is fingering my bottom. I’m penetrated. The thoughts are far off. Distant. I feel almost dizzy from the shock. It feels like I can’t think straight‌—‌can hardly control my body. The crowd roars behind me. Things are blurry.

“Oh fuck,” I moan out.

"'Oh fuck' is right. You're gonna get fucked, Hayden Lane."

He presses into me all the way to the knuckles‌—‌he works my butt ever so slowly. It goes on for minutes. And then he sticks a second finger in. Then a third. Every one of my breaths comes out as a moan. It’s so shameful but I can’t help myself. My heart is racing. I’m drenched in sweat. I feel a little feverish from how much he’s stretching my bottom.

He lifts me off of his lap and lays me on the block on my back. He pushes my knees up to near my head, exposing the backs of my thighs, and spread my legs wide apart. I’m presented there like a slutty little art exhibit.

He sticks his fingers back into my tight hole and spanks and rubs and tugs at my fat cheeks as he rhythmically penetrates me. My little cock is standing straight up from my supine body, throbbingly erect. I break. I start openly crying from the humiliation and just the overwhelming feeling of it.

“Come on‌—‌spank him, grab him, grope him.” Cade is offering me to the crowd. No one steps forward at first and I feel a small pulse of relief. And then Becca steps up, a strange light in her eyes. The hint of a wicked grin flashes across her face for just a moment then she suppresses it. She reaches down and spanks my fat bottom.

The crowd surges forward. Hands spank and grab and tug at the fatness of my bottom and thighs. I throw my head back, moaning and overwhelmed. I'm being ravished and abused by a crowd of almost everyone I know at the school. People file past‌—‌seemingly urged on by each other‌—‌and beat booty. Cade keeps fingering me as it happens. They even spank my stomach. A man I can't see pinches and twists my nipples. Another grabs and tugs and teases my little patch of pubic hair and I buck and writhe.

I’m left a moaning, sweaty, filthy mess. My bottom and thighs are pink and throbbing. My nipples throb, too. And I feel strangely, incredibly, vividly alive. My whole body is throbbing with sensation‌—‌throbbing with pleasure.

What the fuck is happening? What the fuck is wrong with me?

Cade tugs his fingers out of me and I’m so stretched out that my butt gapes open a little in his absence. His fingers are so thick and rough and big.

“You made me gape!” I blurt out accusingly.

“Fuck yes I did,” he says, seductively again.

He brings his cock to my lips and rubs it across my face, an ultimate act of domination. I shudder and twist my head away angrily.

“No, I’ll never!”

He shrugs. “Fine, I’ll press it in without lube then.”

“No, wait!” I gasp. I don’t want to. I want to hold out. But his cock is so big. I’m afraid of it. I’m afraid of taking it without even saliva to help me.

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

“Yes,” I say with a sob. I open my mouth obediently and he presses his warm, hard cock past my plump lips. I have a cock in my mouth. I’m sucking another man’s cock. My mouth is being ravished by Cade’s big cock! He fucks my face for a long time. His cock breaches my throat and sinks down it and I take him up to his balls. My nose is buried in his pubic hair. He keeps fucking me. Spit trails down my chin and onto my chest and nipples. His dick makes lewd, wet, sloppy sounds as it slaps into my open, submissive orifice.

He finally pulls out and leaves me gasping‌—‌I could only get little slips of air while he was plugging my mouth with his enormous member. My chest heaves.

And before I can catch my breath, his cock has breached my anus.

He lines up between my legs and presses his head into me. It’s overwhelming and painful and I arch my back and nearly scream. But I’ve been stretched out by his finger fucking just enough to be able to take him. My sphincter strains on his enormous head and then slides over it, sucking onto his thick shaft. I’m stretched taut, at my absolute limit, in order to take him.

Cade Glanton just took my anal virginity. I’m being publicly ravished by my rival, my bully, my enemy! What the fuck is wrong with me? How did this happen?

He holds me by my slim waist and slowly works into me deeper and deeper.

“Look how erect you are,” Cade taunts. “Your body loves this. Tell everyone what you are.”

I know, somehow, what he wants me to say. I’m too broken and humiliated to do anything but obey.

“I’m an anal slut.”

“Whose anal slut are you?”

“I’m your anal slut, Cade.”

“Who does your body belong to? Who does your big butt belong to?”

