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“Hi Babe! How was work today?” I cal ed over my shoulder to my wife as she walked in the front door. 

“Blah.” Caroline responded grumpily, as she walked behind me to give me a kiss on the cheek. I was making us dinner. Caroline worked in market research and sales at a gymwear company. 

“What’s wrong? What happened?” I asked 

She sat down at the table, letting out a deep sigh. “Nothing, real y. We just got this new intern who’s a lot to deal with.” 



“Real y?” I replied. “What did this intern do?” 

She paused a moment before answering, looking contemplative. “Ugh I don’t know, nothing real y. I can’t even put my finger on it. It’s just…an intern should be deferential shouldn’t they? A bit nervous and uncomfortable on his first day?” 

“I mean…yeah.” I replied. “But is that it? He wasn’t nervous?” 

“No…I mean…I don’t know.” She replied, sounding exasperated. “He’s got this annoying confident swagger to him. I mean he’s a big, good looking senior in high school. I’m guessing he’s runs the show in his high school, but he brought that cocky teenager attitude to work and it real y got on my nerves.” 

“How so?” I asked, though I suspected I knew. Caroline often caught mens’ eyes. She had dark luxurious hair, was cute with round eyes, a button nose, and a large smile, and was further helped by perky C cup breasts. While she mostly kept herself in shape, she had put on a bit of weight since col ege and didn’t have the hourglass figure she used to. Stil , I considered myself to have shot way above my class. I was barely tal er than her and was pretty slim myself. While I thought of myself as attractive - my facial features were delicate, with thin eyebrows, large lashes, visible cheekbones, and ful  lips - I was certainly not a picture of masculinity. But I was a lifelong biker so I had a strong lower body. 

“He just spoke to me in a way that was off putting, like he was giving me instructions instead of the other way around. He wasn’t an ass hole, just kept pushing back. And his suggestions were always good! I couldn’t even fault him there. I dunno.” 

I went over and started rubbing her shoulders from behind. “I’m sorry babe.” 



She leaned back into me. “I also kept noticing him looking at me. Not leering or anything…but 

when I’d catch him….wel  usual y men are a bit…abashed when that happens. But he just looked me in the eyes until I looked away again. It weirded me out a bit is al .” 

“I total y get why that would weird you out. Listen, he’s an intern. Can’t you just have him fired?” 

I asked as I continued massaging her shoulders. 

“No…That’s the worst part. It’s the owner’s son, Ryan Winters.” 

— 

The next morning I kissed Caroline goodbye as she left. She was mostly over her grumpiness, resigned to making the best out of the situation. I had some misgivings though. 

As I biked to work, I couldn’t help but imagine al  the trouble this ass hole kid could cause to Caroline. She’d already had a long history of workplace drama and bad bosses, and I hated the idea of her having another bad experience. 

I resigned not to worry about it at the moment - I would check in on her later. As I continued biking I became caught up in the most distracting thing in my commute. The path I was riding down was frequented by runners, and also ran through a col ege campus. There were always lots of hot girls in skimpy running outfits. Sure enough, as I rounded a corner I saw 50 yards ahead the perfect petite, toned, yet curvy body of a col ege girl in pink spandex jogging shorts and a white string tank top. Without thinking, I slowed my bike a bit as I gazed at her. God, there was nothing hotter than gym wear on these girls' perfect bodies. Final y, I tore my eyes away. I felt like such a creep when I caught myself staring at these girls half my age, but it was hard to resist. 

My day at work passed uneventful y. I texted Caroline over the course of the day but her responses were sporadic and terse. I asked how her day was going and she said she’d tel  me later. As I biked home again, my anxiety grew about what could be happening with her. 

As usual, Caroline walked in as I was preparing dinner. She groaned as she sat down - a bad sign. 

“Hey babe? How was your day?” 

“Ugh, fine I guess. That kid is testing my patience though.” 

“Stil  an ass hole?” 

“Not…just…frustrating. Anyways, how was yours?” 

I told her about my day and we moved on to talk about other things. However, as the week went on, she seemed more and more frustrated by this Ryan kid. Even a bit flustered. 

On friday she came home and I heard her sit down quietly behind me. I looked over and saw a look of frustration on her face. My heart sank and I walked over. “Tel  me babe, as I sat in front of her.” 

She just looked dejected. “I…I’m losing it, Jamie.” She looked so sad it broke my heart. 

“What do you mean? What happened?” 

She sighed “Ryan was assigned as my personal intern for the next two weeks. I had no choice.” 



“What? Why?” 

“His dad wants him to see al  aspects of the company, so he’s starting in my group.” 

“Jeez, babe. I’m sorry. Was it bad?” 



“I mean…he’s smart. But there’s a weird power dynamic here, Jamie. Not only am I intimidated by who his father is…but he’s also…he’s also just intimidating in his own right. I mean, mostly it’s fine. But he’s just so confident and…like…commanding. Sometimes I feel like I’m starting to intern for him instead of the other way around!” 

I didn’t know what to say. That was not an attitude I knew wel . I wasn’t too commanding or confident a person. Caroline often talked about how she loved my soft heart. 

“It gets worse too.” She continued. “He…he mentioned wanting to see the city a bit since he never spent a lot of time downtown. And, I said there was a lot to do around the office. So he asked if I could show him.” 



“Woah” I replied, a bit alarmed. “I mean, this kid is just a kid, babe. This sounds a bit weird.” I didn’t say it out loud but it kind of sounded like a date. 



“No, I know I know, but listen I told him you’d come too.” She half grinned nervously and then buried her head in her hands. “It’s the best I could think of.” 

“Oh jeez…” I replied, not wanting to say more. I didn’t need to make her feel worse about it. 

“Alright…I guess…So just us three?” 

“No…he said he’d bring a date too.” she blushed. 

“So this is a double date…with your 18 year old intern and some teenage girlfriend?” 

“Looks like it….” She grinned nervously, then her face slipped into a grimace. “I’m sorry!” 

“I get it, i get it.” I replied soothingly. “It’s not your fault. So when is this happening?” 

She looked back up, a weird half nervous grimace. “Tomorrow.” 
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— 

So, the fol owing night, after a day of quiet grumbling from me and more apologies from Caroline, we got ready to head out. We were going to a trendy bar downtown that had a batting cage inside. I had mentioned that it might be a bad idea to bring him to a bar, of al  places. They were underage after al . But Caroline told me they were just going for the batting cage mostly, and that the place was more like a sports complex than a bar. She assured me she wouldn’t be batting though, she was afraid of stuff like that. 

I dressed in a black 

t-shirt and skinny jeans. 

I was self conscious 

about how much my ass 

stuck out in these and 

how tight they were, but 

Caroline had just bought 

them for me and 

suggested I wear them. 

Caroline, I was a bit 

surprised to see, put on 

a shoulderless black 

sundress that showed, 

while not a ton of 

cleavage, more than I’d 

have expected. 

“That’s what you’re 

wearing?” I asked, 

looking her up and down 

appraisingly. 

“What? Do I look bad?” 

She asked nervously. 

“No! You look amazing 

babe…but are you sure 

you want to look…THAT 

good?” 

She blushed and 

grinned a bit. “Wel …” 

She paused then 

continued. “I want to 

look good for YOU 

babe. I mean…this is a chore but we can stil  try to have fun, can’t we?” 

I raised my eyebrows but smiled reluctantly back. “I guess we can try.” She smiled beautiful y and went to put on perfume. 

I fol owed behind, observing a slight excited air she had. “You know, if I didn’t know better babe, I’d say you were excited.” 

“No.” She replied. “I’m not. I’m just glad to be going out with you.” She walked to me and put her hands around my waist. “It’s nice to know I won’t be alone. And you’l  be there to back me up.” 



This time I real y smiled, and kissed her softly. She kissed me back, gripping my butt lightly. 

“Mmm, I love the way your ass looks and feels in these jeans Jamie.” 

I smiled but stepped back. “Alright let’s go, we’l  be late.” 



She slapped my ass and we both giggled as we walked out the door. Maybe the night wouldn’t be so bad after al . 

—- 

As we walk into the bar I looked around. Yeah this definitely felt like a bar, not a sports complex. 

Caroline seemed to be thinking the same thing, as she said “Wow, this place is way different at night than when I popped in once during the day.” 

I replied “It is pretty cool though.” And it was, there was live music and dim lighting, except by the batting cages which were lit brightly with some benches around so that people could watch as they drank. 

“Oh, he’s here.” Said Caroline. I looked around, wondering how he got in - someone had checked our ID’s at the door. 

Caroline started walking to the right and looked in that direction. 

“Hi Ryan.” My wife said as she tapped this person’s arm. Wait, that couldn’t be him, could it? 

Ryan was huge. My eyes widened involuntarily as I took in his massive form. Ryan gave the impression of being 6’5” or 6’6” because of his sheer size, though he was probably a bit less than that, at least 6’2” or 6’3”. He wore a long sleeve sweater and blue jeans which, while not tight, didn’t do much to hide how big and broad he must be. He had sandy brown hair cut short and a strong jawline. And Caroline definitely hadn’t been wrong when she said he was handsome. Even I could tel  that. 
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This kid is 18!? I thought. God 

we’re practical y wearing the 

same clothes but… 

He grinned down at Caroline 

and gave her a one-arm hug. 

Her body was practical y 

enveloped by his. As he hugged 

her he glanced up at me, his 

look a penetrating one. 

After what felt like a beat too 

long, they separated. 

“Hi there, I’m Ryan.” He reached 

his hand out to me. I shook it. 

“Hey there bud, I’m Jamie.” I 

said, trying to be a bit 

condescending, he was a kid 

after al . But his hand was 

massive and his grip like iron. 

He gave an extra hard squeeze 

at the end and I couldn’t help 

wincing. He grinned. 

He released my hand and I 

grabbed Caroline’s hand, 

perhaps overly possessively. He 

smiled down at us holding 

hands. “You two are so cute.” 

I was so weirded out by this. I 

glanced sideways at Caroline 

but she was blushing and 

looking down. 

“It’s so nice of you to show me 

around.” Ryan continued.  “This 

is Princess.” 



He gestured to his right. A mature, attractive woman stood next to him in a tight white mini dress. She was a knockout with large breasts and a petite toned hourglass figure. The mini 
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dress revealed a hint of cleavage and a lot of toned, thick, beautiful legs. She smiled and held out her hand to introduce herself. My voice caught trying to respond and I coughed. I basical y never spoke to women this attractive. 

She went on to shake 

Caroline’s hand. “Hi, 

umm…Princess? Do 

you have another…” 

began Caroline as she 

shook this woman’s 

hand. 

“Just Princess.” she 

replied, smiling. She 

looked us both up and 

down, appraisingly, as 

she shook our hands. 

“Got it. So…how do 

you two know 

eachother?” Caroline 

continued. 

She and Ryan glanced 

at each other and 

Ryan put his large arm 

around her, resting his 

hand on what I now 

saw was a large, 

perfect, ass. “It’s a 

long story…” Ryan 

said. Princess giggled. 

Princess must be at 

least 10 years older 

than Ryan. Caroline 

and I were both 

confused and glanced 

at one another, but we 

didn’t say anything. 

“Shal  we grab a 

drink?” Suggested 

Ryan. 

“Umm, sure. But…I’m afraid we can’t get you anything alcoholic, bud.” I said. 

“Babe…” Caroline said warningly. 

“No, no. I total y understand…babe.” Ryan grinned and winked at me. God, I could tel  why Caroline hated this kid. “Grab us some cokes, we’l  meet you at the cage.” With that he and Princess turned and walked towards the batting cage. 



“So this is what you’re talking about.” I muttered to Caroline, grumpily. 

“Yeah…kinda. Sorry…” She kissed me on the cheek and fol owed after them. 

And off I went. Whatever, I wouldn’t make a thing of it. 

As I navigated back to the batting cages balancing four cokes, I decided that I needed to chil out. Caroline didn’t seem as unhappy as I expected, so maybe I didn’t need to hold a grudge against this kid for making her life hard. 

I arrived and Ryan and Caroline were sitting next to one another looking in at the bleachers with Princess at bat. Princess wasn’t bad and it was a funny sight. Here was this unquestionably hot woman in a tight dress, standing in a wide batting stance with a helmet on. They sat on a bench situated behind the cage behind home plate. Ryan and Caroline were cheering her on and I joined, handing out the cokes. Soon after Ryan stepped in and helped Princess with her stance, standing behind her and grabbing the bat around her. 

I was struck with the image. They made a stunning couple, both so hot, her pressing her ass back into his crotch and looking up flirtily at him. She leaned her chin up and kissed him over her shoulder and I found myself staring. They kept going and final y I managed to tear my eyes away. I looked at Caroline. She was biting her lip, staring as wel . I nudged her and she snapped out of it, and gave a quick nervous giggle. 

“Kids’, right?” I said. “Yea…total y….” she answered faintly. We continued to hold hands as Ryan and Princess took a few more swings, and a few more kisses, before stepping out. 

For a while it wasn’t so bad. We made smal  talk for an hour or so and watched others batting, which was pretty entertaining. For a while, Ryan and Princess danced together as Caroline and I looked on. We weren’t much for dancing and anyways didn’t think it appropriate, given the circumstances. They real y made an attractive couple, even with the age difference (which continued to weird out Caroline and me as we tried quietly to guess how they knew eachother). 

It kind of felt a bit weird to be hanging out with people as cool and attractive as they were. I felt very plain and boring as I watched them dancing, trying to act casual with my wife. Final y, they wandered back over to us and Ryan glanced back towards the batting cage, which was now final y empty. 

“Caroline, why don’t you give it a try?” Ryan final y suggested, nodding that way. 

She looked back over her shoulder at the empty cage. “Oh…sure yea” she replied. 

“Wait…real y?” I asked her. “Are you sure?” She had been hit by a pitch badly as a kid and had never real y recovered. She always flinched when I threw anything towards her, even just a light keychain. 

“Umm…” she glanced at Ryan then me again. “Yeah, I’l  give it a shot.” 

She walked in and I went to stand by the fence to give instructions as she got ready for the first pitch. The machine shot out the bal  and she flinched and jumped back. I tried giving her assurances and told her it’s okay to step out after the same thing happened again. 

Ryan said “Hold on, let me help.” He stepped into the cage and, shockingly, stepped behind Caroline like he had Princess. I glanced over at Princess, expecting her to be shocked and maybe angry, as I was, but she was just grinning slyly. She glanced at me and winked before looking back. 

I looked back too and Ryan was speaking softly in Caroline’s ear. She grinned and looked up at him and, for a second, I thought she’d kiss Ryan just like Princess had. I gripped the cage, saying “You okay, Caroline?” 

She glanced at me and her smile slipped. “Yeah..I am.” 

“She’s good, babe.” Ryan said to me, winking. 

They stood in there for a pitch, not swinging just practicing staying in there. Then he helped her try one swing and, thankful y, stepped out. 

This time, the pitch came in and…Caroline hit it! We al  cheered and Caroline stayed in for two more, swinging hard. She didn’t have another hit but came out of the cage beaming. “Good job, Babe!” I said. 

“Thanks” she said quickly to me before turning to Ryan. “Thanks so much, Ryan.” She said seriously. “I real y appreciated that.” 

“It was my pleasure.” Ryan said kindly. Caroline smiled at him as princess stepped up, putting her arm through Ryan’s. She turned to me. “You’re turn, Jamie?” 

I did pretty wel , getting a fair number of hits quickly, Caroline and the others cheering me on. 

But part way through I was distracted by overhearing Ryan speaking to Caroline. “Your husband has…quite the ass, Caroline. It looks amazing in those jeans. You’re a lucky woman.” 

“Ryan!” She replied, but playful y. I saw her hit him lightly on his thick arm. She went on “He’s a lifelong biker. I do love that biker ass, it’s true.” She giggled and Ryan chuckled. 

I had been bent over quite a bit for my batting stance but now straightened up, embarrassed. 

The remainder of my at bats weren’t great. 
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Final y it was 

Ryan’s turn. He 

walked into the 

cage and pul ed 

off his sweater. 

Holy shit. He 

wore a tight 

white tshirt 

underneath. His 

muscular arms 

stretched the 

short sleeves to 

the limit, and his 

pecs pressed out 

the chest of the 

shirt in a display 

of his broad 

chest. Part of his 

shirt was pul ed 

up when he 

pul ed off the 

sweater and his 

rock hard abs 

were 

momentarily 

visible. I thought 

I heard a soft 

gasp to my right 

but when I 

looked at 

Caroline she 

was looking 

down at her feet. 

He stepped up to 

the plate and…I 

mean…he just 

pummeled the 

bal  as we 

looked on. It was 

a truly 

impressive 

display of power, 

coming right 

after what I now realized was a bunch of weak ground bal s hit by me. 

“Wowww…” Caroline said. “That’s crazy. He’s so good.” I felt embarrassed, unreasonably resenting Ryan for his performance. 

Final y, he finished and we joined up again. He had a light sheen of sweat on his arms and biceps. “That was fun.” he said cheerily. 



“You were so amazing, Prince.” Said Princess, giving him another deep kiss. I looked away embarrassed, but noticed Caroline did not. I looked at my watch. It was 11 pm. 

“Wel , guys. This has been real y fun.” I lied, after they separated. 

Caroline glanced at me, but didn’t object to the signal of the end of the night. 

Princess looked sad though. “Oh that’s it. You guys don’t want to keep this going? We could grab a coffee? My apartment is just a few blocks away.” 

What? That was a weird suggestion. Ryan just looked back and forth between me and Caroline, his arm around Princess. 

“Uhh…no thanks.” I replied. There was an awkward silence. As was her way, Caroline couldn’t stand it and rushed to fil  it in. 

“Next time!” She piped in. 

“Great idea.” Ryan answered. “Let’s do it again next weekend?” 

Caroline glanced at me, shrugging apologetical y. “Sure.” 

Inside, I groaned. 

—-- 
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Over the next week Caroline appeared to become increasingly comfortable working with Ryan. She did stil complain about him from time to time - whining about how commanding and assertive he was - but she didn’t seem to push back at al  either. When I suggested that she stand up to him and show him who is actual y in charge, she grimaced and seemed to shy away. She said it wasn’t real y necessary because they were a team, and real y that his “instructions…I mean suggestions…” were general y very wel  thought out. 



I didn’t like how she seemed to be growing to accept this new power dynamic. 



Equal y alarming, she seemed quite suddenly to be real y happy at work. I noticed she was taking more care getting ready in the morning, and was always in a chipper mood when she got home. I knew I should be glad about this, and I real y tried to be. But I didn’t like how a lot of her mood seemed to be related to Ryan’s presence. Indeed, I would occasional y catch her unfocused or staring into nothing with a soft smile on her face or biting her lip. I’d ask her what she’s thinking about and she’d look flustered and say “oh just something Ryan said” or something similar. Or she’d just feign she wasn’t thinking of anything. 



On Friday, Caroline came home and (without even saying hi after walking in the door) announced “alright Ryan decided what we’re doing for our date tomorrow.” 



“You’re?? date?” I asked. 



“Oh you know what I mean, sil y - our second double date.” 



“Caroline.” I replied. I had hoped that they had al  forgotten about that and that there wouldn’t actual y be a second date.  “Do you real y think this is a good idea? Another double date with your boss’s son? I mean I get the first time we were just showing him around, but it feels like you’re pushing your luck here, just to appease this ass hole.” 



She stopped, taken aback from my tone and momentarily troubled. “I…wel …I was giving this some thought over the last few days, and…wel , this might just be the break I need Jamie.” 



“What do you mean?” I asked. 



“Wel …Ryan IS the boss’s son, just like you said. Impressing him could real y be good for me within the company, don’t you think?” 



“I…” I didn’t real y know how to reply. Ideal y you’d like to think that sort of thing doesn’t make any difference, but in reality…wel  maybe she was right. 



“I don’t know…” I continued. “It just seems off. I was hoping we were done with these.” 



“Wel …I do think this one wil  be good. We can always reevaluate after, babe.” 

I sighed and asked, “What’s the idea?” 



She put her arm around me, smiling. “A hike!” 



“A hike.” I replied flatly. 



“Yes! You always say you want to go hiking with me. Wel  Ryan suggested it and I thought it would be perfect. 

And I knew you would like it!” 

 

Yes, I did always suggest we went hiking. But Caroline had never shown any interest whatsoever. I stepped away from her. 



“So I ask you to go hiking 50 times and you shut it down every time, but Ryan suggests it once and you’re al in?!” I asked flatly. 



“Oh don’t pout. It’l  be fun, I promise. Plus Ryan had the idea that we could al  wear some of the latest product lines so promised he’l  bring some. So we’l  get some free gym clothes AND maybe take some selfie’s for the marketing department. Who knows, maybe we’l  be in an ad.” She winked and put her arm around me again. 

Of course Caroline would be excited about the prospect of free clothes. That’s probably why she was so excited about this idea. Her company was pretty skimpy on freebies, so I guess Ryan could pul  some strings. 



Resigned to the idea, I sighed and let the argument drop.  It would be nice to get some free clothes, I was looking for some new shorts after al . 



– 



The next morning I got ready, then sat in the living room for 45 minutes waiting for Caroline to do so. She often took a while to get ready, but we were going hiking, and Ryan was bringing our clothes so what could be taking so long. 



When Caroline final y came downstairs I saw she had blown out her hair. I rol ed my eyes internal y, but didn’t say anything. We got in the car and drove to the parking lot of a local hike. We were early and sat around waiting. 



“By the way” I asked, “did you tel  him my waist size and stuff?” 



“Oh…You know what I didn’t” She replied. “But I didn’t tel  him mine either. He’s very observant though so I’m sure he’l  know what to bring!” She was so confident in him. 



After another few minutes, Ryan and Princess rol ed up in a gleaming black pickup truck and stepped out. 

Princess stepped out and I was again struck by how much of a knockout she was. She wore tight grey yoga pants showing off her incredible curves and a matching grey top that looked to be a mixture of a sports bra and a push-up bra. As she bounced out of the truck she smiled at me and I couldn’t help but grin widely back. 