"My body…‌my bottom‌—‌it belongs to you, Cade. I…‌I belong to you," I can barely get it out. The words are interrupted by breathy gasps and moans. I'm so overwhelmed by his cock that I can hardly think. I'm in a feverish, sweaty haze. And I feel incredible.

What the fuck? What the fuck?

I don’t understand what’s happening to me. It hurts, being stretched so wide, but the pain is being replaced by a warm, deep pleasure that radiates out from my bottom through my whole body. I can feel it through my thighs, my stomach, my nipples‌—‌everything‌—‌all the way out to my toes and fingers.

Without thinking, I let out a pleasured little gasp.

And he bottoms out in me. His heavy balls rest on my fat ass. His pubic bone and pubic hair press and rub against my small, throbbing cock and balls.

I let out a single, sweet, pleasured, gasp. He pauses for a second and trails his thumb over my plump bottom lip. And then he leans over and presses a kiss to me. I try to pull away for a moment but he’s too firm and keeps me in place. The crowd whoops in surprise.

He pulls away.

“Was that your first kiss?”

“I’ve…‌I’ve never been kissed before by a man. I’ve never been kissed before at all…‌” I blurt out.

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes…‌I’ve…‌I’ve never been with a girl. Or a man.”

“Now you have, haven’t you? Look down at that big cock in your butt.”

He tugs my head up by my hair and makes me watch as his thick black shaft rolls in and out of my pale, fat butt.

“Yes, Cade.”

“Call me Master Cade or Master from now on. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes…‌Master Cade.”

My body is absolutely throbbing and trembling from the rough treatment and fucking he’s giving me. It feels so good. It shouldn’t feel so good.

"You like this a lot, don't you? It feels incredible on that hot little body, doesn't it?"

I bite my lip and shake my head in denial.

He squeezes my butt hard, presses all the way into me, and grinds his cock around. I gasp in shocked pleasure. It’s rough but my body loves it. “Don’t fucking lie to me you little fucking slut.”

“Yes! Yes, it feels so good! I don’t fucking understand! I’m not gay!”

“Sure you are,” he corrects me. “You were throbbing for me before I even penetrated you. You got hard just from being spanked, shamefully, in front of all your friends, by another man. You fucking need this rough treatment, don’t you? Do you need it, you little whore?”

I sob and break down even more under his control. Step by step, I feel myself giving into him completely. “Yes, Master,” and as he slaps his cock into me, making lewd slurping sounds with my butt, I gasp out, “Yes, yes, yes!”

He chokes me and kisses me and pounds my butt harder and harder‌—‌my fat cheeks jiggling each time his body slaps into mine. I don't think I can take anymore.

“Oh Cade,” I beg my Master. I don’t even know what I’m begging him for. I try to bite my lip. I try to resist the most intense experience of my life. And I fail again. The shame, humiliation, objectification, exposure, dirtiness, and penetration; losing to him‌—‌this perfect, raw, muscled, titanic stud of a man‌—‌my enemy. It’s all too much. The warmth rushes out from my bottom like a wave and releases the tension in me. My butt spasms and clenches on his huge cock.

"Cade…‌Cade, I'm going to cum, please!" I sob.

"Damn, little white boys love that big, black cock, don't they?" he taunts me. "Beg‌—‌beg to cum! Beg or I'll punish you worse afterward!"

“Please let me cum! Please let me cum on that big, black cock!” I cry out.

“Cum, slut. Let it go.”

I orgasm.

There is no thought. There’s nothing but intense, overwhelming feeling. I’ve never felt anything like it. It’s far more intense than masturbating my cock on my own. It’s as different as slipping into a bathtub and being carried away by the ocean.

I cum from my butt stretching over his cock. I cum like an anal whore.

He keeps pounding his cock into me, plunging my desperate hole and filling me with intense, extended bliss until his thick member erupts deep in my butt. Cum impregnates me anus‌—‌stream after stream floods into me. He tugs out of my warm, gaping hole and marks me as his: thick ropes of cum shoot across my cock, my heaving stomach and chest, my thighs, my nipples, my face and my open mouth. I taste it‌—‌salty and…‌good. Why do I like how it tastes?

I’ve lost completely. I’m defiled, claimed as another man’s. And I’ve never felt such intense pleasure and arousal in my life.

My whole body throbs with ecstasy. I try to think through the haze and I can't. It feels like the crowd isn't there anymore. I just need to be held. I reach out to him and he takes my trembling body in his rough arms. He holds me close to him, in his lap. My fat, pale thighs wrap around his rock hard, ebony abdomen. That big cock rests against my fat, trembling ass.

“Oh Cade…‌Oh…‌Oh fuck…‌” I can’t form any words. I let it all go and sob in ecstasy against his chest. He undoes the rags binding me and takes me and kisses me over and over and over again. He rubs my trembling body, heightening the warm pleasure still pulsing in me.

“You needed that, didn’t you, whore?”

I’m broken completely. I can’t resist him. “Yes,” and as he makes me say it, it suddenly seems true to me.

He dumped me off of his lap into the ground. His cock is already hard again. He presses back into my throbbing hole and fucks me there, rubbing my pale form into the dirty, muddy ground with his powerful strokes. I have no resistance against him. I cum again, hard.

When I come too after my second orgasm his cock is in my mouth. He sprays warm semen into me, flooding it over my tongue and filling my mouth with it. I know what I’m supposed to do. I swallowed it all.

He takes a belt from someone in the crowd and wraps it around my neck‌—‌my collar and leash‌—‌and leads my pale body, crawling, off the field.


CHAPTER 4: DESTRUCTION
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Cade leads me across the sidewalks and pavement of campus‌—‌rough on my soft, naked body. The entire crowd follows us. I keep expecting someone on campus to step in but people hardly react. Some glance at the spectacle and quickly glance away, embarrassed. Everyone seems to assume it’s some strange art project or something. When we get to the edge of campus Cade slings me over his shoulder‌—‌some dark, African warlord carrying off his pale, defeated damsel. I tremble against his hard muscles and let him take me.

I realize I’m going to his frat house.

It’s old and filthy and dilapidated. Cade kicks open a small closet underneath the stairs and tosses me into it carelessly. He goes to the fridge and gets a plastic bottle of soda. He makes me suck on it, covering it in spit, then slowly he works it into my ass until the bulge of the top part pops past my sphincter and sinks into my bottom. My sphincter strains at its absolute limit around the middle and it stays firmly in place. “Stay, like a good slut,” he commands. Dust and grime coat my already filthy body. He leaves me there in the dark for a long time and I lay, spent, trying to collect my breath and collect my thoughts.

Do I really belong to Cade now? I realize that that was the deal, and with a confusing mix of horror and…‌something else, I realize that he’s planning on keeping it. I belong to him until he wants to let me go.

When he opens the closet the crowd at his house has swollen even larger and a party is starting. He leads me out by my leash and I crawl after him on my hands and knees, shuddering with shame. I’m naked and humiliated in front of everyone again.

He puts a bowl in front of me with water, and another with oatmeal.

“Eat like a dog, slut.”

I’m too thirsty and famished to resist. I sink down, ass swaying in the air, and slurp up my meal.

And then he lifts me up onto the table in the living room, at the center of the party. Four of his muscled, hulking frat brothers step up‌—‌two black guys plus him and two white. I want to protest but the deal said he could do anything to me. And the whole crowd is going along with it. And I've already been taken so far. I've been pushed so far over the line. I've let him do so much to me. I feel like I have no foothold to dig in with. It feels impossible to stop, now.

He tugs the soda bottle out of my bottom and coats my ass in clear cooking oil from the kitchen. I'm gaping wide open from being left with the bottle in me. I can stick my fingers into my bottom and not touch the sides of my sphincter‌—‌that's how wide open I am. He puts the bottle of oil in my but and tips it up, flooding my anus with viscous lubricant.

And then he presses into me. My cock is erect in an instant. My body sings to life, pleasure throbbing through me. It feels even better this time, somehow.

One of his friends steps up and another enormous cock presses to my hole. It's so tight with two. He presses his cock against my taut sphincter again and again and each time it slips away. But finally, he sinks into me.

I have two enormous black cocks buried in my pale ass from different sides‌—‌stretching me, throbbing against me.

Another comes up insistently to my lips and I know what I’m supposed to do. Obediently, I take him into my mouth. I feel two more cocks placed, one in each hand, and I take them and masturbate them like a good slut pleasing his men. They strip off my shoes‌—‌exposing my ticklish, dainty feet. Two more cocks‌—‌joining in from the crowd‌—‌press up to my arches and masturbate themselves against the curve.