My smile slipped as Ryan put his arm around her waist. God damn…this kid. 
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Ryan wore a sleeveless black 

dry-fit shirt and tight, and his 

arms were other-worldly. His 

whole massive upper body 

seemed to ripple with thick 

defined cords of muscle. He 

wore tight, light blue shorts 

made of a spandex material 

that hugged his absolutely 

massive thighs. Dressed as 

he was, Ryan revealed some 

of the incredibly powerful 

body he had kept hidden 

during our last date…he was 

just so muscular... Most 

noticeable of al , the smooth 

tight fabric of Ryan’s shorts 

yielded to a dozen or more 

fold lines as the fabric 

stretched out of shape to 

accommodate his absolutely 

massive bulge. Oh my 

god…he was fucking 

enormous… 



I wrenched my eyes away 

from Ryan’s crotch, but saw to 

my discomfort that Caroline 

was staring right at it. 



As they walked towards us I 

was again struck with how 

stunning this couple was. It 

made me feel quite smal  and 

unimportant, but they WERE 

here to hang out with us. 

Princess reached us first and 

gave me and Caroline quick 

hugs, though for me it wasn’t 

so quick as she pressed her 

breasts against my chest. 



As Princess peeled off me, I 

heard Ryan ask Caroline. 

“So? What do you think of the 

shorts design?” 



“It’s…I mean they’re… nice….” She ran a finger along the waist of Ryan’s shorts. “Though I do think you need a bigger size” She giggled. 



What the fuckkkk… I thought 



I took Caroline’s hand possessively and actual y pul ed her back away from Ryan. 

 

“Hey Jamie.” He glanced up at me with a penetrating stare. “Hi Ryan” I replied reluctantly. “Nice to see you again.” 



He looked down at us holding hands, grinning confidently. “Stil  so cute.” I looked away. 



“Okay you two.” he continued. “I brought some clothes from our latest line. For you, Caroline, nothing too fancy but you said comfortable and it doesn’t get more comfortable than these” He held up a pair of grey running shorts and a white tank top. “They’re from our big and beautiful line.” He added. 



My wife, who had been smiling and excited, looked down embarrassed, her smile slipping. I glared at Ryan but he continued. “They’re the smal est size we offer in that line, and stress on the ‘beautiful’ part.” He smiled at her and she grinned in spite of herself, recovering from her embarrassment. 



“You’re perfect, Caroline.” I added, stil  glaring at Ryan. She glanced at me and smiled. 



“And for you, Jamie” Ryan continued. “I brought the same as I’m wearing.” He handed me a tank top and spandex pants. 



I took them. The material felt great but as I held them up, I could tel  they wouldn’t fit. “Ryan, these are way way too big for me.” Indeed, I held the shirt up to my body and it was clear that I would swim in it. 



Ryan looked contemplative. “Hmm…Sorry, Jamie. I guess I just didn’t think and brought you the same size I wear.” 



My eyes dropped again to his massive physique, then I glanced down at myself. It was almost comical how big it was on me. In fact as I looked up I saw Princess and Caroline sharing a look and hiding their smiles. 



“I see…” I replied. Though I didn’t, real y. I glared at Caroline, feeling betrayed, and her face fel , looking embarrassed. 



“You know what, though!” Ryan continued. “I do happen to have something else. It’s stil  in the concept stage but I have a few prototypes. They’re a new line of mens wear, a bit different and outside the box.” 



“How so?” asked Caroline curiously. 



“Wel  they’re trying to break some barriers between these sil y distinctions between mens wear and womens wear for those with unique bodies. Like, why can’t men with softer body types and a less muscular butt wear tight comfortable pants that support their asses on a run and what not.” 



“Ryan…I’m not wearing womens pants.” I insisted, sensing where this was going. Inside, I seethed at him cal ing mine a “softer” body type. 



“They’re not! That’s just the concept. This is a mens line! They’re just focused on functionality.” 



He held up a turquoise tank top and smal  stretchy black pants. 



“Besides…” he said. “You can’t hike in those.” He regarded my jeans. 



“Oh, try them, Babe!” Caroline added. “I bet you’l  look great.” 



Fuck. 



— 



I went in the car to change. I slid the pants on and they STRETCHED to accommodate my thighs and butt. 

They were like biking shorts except I could feel them pushing up and cupping my ass. Honestly, they felt pretty good, but I didn’t feel great about wearing them in a group. And the shirt was just way too smal . There was no way I was going to walk around in just this shirt, regardless of it being in a so-cal ed “mens line”. It fit like a sports bra, revealing my midriff in an absolutely ridiculous fashion. I pul ed on the thick cotton long-sleeve shirt I had worn here over top of it. It was better this way anyways because my shirt was long enough to cover up most of my butt, thankful y. 



As I stepped out of the car, I saw Caroline. Her outfit was cute and comfortable looking - short grey shorts and a white cut-off T. The shorts showcased her pretty big butt. However, she did look quite…frumpy…standing next to the goddess that was Princess. 



I pul ed down the baggy shirt so it covered everything til  my thighs. I’m sure I looked ridiculous. Maybe I’d just put on the jeans…. 



“You girls look great!” Ryan said. “Let’s go!” He and Princess turned and began walking to the trailhead. 

Caroline motioned for me to get going before turning to fol ow. Reluctantly, I set off after them. 



— 



We were about thirty minutes into the hike I wasn’t doing too great. It had been uphil  the whole time so far and I lagged behind the group. It was just so hot in this shirt. We had cleared the last of the trees about 10 minutes ago and I was BAKING in the sun. Even staring up at Princess’s beautiful ass framed in her yoga pants was not keeping me going. 



Final y, Ryan cal ed for a break and they drank some water as I gasped for air, sweating bul ets. 



“You okay, babe?” Caroline asked. 



“Yeah…just need a moment.” 



“Should probably lose the shirt. Didn’t I give you a lighter, cooler one?” Ryan interjected. He, of course, barely looked winded. 



“Yeah…” I answered. “I have it underneath. But it's so smal  it looks ridiculous.” 



“I mean…shirtless is fine too.” He shrugged. 



I hesitated, looking down. 



“That’s cute. You’re shy.” Ryan said, his head cocked to one side. “Tel  you what, we can both do it.” With that, he grabbed the hem of his shirt and pul ed up. 



“Fuuuucckkkk….” Caroline said under her breath. 



I wanted to be mad at her reaction, but I was too shocked myself. Ryan’s body was insane. Muscles on muscles as if he was a greek god come to life. 



I forced myself to look away and nudged Caroline, who was transfixed. “Jesus get ahold of yourself.” I whispered. “He’s a child.” 
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But as I fol owed her gaze again it was hard to real y believe that. Ryan fixed me with a stare and I wanted to shrink back. This wasn’t a child…. 



“So?” Ryan asked. 



“Oh…” I answered. “Wel , okay fine…” I peeled off my sweater, forgetting I had the “mens line” turquoise tank top underneath. 



I went to pul  off the tank top too. I may not have a body like Ryan’s, but I didn’t want to wear a girls tank top either. Before I could do so, though, Princess spoke. 



“Wow, that top look amazing. It fits you perfectly.” 

I paused, glancing at this stunning woman. 

Amazing? Wel l …if she thought it looked good… 



Ryan also gave a nod of approval, looking me up 

and down slowly. I wanted to squirm under his 

gaze. 



“Alright, let’s go I guess.” I set off ahead, leaving 

the others to catch up. As I walked up the hil  

Ryan gave a cat cal  and I glanced back. I 

realized in moving ahead of them up the trail, and 

having removed my sweater, my ass was now on 

ful  display in these tight pants. 



“Damn….” I heard Ryan say to the other two. 

“Jamie’s ass may have both of yours beat ladies.” 



Caroline giggled. 



Fucking hel . This hike couldn’t end quickly 

enough. 



– 



We hiked another hour. I spent most of the time 

trying not to stare at Princess (and to some extent 

Ryan). 



However, as I walked I started to imagine what my 

ass might look like. I pictured al  those hot col ege 

girls I would pass on my commute to work, 

jogging in their tight shorts and yoga pants. Did 

my ass look like that? 



It didn’t help that I constantly caught Ryan staring 

at my ass. And when he noticed me catching him, 

he’d just stare me straight on, unnerving me. 
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I didn’t want to walk in front of him 

anymore so I started lagging behind. 

But it was impossible not to stare at 

Ryan’s insanely muscular back. His 

legs were like tree trunks and his 

shorts hugged his huge muscular ass 

tightly as he walked. In fact it was hard 

to be mad at Caroline, who was staring 

much more than I was. This kid was 

just so unnatural y big. 



Caroline barely talked to me the whole 

time. Instead she spoke to Ryan about 

this so-cal ed “new fe-mens line” the 

whole time, as they were cal ing it. 

Apparently the idea had been his and 

the company was producing 

prototypes on his recommendation. 



Final y, the hike ended as we arrived 

back at our cars. I was excited to go 

home and get away from Ryan, but as 

I was about to wave goodbye, 

Princess said “so I believe you two 

owe us coffee don’t you?” 



“Oh…no I don’t think…” I began. 



“‘Next time’ - that was the deal, right?” 

Princess continued, winking at me. My 

heart fluttered. 



Caroline said, “Oh yeah. Okay, where 

shal  we go?” 



Princess replied. “I’l  text you my 

address. Just a 15 minute drive - we’l  

meet you there!” 



With that, she and Ryan hopped into their car. 



I glared at Caroline. “Seriously? This is ridiculous.” 



“Oh relax, babe. We’l  have a quick coffee and leave.” She feigned indifference, but it felt like she was hiking something. 



“Caroline - this is so inappropriate. Coffee, and we leave okay?” 



“Okay okay.” she replied. 



We hopped in the car and set off. 

My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Ch. 3 
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After a car ride ful  of assurances from Caroline that this would only be a quick 15 minute stop, we arrived at Princess’s apartment. 



As we walked in I saw, thankful y, that Ryan had put his shirt back on. Ryan invited us to sit down while Princess made coffee. 



I sat on a chair next to the coffee table while Caroline chose the couch. Ryan sat on the ottoman across from us. 



“So I see you’ve kept on the pants, Jamie.” Ryan nodded towards my legs. 



“Oh..yeah...” Shoot I hadn’t even considered changing. I real y should have. At least I’d thrown my long sleeve shirt back on. 



“How do they feel?” He asked. 



“Fine, I guess.” I answered shortly. Caroline nudged me for being rude and I begrudgingly continued. “Okay okay…I’l  admit - they’re very comfortable.” 



Ryan grinned widely. “That’s great.” Jesus, was it normal to have that many perfectly white teeth? I thought 



“I’l  get you a bunch more samples. You’re the perfect body type to test out the new line I’m developing.” He winked at me and Caroline giggled. 



“Developing? Haven’t you been at the company for like a week?” I asked. I couldn’t help being a bit rude to this cocky kid. 



“Yes but he’s real y making waves.” Caroline interjected, gazing at Ryan admiringly, who smirked back. 



“You’re right, Jamie. I’m moving quick. But my internship isn’t for too long - just a month or two - and I’d like to make a difference while I’m there. Tel  you what, this week I’l  send home four or five more samples for you to try, what do you think?” He gazed at my legs, looking appraisingly at the tight fabric against my toned thighs. 

He put his elbows on his knees and leaned towards me. His muscles seemed to strain against his skin. 



I tried to pul  down the sweater so it covered more of my legs. “I..I don’t think so, Ryan.” I answered, clearing my throat and looking away. “I’m not sure about this idea. I don’t think any guys want to wear this kind of clothing.” 



“Oh I disagree.” Said Princess. I glanced up and was struck by just how sensual and hot she looked, stil wearing her grey gym wear. Her hip stuck out, showing off her luscious curves. “I think many like you would love wearing Ryan’s designs. And I must say, I think you looked incredible today.” 



I blushed deeply. “Thanks…” I mean…if this gorgeous woman thought I looked good…it couldn’t be al  bad. 



“I agree.” Said Ryan confidently. I glanced up at him again and he was fixing me with a penetrating stare. The close attention of the beautiful combination of  Ryan and Princess was proving overwhelming. 



“Me too.” Said Caroline from the couch eagerly. 
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Ryan grinned at her and stood up, walking over and sitting down next to her. A bit too close for my liking. “And I also think you look amazing in those, Caroline.” 



“Why thank you, sir. You know I have just the best supplier.” Caroline playful y batted him on the wrist and they smiled at one another as Princess placed coffee in front of them. 



No…I didn’t like this. It was time to g… 



Princess stepped in front of me, cutting off my view of Ryan and Caroline. “Jamie, could you help me for a moment in the kitchen?” 



She held out her hand. Blinking stupidly staring up at her beautiful face, I took her hand. I fol owed her into the kitchen, unable to keep myself from staring at her round perfect ass swaying in front of me. 



“Did you have a nice time today, Jamie?” Princess asked. 



“Uhh yeah of course.” I answered 



“Great, we did too.” She continued smoothly, turning towards me. God she was beautiful. Her voluptuous and sensual figure was accentuated by the tight yoga pants and halter top. 



“You real y look amazing in these, you know.” Princess said. She reached out and ran her delicate fingers from my knee up to my hip. I shivered. 



“Can I see the whole outfit again? Take off that sweater…” 

She tugged on the bottom hem of my sweater and I obeyed 

without thinking, transfixed by her beautiful face and large breasts so close to me. 



“Thanks.” I replied. “You look great yourself…”  Stupid, that was stupid. I thought. But she just smiled. 



“Thanks. These clothes fit me. And those fit you…perfectly.” 

God the way she spoke was hypnotic. She was being 

suggestive wasn’t she? Her hand traced along my exposed 

midriff now. 



I….Wait…Caroline was in the other room. I should take a 

step back. 



But Princess leaned in, and my mind went blank. She was 

so gorgeous. Her mischievous eyes were enthral ing. I…I…I 

leaned in as wel , my eyes closing. 



Her lips were soft and warm, and she let out a slight sigh as I kissed her. Her hands encircled my waist and pul ed me 

close. I fol owed eagerly, even daring to place my hand on her luscious ass. 



Her ass felt perfect and toned against my fingertips, but as soon as I made contact she pul ed her face away from mine. 

My heart dropped but she was smiling. 
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“Aren’t you an eager girl.” she said playful y. “But I was just reaching for another teacup.”  She looked up over my shoulder and I turned to see that a cupboard ful  of cups was right behind my head. Fuuuuuck. 



I turned back, my face red with embarrassment. “I…I’m real y sorry…I didn’t think…” 



She just giggled. “Cmon, baby.” She turned to go back to the living room but stopped. “Oh my…” she said. 



I fol owed her gaze and my heart stopped. Back in the living room and visible through the sliding door, Caroline now sat on Ryan’s lap. Her arms were around his neck and they were kissing. 





“What…what the fuck...” I whispered, staring in disbelief. Caroline was ful -on making out with Ryan! 



“Mmmm…” Princess signed, stepping beside me and putting her hand around my hip. “It seems Caroline just can’t resist my Prince. No one can, Jamie.” 



“I…they can’t….she can’t….” My words fel  flat as I watched her hands moving to his shoulders and biceps, feeling his massive musculature as she sucked on the tongue of her 18 year old intern! 



“Everyone does though, baby. Ryan isn’t a ‘man’...he’s a force of nature.” Her hand grazed my ass and in spite of myself I was getting so turned on. “Look at his arms, baby.” She whispered, caressing me. “See how his body practical y ripples with power? Who could blame your wife…real y?” 



And I did look. Ryan’s body seemed to practical y swel  with muscle, every piece of clothing stretching to accommodate him. 
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“And you should feel that cock when it 

snakes between your ass, baby…” Her 

fingers began to dig into my plump ass 

cheeks, making a line from top to bottom. 

“It’s like nothing else you’ve ever 

experienced in this world.” 



An involuntary moan escaped my lips, soft 

and high, as I continued to watch my wife 

make out with Ryan. Princess placed her lips 

against my neck, kissing softly. 



Ryan’s large hands now squeezed 

Caroline’s ass, hard. Princess did the same 

for my ass and me and Caroline both 

squealed and turned our faces towards our 

respective partners. 



Needing to vent the increasing lust growing 

in me, I kissed Princess again, passionately, 

my head spinning. My hands now rested on 

her ass without any resistance and it was out 

of this world. 



As the kiss broke I opened my eyes to look 

over Princess’s shoulder to find Ryan 

smirking at me as Caroline kissed his neck. 

His hands were stil  squeezing her ass 



“God…look at how hot they are, baby…” 

Princess whispered, her hand slipping into 

the hem of my pants. “Why don’t we join 

them…?” 



She started pul ing me towards Ryan and I 

absently took a few steps with her, staring 

into Ryan’s confident eyes “I…I’m not…” 







My eyes drank in the sight before me. My wife on the lap of this handsome teenage muscular adonis, worshiping his body as he sat like a king. Princess walked over slowly and sat down next to ryan as Caroline, oblivious to the entire world other than Ryan, continued her kissing of his body, moving to his chest. Princess leaned in and kissed Ryan’s neck, but he continued to look at me. Slowly, he patted the open couch area next to him, beckoning me to join. God…what a stud… 



I took a step in his direction, drawn like a moth to a flame. But them my wife let out a high moan as her hand grazed Ryan’s lap and it shook me from my reverie. 



Ful y breaking free, I said, breathlessly,  “NNNnno!” I took a step back away from him. 



These were the first loud noises in the last 5 or 6 minutes and my objection made Caroline jump and look around. I stared back at her. 
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“We…we have to go.” I said weakly. 



Caroline looked suddenly anxious and glanced back at Ryan. Her hand were stil  around his neck. 



Ryan took it in stride. Without a note of objection he said, moving Caroline from his lap, “That’s fine, Jamie. 

Here, I’l  walk you both out.” 



“..but…” Caroline started to say. 



“I don’t want anyone to feel uncomfortable, baby.” Ryan said to her, putting his hand on her cheek. 



Ryan took us by both shoulders and walked us to the door. Once outside we looked back in facing Ryan. 

Princess had moved next to him and was pressing up against him grinning at us. Her hand rested on his massive chest as he squeezed her ass. 



“MMmmm….more for me then. Bye bye girls…” she 

purred. 



“Hope to see you both soon…” Added Ryan. Then he 

shut the door. 



For a second Caroline and I just stared at the door, then 

we looked at eachother and both broke eye contact to 

turn towards the exit. 



As we reached the car, I couldn’t hold it in any longer. “I can’t believe you…” I started, but Caroline interrupted 

me immediately. 



“Save it, Jamie. I’m sitting on the couch and I look up to see you making out with Princess at the kitchen counter. 

Which by the way looked like two lesbians making out. 

So when Ryan made a move, why should I hold back?” 



That stopped me. So I was first. 



We drove in silence the whole way home. We had never 

done anything like that before, both having been 

completely faithful to one another our whole lives. 



Later that night, we final y talked it out. We agreed that we had both made a mistake, and that we would be 

straight-forward with one another in the future. 



“And no more kissing Ryan or Princess, right?” I said. 



Caroline didn’t answer for a moment. 



“Right??” I insisted. 



“Yes, okay fine.” She agreed. 



“Good. Let’s move on from this. Try to build some distance from him at work, okay?” 



“I guess I can do that.” 



“Thank you. I love you.” 



“You too…” She said distractedly. 



We held hands in bed, but did not lie close to one another as we both thought about the day. 















My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Ch. 4 



The week that fol owed was fil ed with tension between me and Caroline. Each evening, I would sit at the dinner table, my eyes darting between my plate and the woman I'd loved for years. 

She mostly kept her eyes averted. She spoke of work in broad strokes, dancing around the shadow of the 18 year old intern whose presence had invaded our relationship. 



"How was your day, Babe?" I'd ask, my voice careful y neutral with the effort of maintaining a casual air. 



"It was fine. The usual, you know." She'd reply, her voice a little too bright. She'd talk about col eagues, deadlines, the office gossip, but the name 'Ryan' wouldn't be spoken. So much so that I would on occasion have to ask directly about him. But each time I broached the subject, her eyes would glaze over, and she'd say airily, "Oh, I've barely seen him." 



The week dragged on with a barrier between us that I did not know how to break through. Each day, I would return from my commute, my muscles aching and thoughts racing, hoping that that would be the day for a return to normalcy, only to be met with the same aloofness from Caroline. 



Final y, after nearly a week of this, Caroline greeted me brightly as she walked in the door. I immediately perked up simply from her enthused tone.” 



“Hi babe!” she said. 



“oh…Hi!” I replied, trying to match her upbeat tone. 



"I brought home some more stuff for you to try." Caroline held out a light blue tote bag, her eyes a mix of excitement and trepidation. 



“More stuff…” Then I realized. “Oh…more of that ‘new line?’ He gave these to you?” 



“Yes, ‘HE’ did” she replied with mock drama. Her face then cleared, and her tone switched to that of a stubborn known-it-al  teenager.  “I think it was very nice of him.” 



I took the bag with a sigh, my heart fal ing a bit at the source of her excitement. I glanced inside to see a col ection of fabrics in various shades of light blues, greens, pinks, and purples. 

"Thanks, Babe" I said, my voice unsure. I wasn't going to wear these, but I didn't want to ruin this sudden friendliness from Caroline. "They look...nice, but I don't think they're my style." 



"Oh, come on Jamie,” Caroline said, “you've got to trust us. Ryan said these are perfect for someone with your build." She took out a pair of what looked to be light blue yoga pants and a matching tight stretchy shirt. "Just try them on, please?" Her eyes searched mine, hopeful and eager. 



"I thought you weren't seeing much of Ryan?" I asked a bit grumpily. 



"Oh he just handed me these on his way out. So? Cmon just try this one on." She insisted. She looked so eager and excited. I hadn’t seen her this way in weeks. 



"Fine, if it'l  make you happy," I said, taking the bag from her with a sigh. "But I'm not wearing them outside the house." 



Caroline looked pleased, so I went to put them on. 
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I retreated into the bedroom, the ful  bag of clothes rustling as I pul ed them along. I pul ed out the light blue yoga pants and held them up, eyeing them skeptical y. The fabric was thin and stretchy, though they looked way too smal . 