I’m being fucked as completely as a boy can be fucked. I can’t concentrate on anything‌—‌the only thing in my mind is the sea of pulsating cocks throbbing around me. I suck and work my hands‌—‌a desperate, feverish desire to please possessing me‌—‌as those two gargantuan monsters in my butt pump me.

It’s like having pythons slithering into my bottom. They’re so huge. I’ve never been stretched this wide. I didn’t even know it was possible for a butt to be stretched this wide.

Cade drenches me in oil.

They fuck me harder and harder, working together to piston in and out of my pale fatness. The cock in my mouth tastes so good. My body is screaming in agony at how it’s being stretched and worked and used‌—‌it’s hard to suck and masturbate and get fucked at the same time. But I feel so slutty. And I feel so good along with it. The pleasure washes away the pain‌—‌it’s even more intense.

Their cocks pump me and pump me and pump me. I writhe and twist and shake violently under their abuse. My pale, grimy, dirty little body is getting the hardest fucking of its life.

I have no chance of resisting. My wet anus clenches around them. I explode in orgasm.

“Damn, what a slut,” one of them says.

“He really fucking needed it, huh?”

“Look how he’s fucking moaning and whimpering‌—‌fuck that’s hot.”

People are taking pictures‌—‌filming my ravishment to spread across the internet. I don’t care about any of it. I’m overwhelmed in anal orgasmic bliss. They don’t care. They keep pounding me. I get hard and cum again. They don’t give a fuck.

They fuck me for hours.

I get ravished in every position I could imagine‌—‌straddling them, held up between them, pressed against the wall, on my hands and knees, on my back again. They bring me to the couch and keep fucking me. They’re all such big, strong, virile studs. These are men I used to think I could stand up to‌—‌stand beside as an equal. My dainty little body doesn’t stand a chance against them.

I start to feel light‌—‌airy. All I feel is intense passion. I exist only as holes for them to fuck. Only as anal orgasmic ecstasy.

The fuck me deep into the night. I have no idea how many men from the party take me. By the end, every inch of me is drenched and rubbed with cum. My warm, steamy asshole is gaping open‌—‌it's nearly the size of my fist‌—‌and they make me fist myself at one point, and my hand slides in and out past the knuckles almost easily. Cum drips out of my asshole and oozes down my fat, pale thighs. It crusts around the rim of my butt. My entire body is coated in a sheen of it that they've spread out over me. My stomach is full, impregnated with their semen. Cum covers my lips and runs down my chin, onto my chest and nipples. My body is covered in bruises and red handprints from being grabbed and spanked and groped.

I’ve been destroyed.

I lay out on display on the coffee table, where they left me, and just breath. I keep thinking I’ll wake up from this but…‌I can’t decide if it’s a nightmare or the strangest, most intense, most wonderful dream.

My enemy emerges out of the haze and stands over me‌—‌a ruthless conqueror.

“You’ve lost everything, haven’t you.”

“Yes.”

“I took it from you.”

“Yes, Master.”

“What are you?”

I have to struggle to think through the exhaustion and fog. “Your whore. Your slut. Your slave.”

“You have one more thing you have to give me, though.”

I stare up at him, wide-eyed and not understanding. "You've taken everything from me. You've destroyed me completely."

“There’s one last thing. The truth.”

I struggle to understand.

“Think. You know what I want you to confess.”

And then I realize. I want to deny it. But it’s there inside of me. I’m his. I’m broken. I can’t resist him. I can’t lie. I try. I break again.

I confess to him. “I loved it. I fucking loved it. Oh fuck, what the fuck is wrong with me.”

“What did you love?”

“I loved every fucking second of it‌—‌the shame, the humiliation, the defeat. I loved you spanking me. I loved all those big cocks pounding my body. I loved your cock. I love your cock buried inside of me.”

“Say it. Say the final thing.”

Tears of shame stain my grimy face.

“I love you.”

It hangs there, filling the space between us. It’s so simple but it’s everything, too. “I’m in love with you.”

And he bends down over me, and‌—‌ever so gently‌—‌he kisses and sucks each of my delicate nipples. He works down, kissing my stomach down to my belly button, then kissing it. Then he licks back up. My mouth is waiting for him. He kisses me there, on my plump lips. I melt under him and he lays over me‌—‌pressing his hard body against my soft curves‌—‌and French kisses me for a long, long time.

“You’re mine now,” he says. “You’re going to stay here on display for me until I come for you again.”

He takes some rags and binds me, then leaves me‌—‌his trophy‌—‌on the coffee table. I taste him on my lips and‌—‌my body still throbbing from his touch‌—‌I drift off into a sleep filled with lewd dreams.


CHAPTER 5: OWNED
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I lost all respect at school. I was a ridiculous laughing stock. Everyone knew what had happened to me. The videos and pictures went all around the internet‌—‌I ended up on porn sites, even. They got a lot of hits. Even my family and friends back home saw them and basically cut off contact with me. They stopped paying my tuition and in order to stay at the university, I had to move in with Cade at his frat house. Becca hardly bothers to talk to me anymore although she hangs out with Cade a lot.

Per the deal, Cade gets to do whatever he wants with me for as long as he wants. But it’s more than that, now. He destroyed my standing‌—‌practically destroyed my identity. And I have nowhere to live but with him, now. I guess it’s that I don’t have anything else but being his slut‌—‌his possession. He’s taken everything else away from me.

I just sort of fell into living with him as his possession. It was just the easiest thing to do, in a strange way. It just sort of happened.

He doesn't let me wear any underwear. And I always have to wear really tight jeans or tight booty shorts, and tight tops to show off my body for him. I have a collar to remind everyone that I'm his.

The faculty at the university vaguely know what’s going on‌—‌they overhear gossip from the students, and they can go to porn sites as well as anyone else. They’ve all seen my humiliation. But no one’s tried to step in or anything. I agreed to it, after all. I made the deal. I went along with every step.

Cade lets me still go to classes. I have to suck his cock every morning like a good boy to get permission. And if I don't get good grades he spanks me and punishes me hard. Sometimes I have to do school work while I'm sitting on his cock, which makes it so hard to concentrate. I can hardly think of anything but that big cock deep inside my bottom. But I'm actually doing well in school.

Cade films videos of me and does cam shows of me getting fucked‌—‌that’s how I pay for my tuition; exposing myself shamefully to strangers on the internet at my most vulnerable moments.

I get ganged a lot by him and his housemates. Most weekends they have parties and I get used at the center of an orgy, just like the first day. They film and post those, too. The videos are all actually pretty popular on the internet‌—‌people know and follow me.

I’m always so stretched out and destroyed after each orgy. During the week, Cade has me walk around with a butt plug in, to keep me stretched out enough for his cock and for double penetration. Last week, I got triple penetrated in my bottom at the orgy. Actually, I guess it was…‌quintuple penetrated? I had two cocks in my mouth for a while, along with the three in my bottom. He keeps me in a chastity cage when I’ve been naughty, to remind me that good white boys cum from black cocks in their bottom.

I live in constant shame and humiliation. With one day‌—‌one stupid contest‌—‌my whole life changed. But here’s my humiliating secret‌—‌the thing Cade makes me confess to him over and over again: I love it. I love the shame and humiliation. I love the dirtiness.

And I love Master. I’m in love with Cade Glanton.

Him taking control of me and using me freed me from all my inhibitions. It let me become as slutty and submissive as, deep down inside, I’d always wanted to be.

I get home from class in my tiny booty shorts and knee-high socks and slip my backpack off my back. Cade's sitting on the couch.

“Were you good today?”

I bite my lip cutely. “Yes, Master. Mostly good. I was a little naughty though.”

I slip into his lap and grind myself against him, and he wraps his arms, rippling with muscle, around my little waist‌—‌exposed in my little crop top. “Someone needs to be rewarded and punished then, huh?”

I nod my head. “Uh huh. Yes, Master.”

His giant hands wrap around my bottom and squeeze. My cock responds, straining against my little shorts. He presses his lips to mine and I melt under his kiss.

My fat, white, submissive bottom loves big, dominant black cock.

END
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“Do I make a deal that involves giving up my body to another man? Do I have any other choice?”

DAKOTA BENTLEY:

As soon as I turned eighteen I set out from my abusive, neglectful home. I wanted to move across the country to a new job and a new life waiting for me in California. But midway through my drive, my car broke down on a deserted back road.

I didn’t have any money to pay to fix the car or anyone to go to for help, and no one stopped until my sexy, young body caught the eye of a muscled, hulking trucker, Rusty.

Rusty offered me a deal: he fixes my car and I spend the night with him, giving him anything he wants.