But as I stepped into them, something strange happened. The fabric seemed to mold to my body, wrapping around my legs like a second skin. As I pul ed them over my butt, I felt it being cupped supportively. The sensation was unlike anything I'd felt before. They hugged my curves in a way that was both surprisingly comfortable and, glancing in the mirror, undeniably flattering (even if they were way WAY too feminine). The pair I had worn over the weekend did not fit like these did - those had been a bit loose or tight here and there. These felt as though they were made just for me… 



I stared at myself, watching the way the pants showcased my toned thighs and ass, which now looked somehow softer, more feminine. I pul ed on the matching tight shirt, feeling the stretchy material embrace my body, fitting just as perfectly as the pants. The shirt clung to my chest and torso, highlighting my narrow waist and wider hips and butt, while seeming to shape a more feminine silhouette. I took a deep breath. I looked like a completely different person, and the thought was both exhilarating and terrifying. My little bulge pressed out against the tight fabric, but it was so smal  it was barely noticeable. 







Caroline cal ed out from the living room. “Wel ? How’s it look? Are you going to come out and show me?” 



Swal owing hard, I stepped out of the bedroom, the new clothes clinging to my body in a way that made me feel both self-conscious and strangely excited. My legs felt longer and more graceful in the pants, and the shirt accentuated my chest and waist in a way that was definitely not masculine. 



"Oh...wow," Caroline breathed, her eyes widening as she took in my new look. She looked genuinely surprised, her cheeks flushing a little as I stepped closer. She reached out, her fingertips brushing the material of the shirt, tracing the curves of my body. "I can see why Ryan was so insistent." A wicked smirk flashed across her face, but a second later it was gone. It had happened so quickly, I thought I might have imagined it. 



I felt a strange warmth spread through me at her words, and despite the awkwardness, I couldn't help but preen a little under her touch. "They're... not too much?" I asked, trying to gauge her reaction. The way she looked at me, a mix of amazement and intrigue, was both thril ing and unsettling. 



Caroline replied: "Absolutely not, babe. They reaaal l ly suit you." Her hand lingered on my side. 

"Turn around, let me see the back," she instructed. 



As I turned, the fabric of the yoga pants stretched taut over my now more pronounced curves, emphasizing the gentle swel  of my hips and the roundness of my butt. 



"Mmmm…very nice. He’l  like this…." Caroline said. 



"What?” I asked. “You like it?". I was stil  confused by al  this, but in that moment I needed to know what she thought. 



"Of course! You look incredible, Babe." she smiled at me. 



"Yeah?" I asked. 



“Oh yeah. You’re sexy as hel  in these. Ryan was right.” She smirked. 



I smiled at her. But as her words sunk in my smile slipped. It was true; the outfit was doing something to me, making me feel like a completely different person. But why mention Ryan. It rubbed me the wrong way. 



“I….I do think it’s too feminine though. Like, there’s no way I’l  ever wear this out." I said, suddenly feeling the need to re-establish my masculinity. 



Caroline replied. "Wel . I guess that’s up to you, Babe. You do look...real y good, though. Like, real y good." Her voice trailed off as she took a step closer, her eyes searching mine. "It's hard to even believe it's you." 



I stepped up and gave her a kiss, trying to push into her to demonstrate power. But she leaned back a bit and seemed to hesitate. Then she kissed me lightly back. As she stepped back, her interest seemed to have subsided. "Alright, wel ...I guess I'l  go shower." She said, walking off. 



I watched her go, disappointed. Was that a smal  snear she gave me as she turned? As the door closed behind her, I peeled off the tight yoga pants with a sigh, the fabric reluctantly releasing my legs. I pul ed on my usual sweatpants and t-shirt, but they felt so...ordinary. My thoughts were a whirlwind of confusion. As I sat down on the edge of the bed, I looked over at the light blue bag of clothes, the bright colors jumping out. I picked up the light blue pants, 

feeling the stretchy material between my fingers, then put them back and put the bag in the closet again. 



– 



The weekend passed and Caroline and I slipped back into the anxious and uncomfortable relationship of the last week. It was almost a relief to head back to work on Monday. I looked forward to pushing my anxiety and frustration into my bike. 



However, as I tried to start my morning routine, a piece of my bike's derailer snapped with a metal ic crack. I stared at the damage. "Dammit," I murmured to myself, feeling the beginnings of a migraine creep in. My other two bikes were also damaged. The last train of the day had already left as wel . 



I was going to be late if I didn’t get moving. Though I hated running, I figured I could get to the office in about an hour at a light jog. Making the quick decision, I set off, wearing my typical dry fit t-shirt and shorts that I used to bike to work. 



The early morning air was crisp and cool against my skin but I worked up a sweat as I ran for about 30 minutes through a mostly quiet trail before arriving in the latter half of my commute, where the path cut through the col ege campus. 



As I jogged through the school’s central path, I found myself surrounded by young, fit girls jogging in their tight spandex outfits. Their lithe forms danced in the early morning light, the fabric of their clothes clung to them like a second skin, highlighting every curve and muscle. It was a stark contrast to the baggy shorts and t-shirts I was wearing. The sight was both mesmerizing and a little jarring, given my recent experiences with Ryan's Fe-Male product line. I couldn't help but feel a pang of envy as I watched them move so confidently and freely in their attire, though I tried to shove that feeling away. 



These feelings were hard to push away. Because while I was used to flying by these joggers on my bike, I now ran alongside them, and so remained captivated for the remainder of my commute to work. 



I found out later that day that the shop wouldn't be able to fix my bike until the fol owing week. 

Shoot. Needing my daily exercise, this meant I’d jogging to work the rest of the week. 



-- 



The fol owing morning, as I grabbed a normal shirt and pair of shorts from the closet, my eyes fel  on the light blue bag of clothes from Ryan's product line. I had to admit, the idea of wearing those light blue yoga pants again had been playing in my mind for days, and particularly after running yesterday. I lifted the pants, examining them, and almost could feel the memory of them on the skin of my ass and legs. But no, I fought the urge to slide them on. I was just going to wear my usual t-shirt and shorts. I couldn't let this become a part of me. I tossed them aside and put on my old jogging gear, trying to ignore the pang of disappointment. 



However, as I stepped out of my house and approached the curb, a speeding car splashing a muddy puddle al  over me. I yel ed after the driver but they sped away. 



The cold water seeped into my jogging shorts and shirt, chil ing me to the bone. I looked down at myself, soaked and dirty, and sighed heavily. I went back in to change. I looked for another pair of shorts but couldn’t find them - al  in the laundry. My eyes fel  on the discarded bag of 

clothes. With a deep breath, I grabbed the blue yoga pants instead. I'd stil  wear a typical shirt. 

That would mostly cover me up. 



The light blue yoga pants felt almost warm against my skin as I pul ed them on, the fabric a stark contrast to the cold and clammy mess that was my previous outfit. They clung to me like a second skin, the material seeming to remember the shape of my body from the last time I'd worn them. I couldn't help but look in the mirror, seeing the way they highlighted my toned legs and round ass. It was strange, but I felt...good. 



I set off on my run, energized. The material was surprisingly comfortable and didn't chafe at al , even though it was so tight. It was so supportive. As I reached the second half of my run, I couldn't help but feel a little self-conscious as I passed by the same col ege students in their spandex, their eyes flickering over me.  But they didn't seem to take much notice. The shirt I wore was pretty baggy so it covered almost everything. Stil , I now felt a strange affinity to the col ege girls as I ran alongside them. In spite of trying not to, I wondered...did my butt look as good as theirs? 



By the next morning, we had done al  our laundry and I pul ed on a pair of my normal shorts. I grunted in pain though, I wasn’t used to jogging yet and muscle groups I didn’t work out were protesting. The waistband of my shorts dug in in a painful manner and everything below the my waist just felt unsupported. My eyes wandered back to the light blue bag. I mean…it couldn’t hurt to try another pair, just til  the pain subsided? 



This time I grabbed a sleek pair of black joggers. As I pul ed them on, they felt just as wonderful as the prior pair. What’s more, the pain in my legs seemed to dissipate with these pants on. 

Again I threw on a baggy shirt and headed out. While I enjoyed the pants and the run once again, I couldn’t shake a quiet disappointment that I couldn’t fit in with the other joggers on the path. A naughty part of myself wanted to chat with some of these col ege women incognito (just chatting of course, I would never do anything to betray Caroline’s trust), but I felt I was shooting myself in the foot with the baggy shirt. 



So the next morning I grabbed both a pair of tight maroon running pants and…this time…a matching, tapered t-shirt that wasn’t super tight.  As I pul ed the shirt over my head and adjusted it to fit, I noticed how it hugged my body slightly in a way that was flattering without being over-the-top. It didn’t cling to my torso, but it did add to my curves. The material was also wonderful y soft. I looked in the mirror and couldn’t believe how good my butt looked. I couldn't suppress the thril  of excitement I felt as I stepped out of my front door. 
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As I entered the col ege campus, the sun was just beginning to peek over the horizon, casting a soft light across the landscape. I felt a strange mix of nervousness and excitement as I began to jog down the central path, my heart pounding in my chest. Try as I might, I could never help but to check out al  the col ege girls as I passed them as they jogged. Like always, as I approached a pair of girls running together, I looked them up and down. But this time something different happened. 



This time, they checked ME out as wel . 



At first I thought I must be mistaken. But it kept happening. But as my run continued I saw a group of girls sitting in the courtyard chatting as I passed. Their eyes flicked over me from head to toe. One of them even offered a smile before she turned back to her friends. 



The girls weren't the only ones; I noticed a few guys throwing appreciative glances at my body too, though I caught some looking away abruptly upon seeing my face and realizing I was a boy. 

As I approached a group of guys playing frisbee, I noticed that many of their eyes tracked my every movement. I felt the fabric of the purple running pants hugging me tighter as I sped up, my heart racing not just from the exercise but from the sudden realization that I was being watched. 



I couldn't help but feel a swel  of pride in the way these young attractive people looked at me, their glances lingering on my form in the tight purple running pants and shirt. It was a heady sensation, one I'd never felt before, not like this. In addition to being so supportive, I knew that the fabric clung to me in a way that accentuated every soft muscle and curve of my body. 



On my way home that same day, I tried to run among a smal  group of women so that I could check them out discreetly, but they took an early turn off the path and I found myself alone until I saw a group of boys jogging down the path towards me. They were al  shirtless and appearing to come from a boathouse down by the water. Rowers. As the large group neared, I realized I’d have to cut right through them. As I did so, I couldn’t help but take notice of their strong and broad bodies….So much different from my own… 



They took notice as wel , and I found myself being stared at by each passing boy. They grinned at me wolfishly and cat-cal ed. One even slapped my ass as he passed. I looked around furiously but couldn’t tel  who it had been, Their broad backs jumped and flared with muscle as they ran. One boy on the outside, not close enough to have been the one to slap me, actual y winked at me. In spite of my momentary anger, I couldn’t help but blush as I turned to keep running. 



As the week progressed, my runs grew more thril ing with each passing day. I began taking pride in the look of my body and ran with more and more confidence. Before my run each day, I stood in front of the mirror checking myself out from many angles. Honestly…I looked hot. As I ran, the stares I received grew more frequent and unabashed. However, I did get the occasional mean comment from those who were able to examine my face too careful y and realized I was a guy. 



How I observed others changed too. I stil  stared at al  the girls as I passed. But it became less about my obsessive attraction to them and more about appraising them. I found myself comparing my own looks to them, and grew to realize that my ass in fact looked better than most of the girls on campus - Ryan, it seemed, had been right. 



After the incident with the rowers, I also began to feel a bigger thril  when hot guys would check me out. I didn’t used to think of these col ege boys as “hot guys.” Now though, wel  I had to admit their attention was flattering in a way that was entirely new to me. It was confusing, but also oddly exhilarating. Some of these boys wore clothes just as naughty as the girls, showcasing their huge muscles and strong asses. 



Many of the boys I passed were not strong and not impressive of course. But on occasion when a broad muscular back or thick tree-trunk legs would come into view, I would find my eyes drawn to them. I’d straighten up as I approached, and glance shyly over my shoulder when I passed. On occasion, I saw the hot boy look over his shoulder at me as wel . I would smile and sway my hips when I ran a bit more. 



At the end of each day, I’d arrive home before Caroline and quickly undress, run a speed-wash, and hop in the shower. After running a speed-dry I’d fold the clothes and stick them back in the light blue bag, al  before Caroline got home. During this time I’d feel weird and guilty about the day. But it was just a harmless morning commute ritual. It wasn’t even a ritual, I’d stop doing it tomorrow. 



But the next day, as I looked at my normal t-shirt and shorts, my eyes would be irresistibly drawn back to the blue bag. And I’d justify wearing them once again, my heart skipping in excitement as I pul ed them over my round and waiting ass. 
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For two weeks I ran as the weather warmed from spring to summer. My bike was repaired and back in my garage, but I had decided running was better exercise. 



One morning, I decided it had warmed up enough that I could try the only pair of shorts in the bag - a pair of short black running shorts. Pul ing them on was another new sensation. Again the soft material clung to me as they slid up my legs and squeezed my hips, molding to the shape of my ass, which I had grown proud of. The biggest difference was that the seam of the shorts ended almost, but not entirely, down my ass. The shorts seemed to scoop my butt, like a push-up bra would boobs, and give it a rounder, ful er, look. However, the bottom quarter of my ass cheeks were uncovered, and the tight fold under my round cheeks was visible.  Turning my back to the mirror I couldn't help but giggle as I shook my butt a bit. It looked amazing and so sexy. My tiny bulge was also barely noticeable because of the dark color of the shorts. 



I couldn't help it - I was excited to show off just how good my body looked. To accentuate my round ass, I chose a green tank top, which hugged my chest tightly and showed off my thin torso. 
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As I began my run, my excitement grew as I approached the col ege. Soon, I was running past the  tight bodies of col ege girls wrapped in similar outfits as my own. I looked at them, but didn't stare. I suppressed a grin as I observed, girl after girl, there wasn't a single one of them who had an ass that looked as good as my own in the shorts. My confidence grew. 



As I made my way through the col ege, I found myself searching for at least one or two hot muscular guys who'd make my heart race like the rowers had. But every time I rounded a bend it was the same - a sea of girls or average guys and not a single broad-backed, strong-armed, large chested col ege boy. Sure, many of them checked me out. And that was satisfying. But it didn't give me the same kind of thril . I arrived at my office and ducked into the side door where kept a pair of sweatpants and a sweatshirt I could throw before making my way to the shower area. As I showered, I remained frustrated at not running into any muscular studs on the run. I looked so good! 



For the rest of the day, I looked forward to making my way home, barely able to focus on work. 

As I left, changing in secret before ducking out, my heart beat hard with excitement. 



Just after I entered the col ege 

campus this time, I saw a fairly 

tal  and muscular guy heading 

my way in a black t-shirt and 

sweatpants. As I approached, I 

straightened up and tried not to 

make direct eye contact, 

glancing at him from the corners 

of my eyes as he approached. 

He definitely glanced up and 

down my body! But then he 

glanced up and our eyes locked. 

I started to smile shyly, but he 

grimaced, looked down again at 

my shorts. He must have noticed 

my tiny bump because his 

grimace deepened and he gave 

me a quick sneer as he moved 

past. 



I was crestfal en. After a minute 

of running (practical y sprinting) 

further down the path, I stopped 

to catch my breath, My hands on 

my knees. I took shuttering 

breaths, staring at the ground. 

What was I doing? That guy was 

right....I was disgusting. 



As I breathed fast and hard, 

trying to get my emotions under 

control, Two large feet stepped 

onto the ground in front of me. 



"Look who we have here..." Said 

a voice. A familiar voice. 
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Slowly, I raised my gaze from the asphalt path, my eyes traveling along the lines of muscular calves and insanely powerful thighs, each muscle large and defined. He wore tight black track pants that were bunched up at the knee. His bulge was so large it was hard to focus on the rest of his incredible physique. It was... terrifying and fascinating al  at once. I didn't know whether to look away or stare in awe at his monstrous hidden package. 



As I ripped my eyes away they continued their ascent and I took in a vague impression of a sculpted core outlined by a black muscle shirt, and a broad chest stretching the fabric that was a testament to countless hours in the gym. The guy's arms looked like they could crush a watermelon with a single flex. The veins in his forearms stood out like highways on a map, and his shoulders looked wide enough to bench press a smal  car. He had the kind of body that you just couldn't ignore—like it was designed to demand attention and respect. It was the kind of body that made me feel both inadequate and strangely...excited. This was exactly the type of boy I was hoping to run into, in fact he was better than I could have possibly hoped for. 



Except...It was Ryan. 



Fuuuuckkk. If there was one person I did NOT want to run into right now it was this ass hole. 



He looked down at me, his eyes sparkling. "I see you're trying out the new line," Ryan said, nodding at my outfit. "How do you like it?" 



"I...it's not that…I…” Goddammit! What are the chances I'd run into him here, of al  people, I thought. What would I say to him? How could I explain this? 



“I was out of other clothes…” I continued feebly. Pathetic… 



"Got it." He replied flatly. “Wel  - spin around for me, Babe. I want to see how you look.” 



I began to turn automatical y, but I caught myself. What the fuck this kid did not own me just cuz he gave me a few items of clothes. And what was with him and cal ing me ‘babe’?? 



"No...anyways they look bad." I pretended to believe that. "I'm just using them for the run. 



"Ha. You don’t mean that." Ryan answered pointedly. “You look fucking incredible.” 



In spite of myself, I blushed and looked to the side. Ryan had just said aloud what I had been wondering as I passed every hot dude on the track. And Ryan was hotter than any of them. 

Wait…what the hel  was that thought… 



"I...I have to get home." I declared. Immediately, I began running off. 



My legs burned as I pushed myself into a jog, trying to outpace the embarrassment. But I hadn’t gone two steps before I heard the thud of sneakers hitting the ground behind me. I didn’t need to look back to know it was Ryan, his stride long and easy as he fel  into step beside me. 



"Wow. Your ass and legs look amazing in those shorts." He noted, his voice so casual it was infuriating. 



In spite of the warmth that sped through me at these words, I shot him a glare that could have frozen fire. "What do you want, Ryan?" I panted, pushing my irritation to the fore. 



"Just keeping an eye on my favorite project," he said, his grin widening. "But, I must admit, I didn't expect to see you jogging in my fe-male designs on your own time." His gaze swept over me, lingering on my ass and midriff, and I felt a mix of anger and shame…. But as Ryan's eyes lingered on my body, I felt a blush creep up my neck and into my cheeks. And since Ryan wasn’t looking at my face, I stole another glance at him back. Damn his shoulders were huge. 



I looked forward and picked up the pace, hoping he'd get the hint, but inadvertently showing off my ass once again. But again he kept up effortlessly, his muscular form gliding in beside me like he was born to run. "I'm not your project," I shot back, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice. 

The way the material clung to me made me feel so exposed - and to such a big man. His eyes gleamed with mischief, and I knew he was enjoying this game. "Besides,” I continued, “I'm just using these because my bike's in the shop." 



"Oh, I know, I know," Ryan said, his voice faintly sarcastic. "But let's be honest, you look fantastic. Those shorts real y do wonders for your... assets." He winked, and I felt another shiver up my spine. I gritted my teeth and took a moment to pause, catching my breath. I had run a bit too fast trying to get away from him. Ryan stopped too, standing in front of me. 
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"You know, for a bike enthusiast, you're not half bad on two legs," he teased, his tone playful. 



At that moment he had said that I happened to have stolen another glance at his body, this time his legs and waist…and massive bulge… I answered without thinking. "Neither are you on your three legs...." 



I froze as I heard my own words, 

mortified. I glanced up at his face and 

he had a look of pure delight as he 

stared at me incredulously. Then he 

started laughing, hard, and came to a 

halt, hands on his knees to catch his 

breath as he laughed. 



I stopped too, unable to stop myself 

from grinning as wel  and waiting for 

Ryan to recover. 



"Wow, Jamie. I didn't know you had 

that in you." His grin turned wolfish. 

"But I can't wait to see how you do 

with this in you." His hand fel  to his 

crotch and my eyes automatical y 

fol owed. He pressed the shorts down 

around his cock, outlining its insane 

girth and size. How was that even 

possible... 



My mouth opened slightly as I stared. 

But then I heard Ryan chuckling. "Ha! 

Got you back, babe." 



Confused, and recovering from my 

daze, I chuckled nervously. 

"Ha...right..." 



"Tel  you what, same time, same 

place tomorrow? I'd like to see you in 

more of the fe-male line. And I can 

bring along some more samples." As 

he said this his eyes again wandered 

up and down my body. I turned slightly away from embarrassment but I realized that just gave him more to look at. 



He continued "I real y can't wait to see how you look in the others." 



“I don’t know, Ryan…” I replied. As Ryan gazed at my body appreciatively, though, I realized that I kind of wanted to give this another go. Maybe just one more...for some new clothes. 



He grinned at me handsomely. "I’l  see you at 5:30pm at the 20th street entrance to the path. 

With that he turned and left. I watched his muscular back and ass until he turned the corner, feeling conflicted...and strangely light. 



My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Ch. 5 

 

 patreon.com/Dominanceaddict1 



The fol owing day I came downstairs in the morning to find Caroline just packing up her bag getting ready to leave. 



“Morning” I said. 



“Morning” she replied. 



Not much else to say. Our relationship had been strained since I saw her kissing Ryan. I hadn’t (of course) revealed to her that I was running to my office in the Fe-Male product line. For al  she knew, I hadn’t touched the bag of clothes she had brought home for me from Ryan. 



“You driving today?” I asked. Secretly, I thought she was somewhat lazy with how she went about her day. She rarely exercised and never commuted by run, bike, or other physical activity. My eyes traveled up and down her body now, taking in her extra weight. She wore tight work pants today, hugging her curves. I’m sure she thought it was attractive (and I probably felt that way too…at one point) but as she turned and I looked at her ass, I couldn’t help but feel that compared to my tight round ass, hers looked flabby and unattractive. 



“Yeah.” She answered. “You biking?” 



“I…” I paused. Should I go back to biking? Today would be a good day to do so, especial y with Ryan planning to meet me on the path again. But as I thought of the bag of samples upstairs, my resolve waivered. 

“Umm…I’m not sure. I might run…” 



“Oh you’ve been running?” 



“Um…yeah. Sometimes.” I almost told her, feeling guilty, but I held myself back. 



“Okay then…” She paused, giving me a funny look. “I guess I’l  see you later then.” 



“Bye babe. Love you.” 



She didn’t answer as she shut the door. 



– 



I ran to the office, unable to resist the al ure of the last outfit left to try in the light blue bag - a one-piece green romper that hugged my ass and narrow waist beautiful y. It had an exposed back with two crossing straps, a tank-like sleeveless top, and was ankle length. I felt invigorated and empowered as I jogged through the col ege quad, soaking in the gazes of the young hot coeds and cute frat boys. In fact I think I caught more glances and second-takes on my way to the office that morning as al  other days combined. 
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Unfortunately I didn’t pass by any real studs, and I was disappointed to have to remove it before I walked into the office. By the end of the day I was itching and excited to get back out there. But, after considering al  day, I had decided I did NOT want to run into Ryan on my way home. So to avoid him, I left a bit early, about 5 pm, changing in secret before beginning my run. 
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As I approached the entrance to the 

path near my office, however, there 

he was. Shit, he stood relaxed and 

turned away from me. I couldn’t help 

but look him up and down. His 

muscular frame was accentuated by a 

tight black t-shirt and grey shorts, and 

his bulge pressed out gloriously as 

usual. After a moment of looking him 

up and down, I tried backing up to go 

to another entrance, but as soon as I 

moved Ryan spotted me from the 

corner of his eye. A smal  grin 

appeared on his face 



He turned, straightened, and his 

intense gaze locked onto me, his 

confident grin playing on his lips. I felt 

a surge of annoyance mixed with a 

strange flutter in my stomach as I took 

him in. 



"Wel , wel . I see you’re early. Couldn’t 

wait to see me, Babe? Excited for our 

date?" Ryan drawled, sauntering 

towards me. 



I scowled, crossing their arms 

defensively. "We do not have a date, 

Ryan." 



Ryan's smirk widened, and he ran a 

hand through his sandy brown hair, a 

gesture that exuded casual 

confidence, and caused his shirt to 

ride up, revealing his chiseled abs. I 

couldn’t help but glance at them. "Oh 

chil  out, Jamie. I’m just joking. We’re 

just going for a run. “Besides, I 

promise to behave myself." He 

winked, his intense eyes sparkling 

with mischief. 



I relaxed a bit, resigned to my fate. 



“Goddamn that piece looks good on you. Give me a quick spin won’t you?” he continued. 



In spite of myself I felt a flush of pleasure at his words. I had been excited by al  the stares this morning, but the words of this muscle-bound teen adonis somehow hit differently - like an endorphin rush. Before I could stop myself I did a slow turn. 



When I turned back Ryan was grinning dangerously, looking at my body. I failed to ful y suppress a grin. 



“Wel ? Let’s go then, if you’re going to make me do this.” I said, and off I went, running past him. 

I heard him chuckle and noticed he took his time catching up. He was staring at my backside, I realized. I swayed a bit more than usual until he caught up. 



Then Ryan was beside me, and we ran. We didn’t talk. On occasion we had to squeeze to the side and run single-file. Whenever Ryan passed in front I stared, transfixed by the sight of Ryan's muscular form in motion. 

As he ran, the tight clothes he wore clung to his body, showcasing every ripple and bulge. 



"You know, you have a great stride," Ryan commented while I took a turn in front, his voice carrying easily over the sound of our footfal s. "But you could engage your calves and glutes more. It'l  give you more power and prevent injuries." 



My mood soured and my eyes narrowed as I glanced back over my shoulder. I saw Ryan was staring at my ass and I slowed down to run beside him, wanting to rob him of the view. "I know how to run, Ryan." I said, annoyed. 



"Of course, of course," he said, his tone light and playful. "But a little advice never hurt anyone. Anyways this is part of what is great about our runs, we can give each other tips and advice don’t you think?" 



“Oh…” I said, feeling bad for my attitude. “Yeah I guess so. Thanks.” Maybe I was being too hard on him, I thought as I glanced again at his handsome profile. 



As we approached the col ege quad, I couldn't help but notice the attention we were getting. Women turned their heads, their eyes lingering on Ryan's chiseled physique, and then glancing at me with a hint of jealousy. 

Men shot appreciative looks my way, their gazes flicking between me and Ryan, taking us both in. It was a strange feeling, being an object of admiration, one I wasn't quite used to. 



I felt a strange mix of emotions. I was stil  annoyed at Ryan's persistence, but also a bit thril ed at the sense of power and al ure that Ryan and I seemed to have on other people. The sun warmed my skin, and the breeze ruffled my hair. I felt alive. 



We ran for another 20 minutes or so, Ryan giving me advice here and there as he studied my technique…and my body. As we reached the end of the trail, Ryan suggested we grab a drink to cool down. I was about to refuse, but my throat was parched, and the thought of a cold beverage was tempting. I reluctantly agreed, and Ryan led them to a nearby café. 



He held the door open for me, his manners impeccable, and gestured that I take a seat at one of the benches. 

Feeling more tired than I cared to admit, I plopped down, grateful for the rest. Ryan walked to the counter, leaving me to watch him as he placed an order. The barista was an attractive young woman who looked as if she was flirting with Ryan. After Ryan ordered two drinks she glanced in my direction, realizing Ryan wasn’t here alone. After a second, she turned back to Ryan and put her hand on his, continuing to flirt. 



For some reason, this made me real y mad. I mean, obviously I wasn’t here with Ryan - not in that way - but for her to just assume like that was so obnoxious. As she handed him the drinks, I saw her slip him a napkin with some writing on it. He put it into his pocket and winked at her. 



That bitch! 



A few moments later, Ryan returned with two drinks. He handed me a tal  glass of pink, fruity tea, the ice clinking against the glass - he had a hot black coffee for himself - and took a seat beside me, rather than across the table. My eyes widened in surprise, but before I could protest, Ryan's arm snaked along the back of the bench, his fingers grazing my shoulder. I was about to say something when I saw that the barista was 
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looking our way. I closed my mouth, instead looking her in the eyes and raised my eyebrows slightly. She looked annoyed and turned away. 



Ryan brought my attention back when he spoke close to my ear. "I thought you might like something refreshing." 



My heart raced with Ryan so close to me. Again I tried to protest, but as I turned his handsome face was so close to mine that he caught me off guard. His intense eyes held mine captive. "Relax, Jamie," he said softly, his breath warm against my cheek. "We're just enjoying the day, having a drink. No harm in that, right?" 



He was too close. I stood abruptly. “I’m…I’m going to grab some sugar” I said, grabbing my drink and walking towards the counter. Thankful y the barista was occupied and I didn’t need to deal with her glares. As I poured some sugar into my drink, I decided that when I got back to the table I would sit in the chair across from Ryan instead of beside him. I glanced back at him and noticed his gaze fixed on my ass. Again my spine tingled, knowing such a hot stud was checking me out. Dammit when did I start thinking of him as a hot stud?? 





As I walked back to Ryan he stood to 

move the chair opposite him to the table 

next to ours, supplying it kindly to an older 

woman who was there with her husband. 

Shoot. Ryan sat back down patted the 

bench beside him, grinning devilishly at 

me. I couldn’t help but rol  my eyes and 

grin back, sitting down. It’s not like I could 

complain about him doing a kind deed like 

that. He draped his arm along the bench 

backrest around me again, just barely 

grazing my shoulder with his large 

forearm. 



I looked at him flatly, feeling a strange 

electricity there, we were both just slightly 

grinning, our faces not far apart. We both 

knew he was being naughty, testing his 

boundaries. 



"You two make a lovely couple.” I almost 

jumped. It was the woman whom Ryan 

had given the chair to, now sitting across 

from us close by and looking admiringly in 

our direction.  “It's so nice to see young 

love,” she continued, “enjoy your youth, 

dears, and cherish these moments." 



I was about to correct her but Ryan just 

said “Thank you ma’am” politely. Ugh, 

was it worth scolding this woman? 



She winked conspiratorial y at us and 

turned back to her partner. 



Ryan chuckled, his thumb beginning to graze my shoulder. He started making smal  talk and I decided just to relax, continuing to drink my drink. Strangely, I found myself enjoying Ryan’s company. I mean when the hottest guy in the room focused al  his charm and attention on you, and you noticed everyone in the room looking on with jealousy, it was hard not to enjoy it. It was a heady experience. 



He also kept the conversation going, not just relying on sil y compliments or suggestive comments. He started giving me tips on my running form. When I again told him I knew how to run he replied. “No babe, you know how to bike! But I can teach you a lot about running. I run track.” Somehow this didn’t surprise me but I realized he was right and that I was being stubborn. “I guess you’re right.” I admitted, a bit embarrassed. 



“Tel  you what” he continued, and he nudged my chin with the hand that was draped around me so I turned back towards him. His face was again so close. “We’l  go biking and you can give me biking tips. I’l  teach you how to run in return, and a lot of other things too.” he winked devilishly to show he was joking. “Oh fuck offff” I said, smacking his arm. 



He laughed and I couldn't help but join in. 



“That was an amazing run, don’t you think?” He asked. 



“Um…” I thought about it. I couldn’t deny that it had felt real y good for some reason. “Yeah it was.” I replied as I sipped my drink. And even though I had tried not to, I had real y enjoyed getting coffee with Ryan as wel . My straw began slurping as the glass emptied. 



I glanced at him and he shrugged, getting up. I felt a momentary chil  as the warmth of his body moved away from mine. 



“Same time tomorrow?” he asked, holding out his hand for me. 



“Ummm…” I hesitated, taking his hand. He pul ed me up effortlessly. “I don’t know, Ryan…” I said breathlessly having been pul ed up so fast. I steadied myself against him, my hand pressing to his chest. 



Holy shit. His huge pecs pressed out against my hand. They were so hard and defined, my hand looked so smal  against them. His other hand snaked around my waist, steadying me. God I was so smal  in his arms. I kept my hand on his chest, gripping his massive muscles and looking up at him, unsure. 



“Tel  you what.” He said, holding up something in his right hand. “You can try something new tomorrow. Latest design” He held a light blue bag. Where the fuck had that come from. I knew what would be inside, a new outfit. My heart skipped a beat. “I’l  bring something new for you each day, babe.” 



The use of “babe” somehow triggered me. He was so fucking sure of himself. “I’m not just going to wear what you say, Ryan.” I said, taking a half step back and pul ing my hand off his incredible chest. 



He paused before replying. "That’s a shame, you know Caroline helped design this. She's been working hard on this line, and I'd hate for her efforts to go to waste. I wouldn’t want there to be any consequences…" 



My heart sank at the mention of Caroline. Ryan was playing a game, using Caroline's work as leverage. My anger, which had receded during the coffee, flared back to life. But I wasn’t sure I could test him here. He did hold leverage, there was no denying it. I glanced back at the blue bag, my curiosity and desire flaring up again. 

“Fineeee. Just for tomorrow then.” I said, my fingers closing around the bag. 



Ryan escorted me outside then he gave me another devilish grin. “See you tomorrow!” Then he gave me a slap on the ass! I yelped and he just laughed and ran off. 
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Boys! I thought, rubbing my ass. But I was grinning. Jeez, what was wrong with me, I thought, fixing my face. 

But as I looked down into the bag, I couldn’t help but be excited. 



— 



The next day, I met Ryan outside the entrance to the path again. It was a bit chil ier today but it seemed Ryan had anticipated that with my outfit choice. I wore a light blue matching tracksuit with a turtle neck and exposed mid riff. The material was incredibly soft, thin, yet warm. Again the pants fit like a fucking dream, making my ass feel amazing and snug. 



Ryan scrutinized my body and outfit and I felt a heat that may not have been caused by the warm tracksuit. 

and pul ed out his phone. “Let me take a quick pic.” He said. 



“What?!” I replied. “No fucking way, Ryan.” 



“Why not? It’s for the product line. We’l  need some photos to show the manufacturer. It just for the design, no one else wil  see.” He said. But stil  I hesitated, holding my arms around my body. 



He huffed. “Look, do you want this line to be 

successful or not? Caroline’s success may 

depend on this.” 



I looked down, annoyed that he brought her 

up yet again. “Fine.” I said quietly. 



“Great, just stand. Straighted your back a bit, 

push that perfect ass out a bit.” He 

instructed. 



I obeyed, scowling at him though secretly 

flattered by the complement. 





The close scrutiny gave me a thril , though I 

tried not to let it show. We then set off on our 

run and I found I no longer focused on those 

we passed, curious whether I was catching 

their gazes. Because I was catching plenty 

from Ryan, the hottest guy on the trail. 



At the end of our run, we grabbed a quick 

coffee. This became our routine. Each time 

we went in, the barista would give me the 

side-eye and I’d either ignore her or just 

smirked at her. After a quick coffee where we 

sat next to one another in our usual spot, 

Ryan would produce another bag. 
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Each day he’d snap a few shots of me in my new outfits. My hesitance faded and I began simply posing however Ryan requested. Sure, I’d complain and object, but they were always half-hearted.  Day after day I tried on one wonderful outfit after another, each one showcasing my body beautiful y. 
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At one point, Ryan told me to 

sit on his lap so he could take 

a picture. So used to obeying, 

I didn’t even consider saying 

no as I straddled his muscular 

lap, wrapping my legs around 

his waist. I stared at him 

intensely as he snapped 

photos of me in my tight blue 

tank top and tiny running 

shorts, focusing intensely on 

his beautiful face as he, in 

turn, focused on me. I could 

feel his hard body underneath 

mine, and the bulge of his 

massive cock against my ass. I 

almost started grinding against 

him before I caught myself. 

What the fuck was I doing!? 

Shit, was his cock getting 

bigger? Shit! I practical y 

jumped off him, catching 

myself before I did anything I 

knew I’d regret. 



One day, more than a week 

into this routine, we took a 

break by the river a bit 

down-stream from the boat 

houses. I wore very short 

running shorts and a thin white 

cut-off t-shirt. Al  day I could 

barely tear my eyes off Ryan, 

who wore a tight green running 

bodysuit that left absolutely 

nothing to the imagination. 

Ryan had me pose and I did 

what he said without 

hesitation, transfixed by the 

attention of the adonis that 

stood before me. 



As I posed, two rowing teams 

rowed by, the male and female 

crews hooting and hol ering in 

appreciation. "Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!" 

they chanted, their voices 

echoing across the water. 



My face flamed with embarrassment. But Ryan stepped forward, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Shal  we give the people what they want, babe?” he asked. 
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On any other day had he 

tried this I would have 

pushed him away, even 

yel ed at him. But for days 

and days tension had been 

building. And Ryan looked 

just so incredible - His biceps 

stretched his sleeves to 

breaking and his chest stood 

out proudly. His bulge 

pressed out and his legs 

rippled with muscle. Every 

muscle seemed defined and 

ful  of power. I could see his 

incredible abs tighten with 

each breath, and I couldn't 

help but wonder what they 

felt like. I felt dizzy, like I was 

losing control of the situation, 

but I was unable to look away 

from him. 



I opened my mouth but the 

word “no” got stuck in my 

throat. Instead, a smal  

whimper escaped my lips as 

he stepped up. I stared up at 

him, my mouth open. His 

arms circled my waist, pul ing 

me tight and bringing me up 

onto my tiptoes, the solid 

mass of muscle that was his 

body pressing against mine. I 

was so very smal  in his 

arms. I gasped, looking up at 

him. The shouts and hol ers 

faded into the background as 

I stared into the deep pools 

of Ryan’s eyes, switching 

from one to the other as he 

got closer and closer. I 

glanced at his inviting lips 

and perfect white teeth 

before staring back into his 

eyes. His nose touched mine 

then slid along it, closer and 

closer…until… 



Our lips touched. Oh god. 





My world spun, my body melting into Ryan's. I sighed with profound relief as I kissed Ryan with a hunger I had never known, pressing my lips against his. My arms rose to his neck and head, and I pul ed his face against 

mine desperately. This was like no other kiss I’d ever had - I was a plaything in his arms, smal  and frail but protected by his massive strong frame. The world faded into the background and I closed my eyes, focused only on the sensation of Ryan. His lips commanding mine, the stubble of his shaved cheek scratching me, his huge chest pressing against me, the feel of his muscular shoulder and back against the fingers of one hand, the fine fuzz of his close cut hairline against the other, and his cock - his absolutely massive bulge pressing between my legs. My heart beat out of my chest, I whimpered into his mouth. 



As suddenly as it began, Ryan pul ed away, his eyes dark with amused desire. I was left gasping. The world came back into focus and it was as if the sound had suddenly been turned on again as I heard the rowers cheer and hol er. 



“Wel ?” he said, grinninng. “Shal  we keep going?” 



What the fuck…how could he act as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened, after my entire world - 

everything I had known - had just been turned on its head. I stil  panted for breath, looking at him, then final y tearing my gaze away. 



Ryan barely acknowledged the event. I spent the rest of the run in silence, staring at Ryan’s body openly. I was rocked with confusion and conflict. What the fuck what the fuck what the fuck! 



When we arrived at the coffee shop, I went to the normal spot, waiting for him to sit next to me…wondering what would happen now that we were taking another break. Usual y Ryan sat so close to me here. This was where we were most intimate. Would he kiss me again? My mind raced and I stared up at him as he ordered again from the barista. 



I could see she was flirting with him and instead of annoyance like in times past, I felt a white hot dripping anger. I almost stood up to yel  at her. But then Ryan turned away and walked towards me. My thoughts of the barista fled as Ryan approached. 



Ryan only carried one drink. And he had another blue bag. He handed both to me. 



“I’l  see you later, babe. Can’t stay today.” 



“B..but..” I started to object, shocked by the change in routine and stil  so flustered. 



“Oh don’t look so disappointed, cutie.” He reached out to my chin with his hand. “We’l  see eachother tomorrow, after al .” 



“We wil ?” I asked, confused. It was Friday. 



“Of course. It’s our third double date with Caroline and Princess. We’re going biking.” He nodded at the bag then winked at me. “That’s your outfit.” 

My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Ch. 6 



 patreon.com/Dominanceaddict1 





Sure enough, the next day, Caroline told me that Ryan had suggested another double date with him and Princess. 



“I thought we had said no more of this Caroline.” I protested. Secretly I was conflicted about it myself. But I absolutely didn’t want Caroline spending any more time around those two. 



“I’ve tried. But he keeps asking. What do you want me to do? He’s the boss’s son.” 



I ground my teeth, feeling a  knot form in my stomach. “I don’t like it, Caroline. Especial y after what happened last time." I replied. We had avoided talking about it since that first night after the second date. But it had hung over our house like a cloud ever since. 



“Don’t worry. Nothing like that wil  happen again.” She said seriously. 



“I don’t know, Caroline…” 



“I don't know what to tel  you. What can we do? I don’t want to lose my job.” 



We looked at eachother. She seemed annoyed. “Listen,” she continued, “at least we're doing something you'l like…” 



I knew what she would say before she spoke. “...biking.” 



-- 



The next morning, Ryan and Princess picked up Caroline and me in Ryan’s truck. Ryan insisted on loading our bikes himself and helped us both into the cab of the truck, standing on the side holding our hands as we climbed in. His eyes scanned my body - perhaps observing that I was wearing a long sleeve shirt and track pants. Ryan mounted our bikes on the bike rack and hopped in. It was a tight squeeze into the cab of the car. 

Jamie sat in the back with Princess and Caroline sat up front with Ryan. 



“You lovely ladies ready for a day of fun?" Ryan winked at me in the rearview mirror as we drove to the biking trail. 



Caroline giggled. “We're so excited. You know Jamie was tossing and turning al  night. She just couldn't wait.” 



I gaped at Caroline. What the fuck was she speaking for me for. And did she just say "she" referring to me? I looked down, embarrassed. 

"You look fantastic today by the way, Caroline," he said, his voice smooth as he steered the car down the winding road, "You know it's real y not fair that you keep al  this beauty to yourself." He reached over and squeezed her thigh, his hand lingering longer than necessary. 



I stared jealousy at the hand on Caroline's thigh. Surely she would remove it, right? 



As I expected she moved her hand towards it. But instead of shoving it off, she rested her hand on top of his massive forearm. What the fuck! I glanced up and saw that she was looking over at Ryan with a mischievous grin. I was about to yel  something but at that moment Princess pul ed my chin so that I faced her. 
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"Hi" she said simply. 



I was momentarily lost 

for words. As usual 

she looked incredible, 

today in grey leggings 

and a low-cut 

sleeveless black 

t-shirt revealing tons 

of cleavage. She was 

utterly hypnotizing. 



"H...hi. Nice to see 

you again." I stuttered. 



She smiled at me. 

God she was 

beautiful. "You too. 

You look great today 

by the way. Are you 

wearing what Ryan 

gave you under 

there?" 



I paused, surprised by 

her words. Though 

Ryan had scrutinized 

my outfit, he couldn’t 

have seen that I was 

indeed wearing what 

he gave to me earlier 

that week the last time 

I saw him. My tossing and turning last night was because I was going back and forth about wearing it. 

Ultimately, I real y did want to wear it, but I planned not to take off the pants and shirt I would wear over them al  day. 



“How…how do you know about that?” I asked. 



She grinned. “I picked them out, sil y. Ryan brings a lot of his prototypes to me for my opinion. And I thought those would be perfect for you.” She winked, pul ing down the hem of my pants and seeing an edge of the fabric beneath. 



“Oh.” I said, breathless as she giggled at catching me. 



“Do they fit wel ?” She said softly. 



I felt the outfit tight against my skin and matched her whisper.  “Umm. Yeah I think so.” 



“I’m sure they do. Ryan has such a good eye for these things.” Her hand fel  to my thigh. 