Cute little me insists that I’m not into guys; rough, submissive sex; or mean, tough truckers having their way with me. Rusty’s set on showing me just how wrong I am about all of that.

A 19,000 word, very hot and steamy, stand-alone, new adult, gay M/M romance novella with an HEA (or a happy for now, at least). This novella is part of a planned three following Dakota and Rusty falling in love and the tumult and ecstasy they find along the way, but it can be read satisfactorily on its own as a stand-alone.

***

…‌I’m about to have anal sex. Gay sex. I’m going to lose my anal virginity to a man. The thought excited me but all of a sudden the terrible shame came rushing back and I let out a sob. I looked away from Rusty and started crying as he lined his cock head up with my hole.

“I’m…‌I’m not gay,” I tried to protest.

He stopped for a moment, considering me. Then he hooked a finger through the leather collar around my neck‌—‌the only piece of anything on my naked body.

“You see this?” he practically growled.

I nodded.

“This means you’re my property.”

He wrapped his hands around my wrists, pinning me to the bed. “Try to lift up‌—‌try to fight me.”

I did it. I strained against his grip, throwing my whole body into it. I couldn’t make him budge. I knew I could say my safe word and be free in a moment but something kept me from doing it.

“Use your legs, too,” he commanded sternly.

I kicked and flailed. It didn’t do any good. Rusty easily caught them and pinched an ankle and wrist in each hand. My legs were left up and spread apart, leaving my asshole completely defenseless against him.

“Keep trying to resist,” he commanded. I kept trying to resist and pull free and he took the ripped thong and t-shirt that he had torn from me earlier and bound my ankles and wrists together. They were snug but he had tied them expertly: they didn’t hurt but neither could I escape from them.

“Your body is mine. I can do whatever I want to you. Touch you wherever I want.” To prove his point he rubbed my nubile bottom and trailed his rough fingers and palm across my tender anus. “You don’t have any choice. None of this belongs to you. I’m stronger and I’m going to take what I want. You’re trapped with me here. I own your body. I own all of you.”

And then his voice became gentle and his stormy eyes softened. He brushed my lips with the most delicate kiss. “Got that, my sweet little Kota?”

I thought my cock was going to explode right there. I loved how he was talking to me. I felt afraid of him and so turned on.

I nodded back, tearful but with a small smile, “Yes, Rusty. Yes.”

“It doesn’t matter what you are, your little, slutty, promiscuous body is going to get pounded by this big cock until you cum over, and over, and over again. That’s what you get for showing off this sexy, tight thing on the side of the road.”

“Oh fuck!” I moaned in arousal.

“Do you fucking understand, slut?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“I knew from the moment I saw you in those tight little jeans, all helpless at your car: you want to get butt fucked. You can try to deny it, but I’m going to give you what your slutty body needs.”

And he pressed his hungry mouth forcefully over my submissive lips.

And then he buried his cock…‌


Truck Stop Rough: First Time, Gay, Interracial, BDSM Submission

[image: ]

“No, this can’t be happening! I’m being roughly fucked in my bottom in a truck stop bathroom, but my body is loving it‌—‌I’m not sure I can hold back from cumming!”

Jamie Taylor is sure that he doesn’t want to get ravished by any rough, muscled, black, alpha males. The cute eighteen-year-old has a girlfriend, after all, and he certainly isn’t attracted to men.

But when he cuts Dixon Rourke off on the highway and catches his eye, that all changes. Dixon follows him to a truck stop and confronts him in the dirty facilities there.

Jamie petulantly informs him that he doesn’t have any interest in black alpha males, rough submissive sex, or tough men having their way with his big bottom. He tries to leave but Dixon has other ideas entirely.

If tiny little Jamie and his big butt lose the battle of wills and strength against this hulking stud he risks being stripped down, fucked in all his holes right there on the filthy bathroom floor, publicly humiliated, and even kidnapped and carried off by Dixon. And he would hate all of that, right?

A 7000 word, very hot and steamy, filthy, passionate M/M gay erotica, featuring interracial anal, choking, spanking, fingering, pee play, humiliation, BDSM, and ardent passion.

***

…‌He lifted me, swung me through the air, and lay my pale body out on the filthy floor. I trembled there, helpless, like some princess in a fairytale kidnapped and taken back to a filthy monster's lair. And this monster was going to feed on my most delicate places. He pulled his own clothes from his body and revealed a dark, titanic, muscular form. I gasped when I looked at him.