I glanced at it, then looked up at the front seat nervously. Caroline’s hand was now on Ryan’s thigh. What? 

That… 



“Can I see them?” Princess asked, pul ing my attention back. She pul ed the hem of my pants further away from my body, revealing more of the red fabric beneath. I gave a sharp intake of breath as, with her other hand, she ran a finger along my pelvic region. 



“Wel …they look tantalizing from here,” she giggled, “I can’t wait to see them.” 



“I’m not sure...I was just going to wear them under….” I replied softly, watching her feminine finger trace along the fabric. God that excuse sounded sil y. 



“Awww…” I glanced up and she was pouting, leaning further towards me exposing more of her deep bust. 

“Ryan wil  be so disappointed.” 



“Ha…He has you…how could he be disappointed.” I said, attempting some flattery while I tried to deflect the conversation. 



“Aw you’re sweet.” Her hand traced my hip now, under the hem of my pants, feeling along the edge of my ass as she leaned further and further towards me. She was so close she could speak softly so the others wouldn’t hear. “But Ryan says you have one of the best asses he’s ever seen. I think he likes it better than mine - and that’s saying something honey.” She gave a light squeeze to my butt and I gasped. 



“R…real y? He said that? ” 

 

She giggled softly. “I wouldn’t lie to you honey.” Her perfume was heavenly and I found myself swept away in thoughts of this perfect woman and Ryan, and their attentions on me. Her face was so close to mine that I barely needed to lean forward. Our lips met and she sighed softly, her other hand moving in beside the first to grip my ass. Her incredible lips tasted like peaches and, unlike our prior kiss, this time she slipped a tongue into my mouth. mmmmm… 



“We’re here.” Ryan said from the front. I practical y leapt away from Princess, remembering with a start where I was. I glanced forward frantical y but both Ryan and Caroline were looking out the front window. Neither had a hand on eachother’s laps, thankful y. Princess smiled at me. 



We got out and Ryan took the bikes off the mount. “So I thought we’d bike through town for a bit then head onto this trail. Perhaps Jamie can give us al  some tips along the way?” He grinned at me, but it seemed like a genuine smile. 



“Um…yeah I guess.” I glanced him up and down. He wore a tight black t-shirt and black shorts. As usual, his body stood out impressive and imposing. I made a conscious effort not to look below the waist. 



We al  mounted up and Ryan took the lead, then me, then Caroline and Princess. I observed his form and gave him tips on posture and technique. This gave me reason (and an excuse) to stare forward at Ryan’s ass and muscular legs whenever we didn’t ride side by side. As he pumped, they flexed incredibly. How was it possible that legs and an ass so developed and powerful belonged to an 18 year old kid. And here he was, clearly the leader of our group even though he was more than a decade younger than us al . But he was so confident, his wil  so dominant, that none of us questioned him. Though I stil  resented it, I could now see why Caroline had practical y become his intern over the past weeks, instead of the other way around. 
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As we continued our ride, Princess moved up to me so I could give her advice as wel . She rode next to Ryan for a while and Caroline rode next to me. She and Ryan playful y bantered between them. Caroline and I simply stared forward at these perfect specimens. I guiltily thought about my kiss with Princess in the truck. 

Just like the last time 

her lips and the feel of 

her hands on my butt 

were heavenly. But, as 

my gaze switched to 

Ryan in front of me, I 

couldn’t help but 

compare it to Ryan’s 

commanding kiss and 

vice-like grip. The kiss 

with Princess entranced 

me, sure, but it didn’t 

compare to Ryan’s. I 

had been like a dol  in 

his arms, another 

princess to add to his 

col ection. And his body 

was just so hard and 

incredible…like nothing 

I’d ever felt. That 

kiss…it had completely 

and utterly broken me 

down. I stared at Ryan’s 

ass. The fabric between 

his muscular glutes 

stretched as he flexed, 

and his quads flared 

with power. I wondered 

what it would be like to 

feel those globes of 

mus…. 





Suddenly, my body was getting very warm. I looked around. No one else wore anything longer than a t-shirt and shorts. “Are you hot?” I asked, looking over at Caroline. 



She grinned at me. “What do you think, babe?” She swished her hair, sel ing the joke. 



I grinned and rol ed my eyes. “Ha ha, you know what I mean.” Inside though, I thought of my answer - no. I mean she wasn’t bad looking, but after staring at Ryan and Princess for so long, I mean…she just real y didn’t compare. 



“If you’re warm. Take off that shirt.” She glanced ahead and started. “Oh…”. 



I looked up to see what, Caroline was lookin at. Somehow, while stil  biking, Ryan had slipped his hand inside the waist of Princess’s pants, and was squeezing her ass as they rode. It was incredibly dangerous. Could they just not keep their hands off one another? Caroline and I stared in silence for a good while as he continued, and I felt a strange melancholy. Then Ryan signal ed for us to pul  over for a water break. 
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I took several deep long pul s from my bottle. Even though I was clearly the best biker here, I seemed to be struggling the most. 



“Aw honey you look a bit warm,” said Princess. “Why don’t you take off that top layer?” 



“You doing okay, Babe?” Ryan asked. “We do have a lot longer to go, you know. Might not be a bad idea.” 



I looked up. Everyone was looking at me, waiting. 



“I…I don’t real y have under here…” I glanced over at Caroline and she was smirking slightly at me. “Go ahead.” She said simply. 



Reluctantly, I pul ed off my shirt and pants, revealing a race-car red two piece biking outfit underneath. It was so tight it was practical y painted on. The red tank top was smal , barely more than a sports bra, and it revealed my toned midriff and back. The high-waisted shorts hugged my waist and framed my ass beautiful y (I knew from staring at myself in the mirror from al  angles yesterday). 





I looked back up, first at Ryan. His expression was ravenous. Like he was eating me with his eyes. 

Princess stared with a huge smile on her face, nodding her head. Meanwhile, Caroline’s expression had changed to surprise, slightly slack jawed. “Wow…I didn’t…didn’t realize you’d look THIS good Jamie.” My cheeks flushed and I felt a rush of pleasure at the attention  



“Wel , I’m not sure that helped because clearly you’re now hotter than ever, Jamie.” Princess and I both giggled at this. Though I suppressed the sound quickly, looking again to Caroline who stil  seemed shel  shocked. 



“We good to go, Babes?” Ryan asked me and Caroline. We both nodded and we set off. 



As I rode, I was extremely self-conscious of my outfit. It was one thing wearing something like this on a run where no one I knew saw me (wel …except for Ryan). But it was completely something else to do with a group of people I knew, including my wife! Moreover this was easily the tightest and most revealing outfit I had worn yet. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. 



But I wasn’t ashamed. I had been biking for over two decades. I’d seen countless women wearing tight biking bibs and other sext biking outfits. I knew I looked fucking good. That these fit me better than most women’s sexiest outfits fit them. 



I didn’t flaunt it, or rub it in anyone's face. But I saw how people looked at me as they passed. My embarrassment faded as I began to recognize that I had become an object of desire. Men stared hungrily and women stared jealously. 



Present company included. 



Ryan could barely look away. I pretended not to notice, barely looking in his direction. But I felt his eyes on me, hot and intense. It felt…good. Heady. A stud like Ryan - focused on me? Even with Princess around? Had he real y said that about my ass? I felt my body tingle at the thought. 



Meanwhile, Caroline’s whole demeanor seemed to change as we biked. As Ryan’s eyes strayed in my direction over and over, Caroline tried harder and harder to grab his attention, shooting annoyed looks in my direction between attempts. 



The cool air on my skin was invigorating as we biked, and I felt my confidence returning. This was MY thing. I began biking harder, passing the rest of them as we entered a dirt trail. Aware of Ryan right behind me, I stood, pumping my legs while standing, knowing my ass was on ful  display. 



But I’d leave him behind in the dust. At this point it was beyond obvious he wanted me. But there was no way that was ever happening and I was content to tease him then show him that he’d never catch me. 



Except it didn’t work. 



After a couple minutes of hard biking I was sure I’d be wel  beyond their sight. But when I looked over my shoulder, Ryan was just behind me. He was focused on me, biking hard, hunched over. His insane musculature was outlined by his tight shirt, which was starting to get damp with his perspiration. 
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How the hel  was he possibly keeping up. He didn’t even look to be breathing hard. His traps stood up high along his neck, very visible as he bent towards me. His arms were a sight to beyond - his biceps and triceps flared and stretching out the sleeves of his shirt. God he looked so intense and focused. On me. 



I pushed harder. No way that I was letting this teenager catch me. No fucking way. 



I pushed. 



And pushed. 



My legs burned as we climbed a long hil , but I didn’t relent. I had grown complacent lately, satisfied with my short bikes to work, and so was not used to biking this hard. My breathing came heavily now but I must have lost him. I looked back again. 
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I couldn’t believe it. He was closer than last time. I turned back around and tried going harder, faster. But my body wouldn’t. 



I slowed….and Ryan biked up alongside me. 



“That was awesome. You pushed me hard there, babe.” 



I didn’t have the breath to answer. 



“The view was to die for as wel . Great motivational tool. Perfect form.” He gave me a sly grin. “No way in hel I’m letting you get away from me.” My heart fluttered. I couldn’t help but wonder how I could possibly fight this man, resist him. 



“Water break?” he asked. I nodded, panting. 
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We pul ed over and dismounted. “Man…we left them WAY behind. Probably makes sense to wait here for them.” Ryan said. I nodded, and took a large drink of water. 



As I brought my head down 

my eyes fel  on Ryan who 

was drinking from a bottle 

right in front of me. His tight 

black t-shirt was riding up his 

huge body as he drank, 

revealing a couple rows of 

his incredible abs. Below 

them his large bulge was 

framed by his tight black 

shorts. Ryan’s eyes were 

closed so I stared openly at 

his incredible body, my 

light-headedness from the 

hard ride compounded by my 

confused thoughts. 





“Owe! Damn!” I was jolted 

from my reverie. 



Glancing at his face, I saw 

Ryan was grimacing. “What’s 

wrong?” I asked. 



“Shit…I don’t know…it’s my 

side.” He looked to be in 

genuine pain and I saw that 

his side indeed seemed to be 

twitching. 



“Shit, you’re cramping. Here.” 



I stepped up to him. “Lift your 

arm” I instructed. He did and 

placed my hand on his side. 

His shirt was very damp with 

sweat but I could feel the 

huge dense muscle 

underneath, unnatural y hard and twitching. I ground my palm into it, pushing up and down. Holy shit his obliques were fucking big. 



He grunted in pain as I worked his muscle, but didn’t object. My hand kept slipping though. 



“Here..” he said, and with one hand pul ed his shirt on. 



I stifled a gasp. I’d seen his taught muscular body before, but not from this close up. It was incredible. The huge defined muscles seemed to compete for space on his huge body. I was so tempted to just… 



[image: Image 37]

… but he was in pain. Shit he was hurting. I brought my hand back up - it looked so smal  against his body. I proceeded to massage the seizing muscle. Slowly, it loosened up and eventual y Ryan let out a long breath. 



“Damned babe…that was impressive. You’re amazing.” 



I blushed. “Cramps happen a lot while biking. You learn some tricks along the way.” 



He grinned down at me. “Wel  I’m lucky you were here then aren’t I?” 



“Damned right.” I said, smiling back up at him. My hand stil  rested on his body, pressing softly against his firm body. I moved it slightly up and down, feeling his hard ridges. I eased the pressure of my hand on him and began taking it off. But Ryan lifted his on top of mine and held it there. “Don’t stop. It feels nice.” he said. 



I looked down at my smal  

hand as it rested against 

his hard body. I began 

moving it along his defined 

obliques and abs. After a 

moment, with Ryan 

nodding at me, I moved it 

to hard pecs, shuddering 

at their size and power. It 

was like fire against my 

fingerprints. I looked up at 

his handsome face to find 

him with a smal  grin, 

looking down at me. I 

thought back to the last 

time my face had been so 

close to his. The memory 

of that moment invaded 

my thoughts, the memory 

of him against my lips and 

body. 



His grin faded and he 

leaned down towards me. 

It was like he had his own 

gravitational force that I 

could not resist. I tipped 

my chin up, meeting his 

lips with mine. 



MMMmmmmmm… 



The feel and taste of him 

swept me away. The 

warmth of his hard body 

combined intoxicatingly 

with his commanding 

masculine lips. Even his 

scent, a tantalizing mix of 

deodorant and sweat, 
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enthral ed me. Our kiss grew deeper, hungrier, and I felt myself trembling as I leaned into his muscular frame. 

His hand reached up to cradle the back of my head, and his tongue slipped into my mouth. I moaned against and into him and pressed both my hands against his hard body as I sucked on his tongue obediently. I melted into him, the world around us fading to a hazy, irrelevant backdrop. 



As we kissed, his free hand found my left and moved it down his abs. I felt each incredible knot of muscle slide up one finger than another as my hand moved south down his body. Then it was over his shorts and on top of…oh god. 



I moaned again as I felt his absolutely massive shaft through his shorts and against my fingers. How could it possibly be that big? And I could feel it wasn’t even hard yet, maybe only slightly. I wanted to stare down at it to be sure what I was feeling but I couldn’t pul  my mouth off of his with his hand holding my head so firmly, nor did I want to. 



His hand guided mine up and down his shaft. I moaned again, though it was muffled by his mouth. I could feel it hardening slightly and it expanded over his left leg as I stroked it, enthral ed. The kiss, too, was even more intense than the last. Ryan utterly dominated me, his tongue, lips, and even teeth claiming mine. His teeth pinched my lower lip playful y, not hard enough to cause pain but enough to elicit a gasp against his lips. 



He took his hand off mine, but I continued to stroke him as his cock grew harder and incredibly, unfathomably big. I felt him smile against my lips and his hand released the back of my neck. After a few more seconds of kissing him deeply, I leaned back and looked up at him, wide eyed and gasping for breath. 



His calm demeanor and easy confidence 

demonstrated clearly who was in control. 

Who the real man. I looked down at my 

hand. 



His shaft was so massive, outlined by my 

hand and his thin shorts. I was sure I 

couldn’t close my hand around it even if it 

were free. I watched my hand stroke him 

5 or 6 more times before looking up at his 

face again. He had the cockiest fucking 

grin and god was it hot. 



He suddenly squeezed my ass with both 

hands and I gasped as the strength of his 

grip pul ed my face closer to his. I 

couldn’t resist and leaned the rest of the 

way up to kiss him again, closing my 

eyes as I continued to stroke him. I had 

never felt hotter, hornier, more excited 

than I did now, as I kissed and stroked 

this teen adonis, this fucking stud, this 

stal ion, this hot fucking… 



A twig snapped loudly and I heard tires 

came sliding to a stop behind me. 



“Oh my god…” Caroline said. 



I jumped back, separating from Ryan and looking around wildly. Fuck I had completely forgotten where I was. 



Caroline and Princess stood on their bikes maybe 19 yards away, staring at me and Ryan. Princess was smiling knowingly. Caroline looked shocked….however there was the barest hint of a smile on her lips as wel . 

How much had she seen? My back had been to her hadn’t it? Did she see me kissing him? She can’t have seen me holding his…stroking his…. 



We stood there in a stunned silence for a moment, before Ryan smoothly broke it. 



“Great. Al  the ladies are here. Let’s get going then.” 



– 









My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Ch. 7

No one objected to Ryan’s suggestion that we keep biking and, as we set off again, my mind was a panicked jumble of emotions. Caroline kept shooting glances my way, her expression inscrutable. 

God what was happening? How could I have let it come to this. I felt so embarrassed and stupid. My beautiful wife was with us! What had gotten into me? As we biked I hung back from the group, no longer pushing to be in the front. My heart beat fast with the worry of how this could affect my marriage. Would Caroline leave me? I felt desperate to put my sweatpants and long sleep shirt back on - to cover up this sham - but they were in Ryan’s bike bag. 

The terrain narrowed and we stopped riding side by side, switching to a line one at a time. I brought up the rear. For about 15-20 minutes we rode that way until the trail widened a bit. I had spent the whole time figuring out what to say to Caroline, but hadn’t come up with anything particularly good. Stil , with Ryan and Princess stil in front, this was as good a time as any that I’d have to talk to her. 

I pul ed alongside her. “Babe…I…uhh…that wasn’t what it looked like okay?” 

“Oh real y?” She asked without glancing at me. “What did it look like?” 

“I mean…I…I know it looked like I…like Ryan and I…” I couldn’t even say ‘kissed’, I was so embarrassed. 

“Okayyyyy…” She said, indulging my rambling. “So then what WAS it, if not you making out with Ryan while rubbing his cock.” 

My cheeks went crimson and heart dropped, hearing her talk like that. I guess that answered my question about what exactly she had seen. I mouthed wordlessly like a fish out of water as Caroline looked at me expectantly. I almost abandoned my lame excuse before going for it, not knowing what else to say. “I just…just didn’t want you getting in trouble is al .” 

She took a long moment, looking away to watch the path ahead as we biked. I kept glancing at her as I waited, not sure what else to say. Final y, she looked at me. “That’s very sweet of you then, Jamie. And smart” 

I veered and almost fel off my bike in surprise from her response. I forgot the rest of my hastily composed script. 

After a moment I replied, hesitant and unconfident. “Umm…yeah wel …thanks for understanding? It was probably a bad idea though…?” 

“Why do you say that?” She asked. “You did what you had to do, Jamie, as you said.” 

“But…” I started to object. 

“We can talk about it later babe.” She answered as Ryan and Princess began to drift back towards us. 

Notwithstanding my confusion, I was monumental y relieved. My heart final y started slowing down. We would talk it over more later. Things were going to be okay. 

But I couldn’t let this go further. Her goodwil would only last so long. 

“Let’s take a break up here. There’s a nice hidden clearing coming up where we can relax a bit.” 

Ryan said. 

“God yes. You people are so fit. I need a break!” Princess said, giggling. 

Neither me nor Caroline spoke up so we al fol owed Ryan through a few densely packed trees and into a smal and fairly secluded clearing. 

-

“Here you go ladies.” Ryan handed around water bottles. For a moment, I drank in silence, trying to avoid Caroline’s eye. 

“Heyy!” Princess exclaimed playful y. I looked up to see Ryan had splashed her with some water from his bottle. 

She splashed him back as he laughed and, with a mischievous look in her eye, Princess turned to me and sprayed me in the chest. “What the..!” I yel ed, shocked at the cold water. Then she lunged towards me with the water bottle aimed my way. Without thinking I ran, spraying water over my shoulder. Caroline joined the water fight, and soon al four of us were running behind trees and ducking and attacking. As it carried on, I couldn’t help starting to laugh, my tension easing. 

Soon, my water bottle was empty. The same seemed true for Ryan and Princess because they trudged sheepishly back into the smal empty clearing. Princess was near me and Ryan on the other side of the open space. 

Suddenly, Caroline emerged from the trees with a ridiculous screeching battle cry and dumped most of her bottle of water over Ryan, soaking him. “Ha ha!” she exclaimed, victorious. 

Ryan stood there grinning, his incredible body and muscles glistening and dripping with water. 

We laughed as we caught our breaths. “Oh man, you got me Caroline.” Ryan said grinning. He pul ed out his t-shirt that had been packed away and started drying his body. My eyes fol owed Ryan’s hands as they ran over his muscular body. His shoulders glinted with the reflection of the sun and I recal ed the incredible feeling of those turrets against my palms.. 

I suddenly realized it had gotten very quiet. Caroline, Princess, and I were al staring at Ryan, enthral ed. The giggling and laughing had given way to a palpable tension. Ryan glanced around at us one at a time as he finished wiping his abs dry. He grinned. 

“Wel , my shorts are soaked.” he pul ed the corner of them. Water dripped off them and the fabric clung to his body, revealing the outline of his massive package very clearly. My mouth went dry. 
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“Maybe…” Caroline started, then coughed, her voice sounding hoarse. “Maybe you should take them off to air dry them?” 

I glanced at her, she was standing next to Ryan and biting her lip, staring down at his crotch. 

Princess stepped

next to me. “Yeah…” 

She said. “I think

that’s a great idea.” 

Ryan shrugged. 

“Wel , if you insist.” 

He pul ed down his

shorts. 

He wasn’t wearing

underwear…

Caroline and I both

gasped as Ryan’s

absolutely massive

cock came into view. 

It was like nothing

I'd ever seen. It

hung low, almost

halfway down his

dense thighs. 

Ryan's cock was

thick from base to

tip, with large veins

running along the

top. Even though it

was soft, I was sure

it was firm, 

substantial, big, 

strong…I wasn’t

sure I’d even be

able to wrap my

hands around it. 

But…but why was I

thinking about

that…

I shook my head, 

trying to clear it. As
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I did I felt a hand on my back. 

“God that’s hot” whispered Princess in my ear. I looked to the side at Princess, who now stood at my shoulder looking towards Ryan. When I looked back, Caroline was on her knees, her hands on Ryan’s cock. She stared at his cock completely enthralled, her eyes bulging. And his cock. Oh god his cock was so big in her hands. It was easily too thick for her to get her hands around, and too long for her to cover it all with two hands even if she tried. I watched in disbelief as she began to stroke Ryan’s massive cock. 

I wanted to call out, to object. 

But what could I even say! 

Given how Caroline had just

found me, what leg did I have

to stand on!? And…and…

Look at that cock. Damn it was

massive. 

I.. 

I.. 

I lost my train of thought…

With one hand, Caroline

stroked slowly up and down

the length of Ryan’s

unbelievably thick and long

shaft, the velvety skin resisting

only slightly. With the other, 

she played with the bulbous

and inflaming head. I followed

the path of her hands, as

enthralled as she was by their

journey. God it must feel so

thick and powerful in her

hands. 

As if reading my mind, 

Princess spoke up. 

“Mmmm…his cock feels so

good, Jamie. The most

powerful tool you’ll ever

handle….” My hands twitched. 
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“Come here baby…” Princess pulled me into a kiss and I realized I was desperately horny. I threw myself into the softness of her lips and body. It didn’t compare to Ryan, but it was something, and I needed something. I closed my eyes, trying to focus on her luscious breasts pressing into me and even daring to squeeze her full and round ass. 

As I manipulated it, I couldn’t help but think of how Ryan had squeezed my ass when I had massaged his shaft. I tried to imagine his huge hard hands grasping my butt. I moaned and Princess giggled as I fondled her. But I was too turned on to find anything funny. God I needed her to do to me…what Caroline was doing to Ryan…

Pulling away from her I asked: “Would you…I mean…like Caroline is…?” I asked awkwardly, holding her wrist and guiding it towards the tiny bulge in my shorts. 

“Ohh…” She gave me a sad face, pulling her hand free of mine and patting my cheek softly. “Oh no honey…that’s not our role babe…” 

“Whhattt?” I asked, my voice seeming to slur with my desperation. What did she mean by “our role?” 

“Shhhh…Look…why don’t you just watch your wife for a minute” 

She pushed I looked out of the corner of my eye towards Ryan and Caroline again. 

Caroline still stroked Ryan’s incredible manhood, enthralled. Ryan’s hand was in Caroline’s hair, running through it and petting her. She was seemingly no longer aware of anything around her except Ryan and his cock. 

Princess’s warm breath brushed against my face as she whispered to me, so close. 

Ryan was hardening, his cock impossibly getting longer, thicker, BIGGER. 

“Oh my god…” I whispered. 

 "Look at that cock, Babe. Isn't it incredible?"  I couldn't deny it; Ryan was stunning, and his cock was a work of art. 

“MMMmmm…watch this. Oh Caroline is going to love it.” Ryan had started pulling Caroline’s face towards the head. I gasped as, without hesitation, without so much as a glance in my direction, my wife opened her mouth eagerly and engulfed the enflamed head of her teenage intern’s cock. 

She moaned loudly and I whimpered along with her. She began bobbing on his cock, her eyes closed. She worshiped his manhood, pawing desperately at his shorts and alternating between trying (and failing) to take him deep, then gasping for breath and licking up and down the long, thick, hard shaft. 

Princess moved so she was behind me, her head over my shoulder and lips close to my ear. We both faced Ryan now, and I stared, captivated by my wife’s submission to this young adonis. 

She slipped her hand into the back of my shorts and squeezed my ass. Her other hand caressing my hip. “Mmmmmm…you’re ass is so nice, baby. No wonder Ryan loves it.” 

This, finally, caused me to speak. “He loves it?” I whimpered. 

 "He does, sweetheart. Ryan thinks you're so hot,"  she whispered, her fingers trailing down my neck and her other hand squeezing my ass.  "He's told me all about your outfits and your body. He wants you, Jamie. He’s told me what he wants to do with you." 

I moaned, shocked by her words. 

“Look, he’s looking at you baby. He wants you.” Sure enough, Ryan was staring at us…at ME…as my wife sucked his cock. The smallest of smiles played across his lips. 

I…I couldn’t look away. 
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“Mmm… Isn't he hot?"  she whispered, her voice low and husky. Princess continued, her words sending a shiver down my spine.  "You know you think he's hot. You want him, don't you, babe?"  I was unable to speak, unable to deny as she placed soft kisses on my cheek and neck. I bit my lip. “Say it, baby. Tell me how hot he is.” 

I looked Ryan up and down, taking in his muscular legs, beautiful muscular body, broad shoulders, huge arms, chiseled core and of course his massive cock. And then my eyes met his again, and I melted, my body trembling under the power of his confident gaze as my wife slobbered all over his cock. “Oh godddd he’s so hot.” I whispered, unable to stop myself. 

“Mmmm…that’s it baby. 

That’s right. He

deserves to be

worshiped by beautiful

women, Jamie. Don’t

you want him?” 

I moaned but didn’t

respond. 

 "Caroline doesn't look

 right, does she?"  she

murmured, her lips close

to my ear.  "She's not

 doing him justice. But

 you, Jamie... you would

 look so much better on

 that cock."  Her words

sent a jolt through my

body. I felt my cheeks

flush as I imagined

myself in Caroline's

place, worshipping

Ryan's manhood. 

 "You're so much hotter

 than Caroline,"  Princess

whispered, her fingers

gently caressing my ass, 

slowly working between

my cheeks.  "She doesn't

 deserve that cock. But

 you do. You'd look so

 good on it, Jamie."  I

moaned softly, an

intense desire coursing through my veins. 

I WAS hotter than Caroline. 

He continued to stare at me as he guided Caroline up and down his shaft. He didn’t want that ugly cow. Princess said he wanted me. But how could that be? He had her and I was a…

“But…but…I’m….” I moaned between gasps, my thoughts spilling out. 

“Oh sweetie. That’s nothing babe.” She turned my head towards her and we kissed deeply again. As we separated she looked in my eyes. “So am I, Jamie.” 

I looked from one of her beautiful eyes to the other as Princess's hand guided mine to her crotch, and I felt the tiniest of bulges beneath her shorts. My eyes widened as I realized.  "You're..."  I began, my voice hoarse. 

 "Yes, I am,"  Princess said, her smile never fading.  "The hottest women are like us, Jamie. Like you and me."  I stared at her, my mind reeling. Princess was a boy? But she was so beautiful, so feminine. I…I couldn't believe it. 

She kissed me again, tipping my chin up as I kissed her over my shoulder, and I didn’t object. When we separated, I spoke softly. “How?” 

“Ryan, Babe.” She grinned. “I used to be like you baby, but that naughty boy is like a dog with a bone sometimes. I didn’t have a chance.” Again we kissed, and I reveled in the sensation of her. She exuded femininity. Her body was incredible. It wasn’t possible. 

As I processed this revelation, I turned back to Caroline and Ryan. Princess’s hand in my ass became even more invasive and I arched my back, staring ahead. Ryan personified confidence and control, enjoying himself calmly. Caroline, on the other hand, acted desperately, sloppily - still on her knees, her lips and tongue working feverishly on Ryan's cock. As I watched Caroline’s sad attempts to get Ryan off, I knew Princess was right. My wife was out of place, her movements awkward and ungraceful. 

Princess’s pushed two fingers into my mouth. Automatically I began to suck them. 

Princess’s other hand pressed against my entrance as she continued driving my ass crazy. “It should be you, baby.” Whispered Princess. “You could do better. You should be the one on your knees, pleasing Ryan.” I sucked on Princess’s fingers, moaning my body going wild as Princess manipulated my ass, unable to look away. 
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I stared at Ryan, 

who had turned

in my direction, 

looking straight

at me. The back

of Carolines

head, now

bobbing back

and forth, 

blocked my view

of Ryan’s cock. 

His hauntingly

stern gaze

penetrated my

soul. 

“It should be

you…You’d look

so good

worshiping him. 

Think of how hot

it would be…” 

She went on

and on and…. 

I moaned as my

body began to

convulse, tipping

over the edge. 

I climaxed, my

body shaking

with pleasure

and my eyes

finally closing as

Princess

continued to rub

against me and I

continue to suck

on her fingers. 

The inside of my

eyelids were

filled with

images of

Ryan's body and

cock. 
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When I finally opened my eyes, the scene had changed. Caroline was still sucking Ryan's cock, but was visibly tiring, her movements even more sloppy and pathetic. 

Princess had joined them, her lips locked with Ryan's in a passionate kiss. Ryan's hand rested on the back of Caroline's head, guiding her movements, while his other hand squeezed Princess's ass possessively. The kiss with Princess broke as she rested a hand against his chest, smiling. 

This hot, beautiful, perfect woman…She was like me…And she looked so incredibly happy and content. 

Again I locked eyes with Ryan. He’d been content to let Princess do the talking, but finally he spoke up. 

“I think your wife could use some help, Jamie.” He released Caroline, who continued sucking licking and sucking desperately, but she was so slow now. So out of shape. 

Ryan’s cock showed no signs of slowing down though. 

But my blood was cooling as my orgasm subsided. If I did what they wanted, there would be no going back. 

I wrenched my eyes forcefully away from the trio.  "I-I have to go,"  I stammered, my voice shaking. No one objected. No one said anything. 

I pulled up my bike and took one last look. Princess was dropping to her knees beside my wife, who finally looked at me. Was she sneering as she continued to suck Ryan’s cock? Princess joined her and Princess looked away again, pushing her lips against Ryan’s huge balls instead as Princess took over the shaft like a fucking expert. 

No one looked at me any longer. After watching another half-minute, I finally mustered the will to turn and flee on my bike, pedaling away as fast as I could. Now I didn’t have a ride home, so I biked. The trip was long, a full 90 minutes. As I cycled, the image of Ryan's cock being worshipped by Caroline while he kissed Princess burned in my mind. 

It was the hottest thing I had ever witnessed, though Caroline's presence ruined it. She didn't belong in that scenario; she wasn't hot enough for them. 

But me... I was. I couldn’t stop myself from imagining myself on my knees, taking Ryan's cock deep into my throat. That cock…I thought of little else on my way home. Fuck though…

I pushed the memories away and tried my best to think rationally. This was my happy place, on a bike. I could think clearly. I knew I had to put a stop to this. It had become absolutely insane and I had let it go way too far. 

Yes. I would stop it now. I HAD to stop it now. 

I felt a small measure of relief and confidence flow into me as I finally made a decision, no longer stuck in limbo like I had been for the past weeks. But I was still nervous about at least one thing - what were me and Caroline going to say to one another when we saw each other after that? 

When I finally got home, Caroline was already there. To my surprise, she hugged me as I walked through the door. 

She stepped back, still holding my hands. “Babe, I’m so sorry. Are you mad at me? Of course you are. Here, let’s get you comfy and I’ll grab you some coffee. We’ll chat.” She took off my coat and hung it on the rack. 

I stared at Caroline, dumbfounded by her nonchalant attitude. 

“I know what it looked like. But it’s just like you said, Jamie. We just have to pretend for a while. To keep him happy. It’s not the end of the world.” 

God I couldn’t handle this. I had just made a decision and now Caroline was IMMEDIATELY confusing things again. How could she act like what happened was no big deal? Like it was just some "act" for her career? 

"Caroline, this is insane," I said, shaking my head. "Ryan had his dick out and you were...you were..." I couldn't even finish the sentence. The image of Caroline on her knees, worshipping Ryan's massive cock, flashed through my mind again. I felt a confusing mix of anger, jealousy, and arousal. 

Caroline sighed. "I know it looks bad, Jamie. But you have to understand, this is how things work in the fashion industry sometimes. A little flirting, a little fooling around - it doesn't mean anything. It's just part of the game. And he’s the boss’s son." 

"Part of the game?!" I exclaimed. I was so surprised. Was she sincere? Was she really not mad at me? And not attracted to Ryan? 

“I…I guess so…” I replied weakly, still in my red biking outfit. 

Her shoulders sagged in relief. “Ok thank you so much.” She kissed me. It wasn’t pleasant after the other kisses I’d had today. But it WAS my wife, so I kissed her back. 

She pulled away and gave me a tight smile, patting my arm. 

She was about to turn away but then seemed to remember something. “Oh…and…” 

She made a sheepish nervous face. 

“What?” I asked, worried. 

“Well…Ryan wants to do some more market research with you on the Fe-Male line. 

He’s going to pick you up tomorrow to do some shopping at the mall…That okay?” 

–

My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Chapter 8 

 DominanceAddict1 

The next morning, I waited nervously in my very pink outfit, until I heard a car pul  up outside. I glanced out the window - Ryan was getting out of his truck. 

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves as I watched Ryan approach the front door. Part of me stil  couldn't believe I had agreed to this. But it was too late to back out now. 

The doorbel  rang and I hesitated for a moment before opening it. Ryan stood there, looking devastatingly handsome in a tight white t-shirt, tan pants, and a navy blue blazer. He was dressed much more dapper than usual and he looked damned good. His eyes raked over my body, taking in the pink tank top and yoga pants. 

"Wel  don't you look cute," he said with a smirk. "Ready to go, babe?" 

I bristled at the 'babe' comment but bit my tongue. "Let's just get this over with," I muttered, grabbing my phone and keys. 

“Oh don’t be so rude, Jamie. Ryan’s taking you to the nicest clothing stores in town after al .” 

Caroline interjected from behind as she stepped into the room, grinning at Ryan. “Let’s show him the thanks he deserves.” She walked to him and without hesitation leaned up to kiss him. 

My eyes widened in surprise. It wasn't just a quick peck either - their lips locked together passionately for several long seconds. I felt a confusing swirl of emotions - anger, jealousy, and to my shame, a flicker of arousal at seeing my wife kiss this incredibly handsome young man. 

When they final y broke apart, Caroline was slightly breathless. She glanced at me with a guilty expression. "Sorry Jamie, I didn’t mean to interfere with your date. Just getting him warned up for you." 

Ryan smirked, his arm stil  wrapped around Caroline's waist. "No need to apologize. Jamie understands, don't you babe?" 

I clenched my jaw, struggling to keep my composure. "Can we just go?" I managed to say. 

"Of course," Ryan replied smoothly. He gave Caroline's ass a quick slap. “But first….” He put an arm around my waist and pul ed me close to him. 

I tensed as Ryan pul ed me against his muscular body, my heart racing. His face was so close to mine, those piercing eyes locked onto my lips. 

"Ryan, no..." I started to protest weakly. 

But he ignored me, closing the distance and capturing my lips in a deep kiss. I whimpered softly, overwhelmed by his masculine scent and the feel of his hard body pressed against me. Despite my best efforts to resist, I felt myself melting into the kiss, my lips parting to al ow his tongue entry. In the very back of my mind, I realized that this was NOT how I wanted to start this “strictly professional” outing. But I couldn’t have pushed him away if I tried. 

After several long moments, Ryan final y pul ed back, leaving me breathless and flushed. He grinned cockily at my dazed expression. 

"There, now you're even with Caroline," he said with a wink. "Let's go shopping, babe." 

As we walked to Ryan's truck, I glanced back at Caroline, expecting to see anger or jealousy. To my shock, she was smiling and fanning herself as she stood in the doorway. “Wow, that was hot. 

Enjoy the date you two!” She nodded vigorously at me, her eyes wide, as if to say ‘don’t mess this up.’  

Ryan helped me into the car. As he settled in beside me I felt compel ed to make things clear. 

“This isn’t a date, Ryan.” 

He chuckled. “Sure it isn’t,” he replied, his voice laced with amusement as he turned the key in the ignition. The engine roared to life, fil ing the smal  space with a vibrating energy that only heightened my anxiety. 

I stole a glance at him, trying to gauge his intentions. His gaze was fixed ahead, but I could see the subtle smirk teasing at his lips - he was enjoying this. His presence was so commanding I could practical y feel it weighing the car down. 

As we pul ed out of the driveway and onto the bustling street, Ryan reached over and took my hand, interlocking our fingers. 

My stomach flipped as his thumb began to run up and down mine, tracing soft circles against my top knuckle. It was an intimate gesture that sent shivers coursing through my body, and I fought against the sensation, reminding myself that I was trying to be angry. 

“So are you excited to model for me today?” he asked, glancing sideways as we merged into traffic. There was a playful tone in his voice. 

"Excited isn't the word I'd use," I replied, attempting to keep my tone steady. "I don’t real y want to be a model for anyone, especial y not for you." 

Ryan chuckled lightly, a sound that dripped with confidence. "Oh come on, don’t be so dramatic. 

Think of it as an opportunity to express yourself." He squeezed my hand slightly, his fingers warm and strong against my much smal er ones. 

"Express myself?" I echoed incredulously. "By wearing clothes that make me look like—like some kind of dol ?" 

He glanced at me, his eyes holding a bit of reprimand. "If that's how you want to think about it, sure. But I see it differently. It’s about confidence and embracing who you are—whatever that may mean." His gaze lingered on my face; there was something in his expression that made me feel vulnerable. 

“Anyways” he continued, “I’m excited. I think you’l  provide some amazing inspiration for the Fe-Male line. And I think you’re going to look incredible.” He squeezed my hand encouragingly. 

I looked over at him, his handsome face now serene and confident. I felt a sudden warmth at his words, and, in spite of my determination to keep distance between us, squeezed his hand in return as I looked forward again. 

— 
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We arrived at the luxury mal  - a place I had rarely been to. The air was fil ed with the sounds of excited shoppers and distant music. 

As we walked through the mal , I could feel 

his eyes drinking in my body, as if I were a 

canvas ready to be transformed. A look 

backwards confirmed it. 

We stepped inside the first store. Ryan picked 

out different jeans and t-shirts, holding them 

up against my frame, his fingers brushing 

against my arm with an intimate air as he 

guided me through the rows of clothing. 

“These wil  hug your curves perfectly,” he 

said, nodding at a pair of light colored jeans. 

“They’re women’s jeans, Ryan” I replied flatly. 

“It’s just for inspiration. Besides, the clothes in 

this section are what wil  fit you.” I rol ed my 

eyes and took the jeans. 

As we wandered through the store he held 

out to me another couple smal  black articles 

of fabric. “And here you can wear these 

under.” 

On closer inspection, I realized it was a bra 

and panties. I stopped and put on the 

angriest impression I could find. “Ryan. Under 

absolutely NO circumstances wil  I wear 

women’s underwear. I happen to know that 

your company produces NO undergarments. So there’s no reason for me to try these on.” 

He raised his eyebrows. “Wow…that’s quite the speech.” 

“I mean it, Ryan.” I said flatly 

He held his hands up in defense. “Understood. Why don’t you go ahead and try those pants on then. Oh - and this sweater too.” He handed me a black sweater. 

I turned away without another word and walked to the changing room. I looked at my reflection as I slipped on the jeans. Real y good. Fuck…he had such a good eye. The jeans had a few smal  tears and cupped my butt beautiful y. I stepped out, holding my breath slightly. He sat on the smal  bench nearby, watching me intently. 

“Damn” he said. “Turn around for me.” 

I did as he ordered. A perky teenage sales associate walked by, asking if we had everything we needed.”Yes, thanks.” Ryan answered before continuing. “Fuck, those jeans hug your ass like they’re painted on, babe.” 
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He raised his phone to take a 

picture. A flush crept across my 

cheeks as I looked down under the 

weight of Ryan’s gaze while the 

sales associate hid a smal  smile. 

Thankful y, she walked off soon 

after. 

“Ryan - you can’t talk to me that 

way. Especial y in front of other 

people.” I whispered harshly in 

protest. 

He ignored me. “These next.” He 

held up another pair of black pants. 

He also handed me a grey tank top. 

I stood glaring at him but he just 

looked back flatly. 










I sighed, taking the clothes from him. I only realized in 

the change room that the pants were leather. They 

hugged my ass perfectly of course and Ryan made 

stand while he took a few pictures this time, before 

sending me back with another pair of jeans and a 

white sweater. 
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I retreated to the changing room and put them on. Again his intuition was on point. The jeans fit me perfectly, heavily distressed and showing off my toned legs. 

I stepped out to find the sales associate back, this time twirling her hair and giggling. ‘Jesus, this guy…’ I thought angrily. 

Ryan turned to me. “Hmmm…what do you think Tiffany?” 

“Oh she looks so cute in those!” The sales associate (Tiffany, apparently) said. 

“Cute? No. She looks hot. You can leave now, Tiffany.” 

Tiffany looked taken aback but left as instructed. I felt a jumbled mix of emotions - angry at him using “she” as my pronoun and at the obnoxious way he was acting, but also pleased with the compliment and dismissal of the pretty sales associate. 

“Stand stil  while I take a picture, 

babe.” Ryan said. 

That got my hackles up. “Ryan. You 

can’t talk to me like th..” 

“I said stand stil .” He said sternly, 

cutting me off. 

I immediately shut up, standing stil  

under his intimidating stare. 

“Good girl.” I felt my face heat up as 

he took my picture. I was 

embarrassed and ashamed, but my 

flush didn’t come from those. My 

body was responding, somehow, to 

the way Ryan was taking command. 

What the hel  was wrong with me. 





Soon we left the store and he 

beckoned me onto an escalator. As 

we ascended to the second floor 

together, I felt his presence close 

behind me—the heat radiating off 

him like an oven. I could sense him 

studying me and dared a glance 

back at him; his eyes were glued to 

the outline of my ass, so close to his 

face because I was up a step. 

“Like what you see back there?” I teased, trying to embarrass him. But he just looked up at me with a dangerous smoldering look. “I do.” He put a hand on my leg and ran it up towards my ass. I gasped. 

“Ryan!” I jumped up a step. 
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He smirked and I felt heat throughout my body. Then I saw him look past over my shoulder and smile broadly. 

I looked forward as we crested the top of the escalator. There stood Princess, looking incredible in tight black jeans and a sweater. 

“Princess?” I asked. 

“Ryan! Jamie!” she cal ed out brightly before turning her gaze onto me with an appreciative grin. 

“Look at you! You look to die for!” She gave me a quick hug in my confusion and continued, 

“Come honey - we’re going for a manicure!” 

“What?” I blinked, caught off guard by this sudden twist in our day. “Ryan?” I asked turning back. 

“I thought we could take a quick 

break, though you are a bit early, 

Princess.” 

“I just couldn’t wait.” She replied 

happily. “Come on!” She said to me 

again. “You definitely need some 

pampering for al  this trying-on 

business.” she insisted playful y, her 

demeanor contagious enough that I 

felt myself smiling. 

“But I'm not sure…a manicure?” I 

smiled nervously. That felt like a 

step too far. 

“Sure - we’l  al  get.” Said Ryan. 

I guessed if he was getting it 

couldn’t be that feminine. 

Princess tugged at my arm, leading 

me into the nail salon. “Over here,” 

Princess urged, guiding me to a 

section fil ed with vibrant colors 

displayed like jewels on a velvet 

tray. 

As I examined my options, I looked 

over my shoulder and caught sight 

of Ryan across the room, his tal  

frame leaning casual y against the 

polished counter while he chatted 

with an attractive older manicurist. 

She giggled at something Ryan 

said. He flashed that confident 

smile—one that made my stomach 

flip. Amazing, he used his charm like 

a weapon, effortlessly drawing 

people in. 