He lowered his ebony body over my pale, ivory one. He seemed completely unbothered by the filth. He hooked his hands under my knees, pressed my legs up to my head, then spread them wide apart. He shoved my arms above my head and licked my armpits, which made me nearly squeal in pleasure, then he sat back between my legs. My milk white bottom was spread and completely defenseless against him. He spit on my slightly gaping hole and rubbed it in.

And then his cock head was against me. I’d been stripped down to nakedness‌—‌I had nothing left against him. He pressed and his head slid away from my too-tight hole. He realigned and pressed it again and again and finally, his rock hard cock straining against my throbbing, tender opening…‌


Feminized by the Billionaire: A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission & Ravishment

[image: ]

“He owns me now. What will this dangerous, powerful man do to my curvy, womanly body?…‌”

When eighteen-year-old Dani gets trapped with debts to the mob and no money to pay, he has to sell the only valuable thing he has left: his nubile, extremely feminine, absolutely voluptuous body. What will he choose when he has to decide between extreme danger and extreme sexual humiliation, feminization, and passion? Byron Galt, a billionaire industrialist and the man who now owns Dani, is going to sissify, shave, spank, lotion, and absolutely ravish the bubble butt of his delicious new trap. Will Dani be able to push past his inhibitions and shame and take this chance at love, intense sexual ecstasy, and a life with Byron beyond his wildest dreams?

A 22,000 word novella absolutely bursting with first time feminization, crossdressing, BDSM, submission, and ardent, raw, forbidden, M/M sissy ravishment.

***

…‌His mouth came down and licked my armpits, then my nipples, stomach, and belly button. He came back up and kissed me and we began making out again. His cock pulled out a little and he lifted me up and carried me to the center of the room with the pillows. He sunk down onto the floor and spread me over his muscled stomach, my thighs and knees resting on either side of him. His cock was still halfway up my fat, sweaty bottom. He forced me up onto my feet so that I was squatting over his cock, his hands gripping my waist. I concentrated all my effort on not cumming. “Sink onto it,” he commanded…‌

…‌Deep in my bottom something felt like it was radiating warmth. My butt felt incredibly full. Like his cock was meant to be there and fill me up to this exact, overwhelming size. Sweat drenched my body yet my skin had goosebumps, too. I was trembling as I was fucked and gasping and tears from the overwhelming emotion ran down my cheeks. I loved every moment of it.

He could sense I was about to explode…‌


Ravished by My Wife’s Bull: How Stalking Him Led to My Feminization, Humiliation & Passionate Submission

[image: ]

"This is how I was turned into a sissy slut by the man my wife was cheating on me with…‌"

When a feminine, voluptuous young man, J. Ludlow, learns that his gorgeous wife, Aidra, is having a passionate affair with a hulking, powerful black man, Ryan Dreist, he begins following them and documenting their dirty acts. The sight of his wife orgasmically submitting to this potent man unbinds something deep in Ludlow and he becomes obsessed with trailing Dreist. The tables are quickly turned, however, when Dreist lures him into a trap. Ludlow admits his desire for feminization and submits himself to intense sexual exploration and humiliation at their first meeting.

Ludlow and Dreist engage in several intense, lewd struggles over the next three months. Ludlow fights against his urges, and tries to regain control of his wife and his own body, but with each meeting Dreist pushes Ludlow’s limits farther and sissifies him even more, making him slowly realize his potential as a cute, curvaceous, sissy trap. Somewhere deep inside, Ludlow desperately yearns to be thoroughly penetrated and sexually used by this dark, dangerous man. Will he be able to resist his deepest wants, beat Dreist, and seduce his wife back to him? Or will he fail, give in to his desires completely, and realize his wildest fantasies by being transformed into Dreist’s sinful, nubile sex pet?

A 9000 word erotic short story bursting with crossdressing, feminization, and passionate, raw, forbidden, filthy, interracial M/M ravishment.