 

“Jamie,” Princess’s voice broke through my reverie. “What do you think? This pink?” She held up a vibrant bottle that glinted under the lights. 

“I don’t know…maybe something more neutral?” I stammered again, thinking of how Ryan would surely choose something understated. 

“Neutral is boring!” Princess shot back playful y, rol ing her eyes dramatical y. “You want to stand out! That outfit deserves something fabulous.” She ignored my protests entirely, her fingers swirling around the various bottles until she triumphantly presented a shimmering pastel pink with iridescent sparkles catching between us like tiny stars. 

“C’mon, just try it! You’l  love it, and Ryan wil  love it - I promise!” 

I glanced over at Ryan once more and found him now seated beside the manicurist, leaning in conspiratorial y as she playful y swatted his arm in response to whatever joke he’d just made. A tight knot formed in my chest—Ryan would love it huh. 

I turned back to Princess. “Fine,” I relented with a shy smile creeping onto my lips despite myself. 

Princess and I chatted as we got our nails done side-by-side. I occasional y glanced back but Ryan seemed to have gone for a walk or something. 

“So are you two going to do anything naughty today?” Princess teased. 

“What? No…I’m just helping him with the product line.” I insisted. 

“You sure?” 

“Yes. We’re being strictly professional. Listen I know it doesn’t necessarily look it, given what I’m wearing, but I’m real y not like you, Princess. I’m not interested in any of that. I’m a real man.” 

She raised an eyebrow at me. 

“Not that there’s anything wrong with your choices!” I fol owed, embarrassed at my choice of words. 

“Mhm…Okay.” She replied. “But look at your hands, babe. Don’t you want to see how good those dainty little beautiful fingers would look wrapped around Ryan’s massive shaft?” 

I almost choked, looked at the manicurist. “Princess!” I whispered. 

She just giggled. 

“Damn you two look good next to one another.” Ryan said from behind. He was back, examining us from behind. 

“Why thank you, Prince.” Princess responded. I blushed 
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We finished soon after and Princess said she had to go to her school. She was apparently a school psychologist and had to do some work, even though it was Sunday. 

As Princess slipped out, I felt the weight of Ryan’s gaze settle on me, smoldering and intense. I couldn't help but squirm under his scrutiny. 

“Ready for round two?” Ryan asked, a devilish grin spreading across his face. 

In the next store, Ryan led me over to a rack of shorts and fitted tops. They weren’t too different from what I wore when jogging so it was hard to muster up a real objection. “Let’s see then.” He said, handing me a few outfits to try. 

I picked up a pair of black shorts—so tiny they were more like a napkin than a piece of clothing—and a white tank top so tiny it would barely cover anything. “I don’t know” I murmured, feeling the weight of his gaze press against me, “they’re real y smal .” 

“Come on, Baby.” Ryan said from behind me, his breath warm against my ear. “It’s not anything that different from what you wear when you jog.” 
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The heat radiating from his body cause me to glance back at him. His handsome face and sculpted frame towered over me, making me feel so smal . He had cal ed me ‘babe’ before…but 

‘baby’ was new…wasn’t it? 

“Let’s see how good you look in these, for me.” An involuntary thril  shot down my spine at the last two words. 

“I guess I could try them on.” I said quietly, trying to feign reluctance. 

I went to the back and slipped into the tiny black booty shorts and white halter top—my reflection caught me off guard. It was a LOT of skin. I suppressed a nervous giggle before taking a deep breath. When I walked out to face Ryan, his eyes widened slightly, an involuntary reaction that sent a thril  through me. I put on a little strut as I walked towards him, swaying my hips. 

“Damn,” he breathed, nodding appreciatively. He seemed a touch less composed as he took another picture of me, and I saw him adjust himself between his legs. I kept my face straight, maintaining a look of vague disdain. But as I turned back to the change room I smiled to myself, knowing he would be staring at my ass. 

I retreated, grabbing the next outfit Ryan put out for me - a cream crop top sweater and matching short shorts. 

[image: Image 53]

[image: Image 54]

As Ryan examined me, I examined him right back. He looked incredibly handsome dressed as he was, seeming far more mature than his 18 years as he sat confidently on a padded chair and told me what to do. 

Making my way through more and more outfits, I felt the tension between Ryan and me grow. 

There were less words, more locked gazes, and increasingly unspoken communication. My body seemed to tingle under his hard gaze for every new outfit. 

After a few more two-piece outfits, Ryan handed me what looked like a leather shirt. 

“Where are the pants?” I asked. 

“They’re in there. It’s a romper.” He replied. I looked down, there were no legs to be seen on this outfit. Then I noticed the barest strip of fabric running across the middle of the opening at the bottom. 

I held them up. “This is a skirt.” 

He rol ed his eyes at me. “It’s not. Besides, it’l  look great on you.” When I didn’t reply he raised his eyebrows and said slowly, calmly “Now. Jamie.” 

I turned, rol ing my eyes again though mostly for show. His command again had an effect on me as I found myself shivering a bit. In the change room, I saw that the black skirt revealed the bottom half of my ass. Staring over the shoulder into the mirror, it was hard to imagine it as anything other than a sexy skirt a girl would wear to a night out clubbing. 
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Was I real y going to strut around wearing this for Ryan? A part of me definitely wanted to, and not a smal  part. But my rational mind bul ied me into taking it off again, slowly. I put on my pink outfit again and walked out. 

He looked at me expectantly, but his eyes resolved into a show of confusion as he took me in. 

I took a deep breath. “I’m not wearing a skirt, Ryan.” I knew I was going against Caroline’s wishes, but in that moment I had final y composed some resistance and I wasn’t going to lose it. 

His eyes narrowed. “You don’t want to wear skirts?” 

“No girls underwear. No skirts.” I said firmly. “I don’t care if it’s ’just for research,’ Ryan. I’m not doing it.” 

He looked me up and down for a long while. My resolve wavered under his gaze and I tried not to shuffle from foot to foot. Final y, to my shock, he smiled. “Alright then.” 

“Alright then?” I asked. “That’s it.” 

He just kept grinning, slipping a hand around my waist and guiding me out of the store. “Yeah. 

I’ve got a better idea anyways. We have one last stop.” 

“Umm…okay.” I replied. I was stil  slightly confused, but also pretty thril ed that I had actual y stood my ground. 

Ryan’s hand that was around my waist slipped to my butt and I sucked in a breath. His muscular fingers gripped me softly but firmly, steering me through the mal  as I fol owed obediently. I saw more than a few people glance back at us. I thought about saying something, but felt like I’d already won an important battle. Not sure I wanted to push my objections further, and thinking of Caroline’s words, I kept silent. And, if I was honest, his hand and the attention we were getting from others was thril ing. 

Final y we arrived at a store named “Her night out.” 

I paused but Ryan pushed me in firmly. “Wait. Ryan. These look like they’re al  gowns or something.” 

“Yeah…just as a source of ideas.” 

“Ryan!” I spun on him. “I JUST said…” 

“You said no skirts, Jamie. So you won’t try skirts. These…” he gestured with his arm, “are dresses.” 

“Oh come onnnn.” I objected. “No dresses either!” 

Ryan’s expression shifted; something darker flickered behind those eyes. “Why not?” He asked. 

“You say the ‘fe-male’ line is for men right? Men don’t wear dresses, Ryan.” 

He gave me a long look. “What are you afraid of, Jamie.” 

I floundered. “W…what do you mean?” 

“I’m just considering styles and looks, Jamie. So that my new line, and your wife, can be successful. And you’re doing al  you can to interfere with that. So it just makes me wonder…” 

I waited, my heart dropping as Ryan cal ed me out for not being cooperative, worried I was fucking this up. 

“...what are you afraid of? That you’l  look too good? That you won’t be able to control yourself?” 

“I…I…” I stammered. “It’s not…I just don’t want…” 

He waited for me, his gaze steady. Hard. I wavered under it. 

“I’l  try some on…” I said quietly. 

“Good. Let’s go grab a few.” Ryan again placed his hand on my ass and led me through the store, choosing a few items as I walked beside him quietly, my head spinning, unsure what to do. 

“This one first,” Ryan demanded, producing a figure-hugging deep purple dress made of a gleaming thin fabric. My stomach twisted in knots as I reluctantly took it from him and shuffled into the changing room. As I pul ed the dress over my head and watched it cling to my curves in the mirror, I gasped, barely recognizing myself. The way the fabric hugged my body felt foreign yet thril ing. It was al uring—I was al uring. 

When I stepped out, Ryan’s eyes lit up like fireworks. “Wow,” he breathed, his voice low and fil ed with hunger as he slowly circled me. “You look incredible.” His gaze was unwavering, 
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making my cheeks flush with heat. I felt beautiful, yet I tried to suppress the emotions bubbling within me, uncertain about how they could intertwine with reality. 

“It’s just a dress,” I mumbled, avoiding eye contact while turning towards the mirror next to Ryan. Again looking at myself, I was struck at how perfectly the dress looked on me, and how perfectly I looked in the dress. My feminine frame and legs were outlined al uringly by the thin fabric. I looked so elegant, refined. I had even slipped on a pair of black flats to complete the look. 

“It’s not just the dress. It’s you.” 

Ryan stepped closer, his presence 

wrapping around me like an 

intoxicating mist. “You’re 

stunning.” 

I tried to shake off his words as if 

they were mere flattery meant to 

coerce me into trying on more 

dresses, but deep down, 

something stirred inside—a 

yearning I couldn’t quite name. I 

glanced to the side, seeing a few 

al uring options on a rack nearby. 

“Maybe I’l  try these too.” I said, 

grabbing a couple - a red lacy 

dress and a sleek black dress with 

a long slit down the side. Ryan 

smiled widely. “Great! I think those 

would look incredible on you. And 

this one as wel .” He handed me a 

beautiful white slim lace dress that 

I took quickly. I blushed and 

smiled, skipping slightly towards 

the change room. I heard Ryan 

chuckle and I giggled a bit as wel , feeling giddy. For the first time today, I was genuinely eager to try some of these outfits on and present myself to Ryan. 

I strol ed out in outfit after outfit. At one point I spotted a sexy short cocktail dress on a hanger and grabbed it on my way back to the change room. The short hem of the dress accented my legs, which I wasn’t too proud to admit looked incredible. As I emerged, Ryan gave a low and dangerous grunt, surprised by my secret selection. I tried acting aloof as my heart hammered away.  I was feeling something I’d never felt before - sultry, confident, and attractive. I realized that I looked better now than I’d ever looked in my life. And this incredible stud couldn’t get enough of me. Ryan wasn’t even taking pictures anymore. He just sat admiring me, the tension building again between us. 
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As I stood in the last dress - Ryan’s selection of the white backless dress - I once again saw Ryan adjust himself between the legs. I stared, his bulge was definitely bigger than before. I was doing this to him - me! He was so hot, and clearly he thought I was at least a bit attractive? 

Didn’t he? My head spun as blood pumped fast through me, staring at his crotch. 



Ryan stood up and walked towards me. My eyes rose up his huge frame until they met his. He smiled gently. “Change back into your clothes and bring that out to me. I’m going to buy a few things for you, Baby. Then maybe we’l  get out of here.” 

“Ahh…uh huh.” I answered dumbly, glancing at his lips and. Shit, I sounded so stupid. But I was so overwhelmed. My heart pounded, my feet rooted to the spot. Unable to stop myself I glanced back down at his massive bulge 

“Go ahead now.” He slapped my butt softly, pushing me towards the change room. I gasped at the contact but stumbled away, retreating around the corner of the dressing room. Where would we go? What were we going to do? 

As I rounded the corner, stil  buzzing from Ryan's touch, I col ided with a solid mass. Stumbling back, I looked up into the scowl of a man twice my size, his arms crossed over a barrel chest. 

"Watch where you’re going!" he barked, his voice like thunder. 

"I'm…I’m sorry!" I blurted, flustered and taken aback. My cheeks flushed as his gaze traveled over me, lingering on my curves outlined in the white dress. There was something predatory in his smile as he leaned closer, invading my personal space. "You know," he said, voice low and dripping with arrogance, "you could make it up to me." 

Before I could react or breathe out a protest, he shoved me against the wal , the coolness of the surface contrasting sharply with the heat radiating from my skin. Panic surged through me. 

But just as I opened my mouth to scream or push him away, Ryan appeared around the corner. 

His expression shifted from surprise to fury in an instant. Without hesitation, he charged at the man with a primal roar that echoed through the store, bringing up a huge fist. 

The impact of Ryan’s punch connected hard with the man's jaw, sending him sprawling back. 

"Get your hands off her!" Ryan shouted, stepping forward aggressively his muscles coiled like springs ready to strike again. The large man scrambled to regain his footing but not before Ryan shoved him hard against a display rack fil ed with clothes, knocking the man and several items to the ground. 

Fear gripped me as I watched Ryan assert his dominance, adrenaline coursing through his body (and mine). The man shot a wild glance at me, eyes wide with shock and anger before he turned and fled the store, muttering curses under his breath. 

Ryan turned to me, his anger dissipating. “Are you okay?” He asked gently, taking my hand in his. His hand was so much larger than mine, the difference now accentuated by my feminine fingernails. 

“I…I…” I struggled to compose my thoughts. Ryan had saved me - he had been incredible! 

But…but he had put me in that position in the first place as wel . Stil  reeling and afraid, I lashed out. 

“This is your fault!” I said softly. 

“What?” He said, releasing my hand and stepping back in shock. I think this was the first time I ever saw him surprised. 

“If you handn’t had me in these ridiculous outfits, that wouldn't have happened in the first place.” 

“Jamie, I didn’t want…I didn’t mean…” For the first time ever, Ryan was lost for words. 

“Just leave me alone!” I yel ed, fleeing to the changing room. I was fighting tears. As I began changing back into the pink shirt and pants, I knew I hadn’t necessarily being fair to Ryan. But I was mad and scared, and needed to direct those feelings somewhere. 

The door clicked softly and I whirred, finding Ryan standing in the changing room with me, holding up his palms in peace. 

“What are you doing here!?” I whispered."Get out!” 

Ryan's eyes locked onto mine, “I just wanted to check on you”. 

“Out!” I insisted. 
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He stepped closer, his presence looming over me like an immovable force. “You don’t want me to go, Jamie.” 

I backed against the wal , but Ryan slipped a muscular arm around my waist, pul ing me against him and wrapping me securely. 

I struggled against him. “Jamie,” he murmured softly into my hair. You’ve been fighting me al day. Let go. I’l  protect you.” 

My breath hitched as I felt myself wavering against him. Slowly, slowly, I stopped struggling. My hands found their way to his chest, resting there as my head fel  against him with an almost magnetic pul . 

“Ryan…” I whispered, unsure of what to say or what to do. “I can’t…” 

His hands slid from my waist to cup my face gently. As he leaned in, ready to claim my lips with his own once again, the memory of the decision that I would deny this man kicked in and I turned away just in time. “No,” I breathed out softly, turning away from him. 

I heard him take a deep breath and then a rustle of clothes. “Turn around, Jamie.” He commanded. After a moment, unwil ing to further test this man who had just demonstrated his power and violence, I turned. I took a sharp intake of breath as I saw he had removed his jacket and shirt. Fuck his incredible body was so close. “Ryan…what are you…” I backed away but hit the wal  behind me. 

He stepped up and 

put a hand on the 

wal  beside me. 

God he was so 

close I could smel  

him, could see 

every detail of his 

abs and pecs. 

“Look. At. Me. 

Jamie.” He said 

sternly. I gazed up 

at him, my eyes 

wide. There was an 

intensity in his gaze 

that rendered me 

breathless; it was a 

mix of command 

and desire that 

stole the very air 

from my lungs. 

“You have no idea 

what you do to me” 

he said, with such 

force I was 

shocked. He almost 

seemed like he was 

on the edge of 

losing control, like 

he was about to let slip the person he kept so wel  control ed. I looked from one eye to the other, trembling. Then he leaned in and claimed my lips with a forceful kiss that sent shockwaves through every nerve ending in my body. His mouth moved against mine with authority; there was no doubt left—he would dictate this situation. 

I melted into him despite myself; I felt every dry, parched fuse from the long day ful y igniting under the heat of this teen adonis. It didn’t matter how much I told myself to resist; Ryan’s hard body, Ryan’s perfect lips, Ryan’s handsome face - they swept those thoughts away. 

My anger at Ryan had just been my fear taking voice - not just of the horrible ass hole from earlier, but fear of what Ryan was doing to me. But Ryan, this teenager, this MAN. He had protected me. He didn’t deserve my anger - quite the opposite. He deserved adoration. 

My hands moved instinctively to clutch at his shirt, pul ing him closer as the kiss deepened, turning urgent and hungry between us. 

Ryan grabbed my hand and guided it, for the second time in two days, to the outline of his cock. 

I gasped, my eyes opening up, looking into his. He smirked. Without him saying anything, I began rubbing his massive shaft up and down. 

“No one wil  interrupt us this time, Baby.” He said. I moaned, kissing him again. Oh god his cock was growing in my hand, I could feel its outline getting bigger and bigger. Impossibly big. 

“Take it out.” He ordered me as our kiss broke. 

I hesitated and looked at him. “Now.” He said sternly. 

God…something about the way he commanded made him impossible to resist. The raw power and control he radiated did something to me…I wasn’t only scared to defy him - I WANTED to obey. 

I broke eye contact with Ryan and looked down.  I unzipped his pants with shaking hands and reached in. I gasped as I grasped his cock. “So big” I whispered in shock. 

“Just for you, baby.” Ryan said, squeezing my ass and making me squeak. With his other hand he brought my chin up again. I looked up at his handsome face and kissed him eagerly, stroking him through his pants. 

Our kiss broke as I gasped for breath. “Okay keep going. You’re going to love it.” Ryan said. 

Slowly, I pul ed out his cock, and oh god was he right. My jaw dropped. 
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Ryan’s cock - Ryan’s penis- 

was even bigger than I 

remembered. It was 

monstrous, hanging over his 

pants in the palm of my hand. 

So heavy it weighed down my 

hand to rest on a bench with 

white padding that was 

beside us. Thick and long 

and so powerful it looked like 

it would burst through my 

hand. Thick and veiny with 

one dominant vein running 

down the middle, a shade 

lighter than the rest of him, it 

had a large mushroom head 

that was glistening invitingly. 

I marveled at how smal  and 

fragile my hand looked 

against his massive shaft. My 

soft hands with nails painted 

a shimmering pastel pink 

accentuated the strong lines 

of his cock; the contrast 

between feminine and 

masculine arousing me even 

more. 

“Stroke it.” He said, fondling 

my ass with his hand as I 

stood beside him, reaching 

down to his cock. I began 

slowly at first, savoring the 

feel of the slippery skin over 

the powerful muscle 

underneath. I moaned as I 

looked on, amazed at how 

long it took to milk him from 

the base to the tip. 



Ryan chuckled. “My little Jamie, so eager to please.” 

I blushed but didn’t stop; instead, I sped up my motions slightly, until I was pumping him off with vigor. Ryan’s other hand moved to caress my ass and lower back, squeezing gently as if he knew how much I craved the domination - his domination. God help me but my body was responding to the feeling of being under his control - submitting to Ryan’s whims. 

Suddenly, he grabbed my hand and pul ed it away from his crotch, leaving him glistening with pre-cum and my pink nails shining in the changing room light. “That’s enough.” he growled low in his throat before undoing his pants completely and kicking them to the side revealing his body in al  its glory. “I want you on your knees.” 
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I swal owed hard, my heart racing in anticipation as he grabbed me by the back of my neck and guided me down to the ground. I ended up on my knees, his massive cock right in front of my face, extending form one side to the other enveloping my entire field of vision. I whimpered as he resting his huge hand on my head. 



“That’s a man’s cock, 

Baby. Something you 

wouldn’t know about, 

right?” 

I just stared. I licked 

my lips, my mouth 

watering. 

“Right?” 

What was he asking 

me? I couldn’t focus 

on his words. “Yes 

Ryan.” I said, hoping it 

would please him. 

He held me that way 

for a minute, and his 

cock slowly softened. 

As it did I felt an 

overwhelming urge, 

an obligation even, to 

get it hard again. I 

started to bring my 

hands up but Ryan 

tsked softly, and I 

froze, looking up at 

him. 

“Not til  I fucking give 

you permission.” He 

said in a low growl. 

So I stayed on my 

knees, staring up wide 

eyed at this teenage 

adonis, my mouth 

watering. My heart 

beat so hard I thought 

for sure he’d be able 

to hear it. 
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He turned so he leaned back on the padded table in front of me, the head of his massive cock hanging low right in front of my face. Looking down at me, he smirked. 

And the raw confidence of that look, the utter control and cockiness of his unbelievably sexy face, together with the overwhelming power of his body and imposing presence, almost pushed me over the edge. I shuttered, whimpering. 



After another minute of lustful and imposing silence, he relented. “Good girl. Now stroke it.” 
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Final y, I reached out with trembling, pink polished nails and wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, it was hot in my hands. I gave it a tentative squeeze, my eyes locked on the large slit on his cock head as I did. Ryan shut his eyes and moaned appreciatively, stil  in control. 

“Mmmm…that’s right.” 

Encouraged, I began to 

move my hand up and 

down, learning the 

contours of his 

manhood. His shaft was 

so thick, so hard, like 

nothing I’d ever felt. “Oh 

my god.” I muttered. I 

could fit two hands on it 

easily, with room to 

spare. 

Ryan gripped the 

changing room stal  

door with both hands. 

“Faster.” He growled. I 

obliged him, increasing 

the speed of my strokes 

as he barked out 

orders. “That’s it baby, 

you’re such a good girl.” 

It wasn’t long before a 

burning sensation 

started to build in my 

core. I had never felt 

this way before. I was 

pleasuring another 

man, a perfect 

specimen of a man. My 

breathing quickened as 

I continued to stroke 

him, looking up hoping I 

was doing wel . Ryan 

stood with his eyes 

closed, a calm grin on 

his face. As I looked he 

seemed to sense it and 

looked down at me 

imperiously. 