***

…‌He lay me on my back on the couch, pushed my legs up, and slowly began to tug his dick out of me then press it back in. A few times he pulled it out completely and I whimpered at the absence. He told me to feel my gape one time when he pulled all the way out, and I gasped. I could dip three fingers into my ass without touching the sides of my sphincter‌—‌that’s how much he had stretched me. But his cock was so big that when he put it back in it still strained me to my limit. I lay on his couch in a euphoric haze, incredible anal pleasure radiating through my body. He pulled out, lay behind me, and pushed himself back in. He hooked one arm around my leg to keep it pulled up, giving him complete access to my bottom, and he wrapped the other arm under me and around my waist, holding me close…‌


Feminized by My Bully: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Humiliation, BDSM, and Ravishment

[image: ]

"Do I try to make it on my own in the forest with no knowledge or resources, or do I give in to Brett's dirty, shameful demands and let him feminize and ravish my body? Is my butt really as fat and feminine as he says it is?…‌"

When the girly, beautiful Adrian is stranded in an unknown wilderness with his bully and rival, Brett‌—‌a muscular alpha male, Adrian must rely on him to survive. But when they reach a secluded cabin in the mountains Adrian has to try to resist both Brett’s shocking advances on him and his own forbidden desire for sissification. Adrian and Brett engage in a game of give and take, slowly wearing Adrian down, with the prize of the game being who gets to possess Adrian’s voluptuous figure.

Adrian tries to hold on to his pride and chastity as Brett introduces him to feminization‌—‌eager to transform him into the stunning, curvaceous young trap he could be. Will Adrian finally melt under Brett's domination and embrace sweet submission? Will either of them admit the passionate love growing between them? How deeply and intensely will Adrian be humiliated and transformed?

A brief, intense, 5000 word erotic short story packed with forbidden, raw, ardent M/M sissy ravishment

***

…‌I nodded with humiliation and strange excitement. "Yes sir!" I moaned. He spanked me and pressed his dick into me, and I cried out passionately. Then he pulled me up into his arms, my fat thighs straddled his pelvis, and I arched my back and flailed my fat, jiggly ass up and down on his long, girthy rod. We balanced like this: his arms and hands gripping my jiggly ass and thighs and arched back; me bouncing and gyrating; sweat and oil soaking us; bodies bumping and pressing and sliding; both tensed on the verge of ecstasy. His fat dick was punching the shit out of my prostate and pressing even further into the tender recesses and corners of my anus. I lost track completely of how long he fucked me for. It could’ve been minutes or an hour. We remained tensed and gyrating like that, pleasure crashing through us. I let out sweet, tender, girly little moans and gasps, trying to handle the immense size of the thing inside of me…‌


Feminized by Amber: Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush

[image: ]

What would you do if your secret crush wanted to defeat you, feminize you, transform you into her little girlfriend, and absolutely ravish your body and fat bottom?

Casey joins a gym and meets Amber‌—‌gorgeous, curvaceous, witty, competitive Amber. They start working out together. Amber only does girly exercises, which make Casey's already feminine body even more womanly. He doesn't have the guts to ask Amber out, though, and tension starts to build between them. Things explode when Casey seemingly wanders off with Brittany, the resident skinny rich girl, even though he can't stand her and actually goes off on his own. An angry Amber lays down an ultimatum: beat her in a fight or leave the gym. But then she pushes things farther: if Casey loses, she’s going to sissify him, spank him, humiliate him, and ravish and pound his feminine body and bottom. Will Casey actually lose to a girl in front of everyone? Just how far will Amber go if she wins? Will Amber and Casey admit the passionate love growing between them?

A very hot and steamy, 21,000 word romance novella full of crossdressing, first time feminization, femdom, F/F/M ménage, double anal penetration, public ravishment, and passionate love. A stand alone story with No Cheating and a Happily Ever After.

***

…‌I luxuriated in her cock plundering my ass; she took long, slow, deep strokes. Our smooth legs intertwined and we delighted in rubbing our bodies against each other. She fucked me like that for nearly an hour‌—‌we just couldn’t stop‌—‌until we finally both built to another powerful, deep mutual orgasm. She collected my cum in her hand and fed it to me‌—‌I licked it and sucked it up hungrily. We lay there, luxuriating in the glow for a long time, her cock buried in my butt.

She finally tugged out of me‌—‌I let out a whiny little moan and she kissed me to fix it. She crawled over me and sucked my cock clean in its cage, then shimmied out of her strap-on. She dipped her hand into my gaping sphincter and trailed her fingers around its delicate, tender edges. “I love when you gape like a slut. I love how orgasmic you are, anally,” she said. She bent down and licked my anus‌—‌ringing around my sphincter with her tongue. She kissed and sucked it lovingly and I moaned. Then she replaced my plug snugly in my ass.

“I love being ravished by you,” I said…‌
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