“Now. Stand up” Ryan 

said, looking into my 

eyes. I paused, 

confused by the 

demand to stop. I didn’t 

let go of his cock. He grabbed me by my hair and pul ed me up gently but firmly. It didn’t hurt, too much, and I scrambled to my feet. “Do you know that you’ve been driving me crazy for weeks, Jamie.” He said. I looked up at him, surprised and entranced. Driving him crazy? He 
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leaned down and kissed me hard on the lips again, pressing his hand into my neck and the other squeezing my ass hard, causing me to grind my soft body into this hard incredible wal  of muscle and power. I moaned into him, feeling his cock snake through my legs. 

“Oh god, Ryannnn…” I moaned as he kissed my 

neck. I put one hand on the back of his hair, feeling 

his scalp, and the other along his back. God he was 

so broad, and his muscles so firm. I grinded along his 

cock, wild with lust. I could feel his thick shaft press 

against my tiny hard penis, sliding through my legs, 

and between my ass cheeks. 

We kissed again and I whimpered into his mouth as 

his tongue invaded mine, tasting him. He broke the 

kiss first, resting his forehead against mine as we 

both catch our breaths. “Now,” he breathed against 

my ear, “Pul  your pants down.” 

“R..Ryan?” I asked nervously. In spite of my burning 

lust, I knew I had to draw a line. “We can’t…I can’t…” 

“Aw baby.” He said, looking at me sympathetical y 

and kissing me deeply again. He slapped my ass and 

I moaned. He pul ed away. “I wasn’t fucking asking.” 

He stepped back, putting his hands on his hips. I 

panted, looking at this god of a man. My eyes drank 

in his perfect muscular body and his huge cock, 

which he stroked slowly, moving it from side to side 

gently. I fol owed it with my eyes, and reached down 

to the hem of my pants. 

I pul ed them down, turning away from him, 

embarrassed to show him my tiny erection. 

“It’s like you’re reading my mind, baby. That’s right, 

show Daddy your perfect ass.” 

I did, sticking it out for him, seeing it make his cock 

twitch. I smiled back at him. He growled 

animalistical y and grabbed my wrist, pul ing me over 

to a wide bench where he lay down on his back, his 

head resting on a pil ow. 
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“Get down there and stroke it. Raise that ass in the air for me while you do.” 

I eagerly did so, happy to bring his cock close to my face. I moaned as I grabbed his heavy perfect cock again, stroking it up and down. I ran one hand over his muscular abs while stroking him with the other, whimpering. 

“Let me see Daddy’s cock against your face, slut.” 

I brought my face next to it, keeping eye contact with him as I did so. God the sensation of his burning hot massive cock head against my face was incredible. His cock was easily as big as my face. I looked up at him in pure lust, raising my ass high in the air like he wanted me to. I met his penetrating gaze as I stared over the heavy hard ridges of his muscular body. 



He smiled down at me handsomely and I moaned in lust, breaking eye contact and rubbing my face against his cock as I stroked him. It was right there, his glistening head. I focused on it, licking my lips. 

“Oh not yet Baby.” Ryan stopped me. “You haven’t earned that privilege, not like your wife.” 

My…my…Oh fuck. It al  hit me. The realization of what my wife’s 18 year old intern was doing - 

to my wife and now to me. It both horrified me and inflamed my lust further. But my logical brain woke up and I stumbled back. 

Ryan chuckled. “It’s okay baby, relaxxx.” He said soothingly. He pushed me onto my back on a bench with white padding and straddled my chest.  He put enough weight on me to hold me down, but not enough to restrict my breathing. Fighting him off would be like trying to stop a rockslide with my bare hands. Ryan was in control and I was powerless. I looked up at him in fear and lust, his muscular frame literal y towering over me. God how could a teenager be so huge and strong. 

“Keep going now. I’m close.” I looked down and saw his cock RIGHT in front of my face, the head grazing my chin. As I looked, it consumed my entire frame of vision, then my entire consciousness. I picked it up again, stroking long and steadily, running my fingers across the inflamed tip from time to time. 

“Cmon, Baby. Show Daddy how much you love his cock.” 

I stroked harder, moaning. His cock got harder and harder, impossibly seeming to grow harder in my hands. 

“Yessssss…” Ryan hissed, his gaze growing more intense, more urgent. “Beg for my cum, baby.” 

I moaned instead, unable to speak. 

“You’d better beg if you want my cum, slut!” He whispered harshly, loudly. 

I couldn’t resist his command. “Cum for me. Please. Ryan. Cum pleasssse!” I moaned as I milked him hard and fast, so close to my face. 

And he did. His cock shuddered as he exploded al  over my face. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth in ecstasy, my body racking with an orgasm as wel , even though Ryan hadn’t so much as touched me. 

Thick ropes of cum flew into my mouth and al  over my face. I kept my mouth open, catching a lot of it, until slowly, his cock stopped twitching, now instead leaking slowly onto my chest. I closed my mouth, intoxicated by the taste of him, swal owing and then breathing heavily. 
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Ryan sighed deeply, baritone. I looked up at him, and in my post orgasmic bliss saw a god crouched over me, shining. 

He tsked. “Proud little Jamie.” He said, smiling. “Look at you now.” He rested his now soft but stil  massive cock against my lips. After a moment, I kissed the soft head, whimpering and unable to otherwise respond. 

Slowly, he got up. I fol owed his muscular body with my eyes, and after a moment, sat up. Stil panting, silent. 

“That was amazing, baby.” Ryan said smoothly as he got dressed again. “Clean yourself up, and I’l  meet you out there.” 

He patted the top of my head, and walked out the door. 







My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Chapter 9 



 DominanceAddict1 

I spent the next 10 minutes calming down and getting dressed. When I final y emerged, Ryan was chatting with the store clerk at the checkout counter. The clerk was a thin woman about my age and was gesturing excitedly while Ryan calmly listened, a pleasant smile on his face. As I approached the woman blushed slightly and thanked Ryan as she stepped away. Ryan held a few bags of clothes and smiled at me as I approached. 

“Hey there. Ready to go?” He asked nonchalantly. 

“Um…yeah.” I replied. I was stil  so shaken up. My identity was being rocked by this teenager, but he acted so casual and knowing about the whole thing. I couldn’t believe what we had done, and walked with my head down beside him as we exited the store. 

“Thanks again for coming today.” Ryan said. “I’ve got some great inspiration to work with here. Between these and the pictures I took, the designers at the company wil  be able to work wonders!” 

“Sure.” I replied, stil  looking down. 

“What’s wrong baby?” Ryan asked, taking my hand in his. The familiar gesture sent chil s down my spine. 

“Nothing…You’re taking me home now right?” I replied. The reality of everything that had happened was setting in and I felt overwhelmed. I just wanted to go home and be alone for a while. 

“Yeah. Okay then let’s go.” Ryan replied simply, not pressing the issue. 

The ride home was fine and general y innocuous. Ryan kept hold of my hand but otherwise did nothing untowards or suggestive. We talked a bit about our exercise routines and we chatted more about biking. 

Speaking about biking helped to calm me and I felt myself normalizing just a bit. He did suggest we bike or run together this week, and I tried to be noncommittal. Final y we arrived at home. 

I tried to open it myself but couldn’t figure out the latch. “Just climb over me baby.” Ryan said to me, winking and patting his lap. I looked at his lap, his muscular thighs and large bulge outlined by his pants, but didn’t move. After a moment, he chuckled and got out to open my door from the outside. He helped me down from his truck. “Thanks again.” He said, facing me, grinning. I could tel  he was about to kiss me again and my heart rate quickened. 

But I stepped back. “You too.” I mumbled. Then I turned away and walked back to my house, my head a jumble of emotions. As I turned around at my door, he stil  stood next to his car, looking at me with that glare of his. 

I gave him a smal  wave that he didn’t return, then fumbled with the keys and closed the door. 

After I got inside, I showered for an hour, scrubbing myself raw. I couldn’t stop replaying what had happened in my mind. My hand moved between my legs as I thought of him. The feel of his lips against mine as he held me tight against his hard body. The image of his huge muscular form standing over me, naked in that change room, with his massive tool hanging in front of my face. His scent. The way he had taken utter control of me. 

The feel of his cock in my hands, the taste of his cum. Oh godddd… 

My body convulsed as a huge orgasm overcame me. At that moment, I heard Caroline cal  out. “Jamie!? Are you home?” 

Shittt. My climax tainted by the interruption, I came back to earth fast. I felt guilty but also irrational y angry at Caroline for invading my fantasy of Ryan. 

“Y…Yeah! I’m showering!” I cal ed out. 

A few minutes later I walked into the kitchen and found Caroline at the table typing on her computer. 

She looked up, her dark hair spil ing over her shoulder. “Hey, you’re back! How was your day with Ryan?” She smiled but I could see the faint lines of stress etched on her forehead. 

“Uh, it was fine,” I replied, forcing a grin that felt like a mask. My heart raced as I tried to push thoughts of Ryan out of my mind. “Just did some modeling and stuff...” 

“Nice.” She nodded, returning to her screen. “I hope you kept him happy. I know it’s a pain but it’s important right now.” There was an edge to her tone. 

“Yeah…” I replied. “I…I did.” She glanced up at me, an inscrutable expression on her face. A pang of guilt stabbed at my insides. As she continued tapping away at her laptop, I fought the urge to confess everything swirling in my head. 

I almost said more but then she continued. “Okay. Wel , listen. I just heard the company wants me in Paris for a week.” 

The change in topic threw me off and it took me a second to recover. 

“Paris?” I asked dumbly. 

“Yes!” Now she seemed excited, though in a somewhat manic way. “The big annual gymwear conference is there this year and they asked me to go last minute. They’ve never asked me before!” 

“Oh…Oh that’s great!” I replied, mustering some enthusiasm. “That’s a big deal right?” 

“Huge.” She replied, stil  typing. 

She typed silently while I looked on for a few moments. “So. When is this trip?” 

She glanced up. “Um…sorry. But they asked me to fly out tonight.” 

“Woah! That’s fast!” 

“I know…but hey, I think this is a real y real y good sign. They’d only ask me to go last minute if they think I’d be valuable. No one dropped out or anything. That means they’re paying for extra airfare and hotel and conference admission, al  last minute. It’s a real y good sign.” 

“Umm…That’s amazing I guess?” I replied. 

Final y, she closed her laptop, standing up. “Thanks, baby. Listen...” She walked over to me and put her arms around my shoulders, her face close to mine. “I real y appreciate everything you’ve been doing lately. Clearly it’s making a difference.” 

I looked from one eye to the other. “Yeah…It does seem that way.” 

She kissed me softly then pul ed away again. “Just do me a favor. While I’m gone please keep it up…you know with Ryan. I gave him your number. Just be nice to him okay? I’m right at the cusp of something big here.” 

After a pause I nodded at her. She kissed me again. 

I was torn between guilt…and excitement. 

Caroline flew out that night. 

———— 

Over the next couple days I just waited around anxiously. I checked my phone constantly, expecting Ryan to cal  or text but nothing came. Caroline hadn’t given me his phone number. I was confused and frustrated. I told myself I should be glad he wasn’t cal ing. At the same time, I spent most of my time…thinking about him. 

I was wracked with guilt and conflicted feelings. I couldn’t do anything like that again, could I? But Caroline wanted me to keep him happy. But surely she wouldn’t mean that if she knew…But she’d see me kiss him? But stil … 

Did she real y want me to make him happy?.....How happy? This thought excited me. 

Over the next couple days I waited around anxiously. I checked my phone constantly, expecting Ryan to cal  or text. 

Nothing. 

Caroline hadn’t given me his phone number. I was confused and frustrated. I told myself I should be glad he wasn’t cal ing. At the same time, I spent most of my time…wel …thinking about him. 

Seeking the same thril  as prior weeks, for the next couple days I commuted to my office wearing clothing from the fe-male line. First I did it on my bike, then running. I stil  got a bit excited by it, but it didn’t give me anything near the naughty rush it used to. Mostly,  I found myself looking around for Ryan. 

In the evening, I started doing something I told myself I wouldn’t do. I tried to resist…I real y did. But without her here…. 

Caroline’s panty drawer cal ed to me. 

I told myself I’d just look. 

Then I told myself I’d just touch. 

Then I told myself I’d try just one. 

Soon I had tried on every single pair of panties Caroline owned, and many of the bras. Only the older pairs fit me - the smal  ones from when she was thinner. From when she had an ass like mine…wel , it was never as nice as mine… 

And I couldn’t believe how incredible they looked. My butt looked like a dream and I looked…sexy as hel . I couldn’t stop staring at my ass in these panties, intoxicated by how they made me look and feel. Each pair sent a secret thril  through me, and I couldn’t help but imagine myself modeling them for Ryan. I found myself spending al  day walking around the house in nothing but womens underwear. I discovered the trick of making my butt look extra juicy by helping define the crease beneath it with a finger.  I practiced my sexy disdainful look and naughty smile in the mirror, pressing out my ass for him in my mind . 
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I had to get my mind off of him. I tried focusing on chores, work, tv, anything. It didn’t work. 

I began each shower determined to think of anything else, but my mind would wander invariably back to Ryan as I touched myself under the hot waterfal , bringing myself to climax . 



Final y, 3 days after Caroline had left, my phone buzzed while I was at the office. I took it out, assuming it was Caroline updating me on her trip. 

Unknown number. My heart started beating fast. 

“Hey baby. Cal ing you in a sec.” 

I stared at it. It was him. I tried to suppress the sudden giddy feeling that arose in me. 

I couldn’t decide what to say. Did I pretend not to know who it was? In the end, I simply replied “Hi…okay.” 

My phone rang a minute later and I ran to an empty conference room and shut the door before picking up. 
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“Umm…Hi Ryan.” 

“Hey Baby. How are you today?” 

“I’m okay, I guess?” My heart was beating so fast what the hel . 

“Wel , I want to see you tonight. Shal  we meet at Rol er World at 7:30?. It’s in the burbs.” 

What was rol er world? 

“Um…what do you want to see me for?” I asked, wanting to know more. 

“Just to see you. So does that sound good?” 

Just to see me? I fought against the smile that wanted to form on my lips. “Yeah. I guess.” I replied, short on breath. 

“Great. See you there.” 

Without thinking about it, I replied. “I can’t wait.” 

Oh fuck. I hung up and buried my face in my hands, giggling. 

—— 

I spent an hour deciding what to wear, pouring through al  my clothes. Ryan hadn’t told me what to wear, and I didn’t want to come off like I was dressing for a date or anything. I obviously couldn’t  voluntarily dress as a woman. But I also didn’t want to anger Ryan, given Caroline’s entreaties to me. So I settled on a t-shirt of mine and an old pair of Caroline’s pants (that were definitely too smal  for her now). They were both pink and a bit baggy. It was a cute outfit, but other than the color, it wasn’t too feminine. I set them to the side. 

Then I stared down at Caroline’s panty drawer 

again. 

I shouldn’t. 

I decided just to try the plain white ones on 

again. They were a smal  thong with a thin 

strip of fabric running up my butt. Mmmm the 

soft cotton felt nice…I looked over my 

shoulder in the mirror. 

Damn. 

I mean…Under sweatpants and a t-shirt. What 

could be the harm? 

I continued staring at my ass, thinking about 

how it would feel to wear the thong while 

hanging out with him… 

Fine…I’d do it. 

And it would be fine. No big deal. 

I grinned a smal  excited grin, and went to 

grab the other clothes to put on.   … 
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That evening I drove to Rol er World, which was apparently a rol er skate club of sorts - lots of neon lighting and such. I walked around, watching people of al  skil  levels have fun skating around. It was a funky place with a central rol er rink but with a lot of other open spaces with smooth wooden floors that folks skated around on, ordering drinks and hanging out. The place seemed super trendy, and seemed to be jam packed with fit, attractive young people. 

Then I saw him. Fuck why did he always look so good. 





He wore a 

sleeveless 

white t-shirt 

that 

showcased 

his incredible 

muscles in 

the dim 

lighting, and 

short black 

shorts that 

clung tightly 

to his 

muscular legs 

and…wel … 

Realizing I 

was staring, I 

glanced back 

at his face as 

he skated 

towards me, 

grinning. 









“Hey Baby - glad you could make it.” He said smoothly as he arrived in front of me, towering over me even more than normal on his skates. 

“Um..yeah. Thanks for inviting me. Is Princess here too?” I asked. 

“Just us.” He winked and I felt butterflies in my stomach. He looked me up and down and I cringed. I looked so plain next to him. 

“You look great.” He smiled. 
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It was kind of a ridiculous thing to say, 

because I knew I looked like a bit of a 

slob (especial y next to him). But stil , I 

appreciated that he said it - he was being 

nice.  I gave him a smal  grin in return. 

“This place is cool” I said. 

“Sure is. Can I get you a drink?” 

We settled onto a bench and he grabbed 

me a drink. I was reminded of our coffee 

breaks after running when he brought me 

my drink and put an arm around me. 

“So. Even though you look great.” He 

said. “I think you could look even better.” 

He put a smal  bag in front of me. “The 

latest.” 

I looked at the bag then back at him, 

rol ing my eyes hard. “Real y? I’m here to 

model again?” 

He smiled at me. “Was last time that 

bad?” 

I blushed and looked down. 

“But no. You’re not modeling. I just thought you’d look good in this. I was inspired by our last trip and had the company throw this together for you.” 

Stil  blushing, I looked in to see a thin stretchy purple shirt. I moved things around but found no pants or anything. It wasn’t a shirt, I realized. It was a short dress. 

I gave him a flat stare but his naughty smile was so disarming. 

I didn’t respond further to the outfit and we chatted about other things, Ryan al owing the subject to change. 

At some point Ryan skated away and came back with pink rol erskates for me. Without warning, he got down on a knee and took hold of my shoe. 

“I…I can do it myself Ryan.” 

“I got you.” He replied, pul ing of my shoe smoothly and pushing up my pantleg, first one leg then the other. My breath caught at his touch. 

“Hmmm…” Ryan growled a low grumble as he examined my ankle and foot, the sound somehow animalistic and sensual at the same time. My foot was so smal  it seemed to fit entirely within one of his powerful hands. 

He grasped it with both and looked up at me, the smal est of naughty grins on his face. 

“Ryannn…” I breathed, barely able to push air out of my lungs. On his knees in front of me, the lights glistening off of his muscles, he looked fucking incredible. The angle gave me an amazing view of his shoulders, which were so packed with muscle they looked like turrets. His white sleeveless shirt struggled to contain his pecs and deltoids. 
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My heart pounded as he 

continued putting on my skates. 

After he ran a finger up my left 

ankle as he stood, causing me to 

shiver. Throughout this 

experience, I continued drinking 

the drink he had brought me, 

which was strong. 

He sat down next to me again. “I 

guess I shouldn’t be surprised 

that my baby has perfect feet.” 

His words sent a thril  through 

my body but I sensed he was 

goading me on. “Ew!” I said, 

smacking him on the chest with 

my palm. “Also I’m not your 

bab…” I lost my train of thought 

at the feel of his granite muscles 

and my gaze got stuck on his 

pecs pressing out against his 

tight shirt and into my hand. God 

they were firm. I slid my fingers 

lightly against his chest and he 

moved his hand to my leg. 

We shared a look. Then, with his 

knee, he nudged the bag with 

the dress towards me. I looked from it back to his hand on my leg, then at Ryan’s handsome face. 

Caroline HAD said I needed to keep him happy. 

“Alright.” I said softly. “’l  go try it on…” trying (and probably failing) to sound reluctant. 

Ryan just smiled. 

— 

Of course now it took forever because I had to take off the skates again. I should have just agreed right away…. It’s not like I didn’t want to. I pul ed on the dress I realized I had a problem. The panties hadn’t been visible under my baggy clothes. But now this short dress left very little wiggle room if I wanted to avoid revealing that I was wearing them. I couldn’t let that happen, given my little speech to Ryan about trying on panties at the mal . 

I’d just have to be real y careful. 

The dress, of course, was incredible. Instantly my confidence got a huge boost as I checked myself out in the mirror. The dress hugged my tight body, accented my ass beautiful y, and revealed a tantalizing amount of leg, which was just accentuated by the lift given by the skates. 

God…I looked so much better in the Fe-Male clothes than I ever had in my old clothing… 
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I rol ed out of the change room and skated slowly to Ryan. When he saw me his face lit up and he scanned me up and down. “Beautiful. Turn around for me. Let me see al  of you, Baby.” 

Blushing, I did so, grinning slyly back at him. 





“Shal  we?” He held out 

a hand and I took it. 

At first, I was very 

uncoordinated, and I 

kept thinking I would fal . 

However Ryan was 

incredibly steady on his 

feet and guided me 

perfectly, building my 

confidence and 

encouraging me. 

Every time I would slip 

Ryan would hold me 

tight, and I would grab 

onto him desperately. As 

this repeated, I held him 

tighter and tighter as we 

circled around, 

eventual y just letting him 

keeping a thick arm 

around my waist with his 

right hand hooked to my 

pelvic bone. I clutched 

his thick forearm with my 

right hand and with my 

left interlocked my 

fingers with him across 

his body. 

As I was able to final y 

look away from my feet, I 

noticed many of the 

people in the rink looking 

or staring at us. 
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“Why are they al  looking?” I asked Ryan. “Am I that bad?” 

He chuckled. “They’re looking because you’re a fucking smoke show babe.” 

“What? No…” I looked around again. Everyone was so good looking, what was special about me. Ryan though… “I think they’re looking at you…” I said, looking back at him. 

“Yeah?” He said. “Why’s that?” 

Shit. He trapped me. They were looking at him because he was fucking hot. But I couldn’t SAY that to him. So instead… 

“Because you’re such a clutz, obviously” I said, grinning. 

He barked a laugh and pushed me away from him. I screeched, almost fal ing over, my arms windmil ing. But then he was there, his hands on my hips, his chest pressing into my back. 

“Don’t worry, I got you, naughty girl.” He chuckled again. 

“Don’t do that!” I said over my shoulder. 

“Okay okay, I won’t let you go.” I looked from one 

eye to the other, and smiled back at him. Then I 

felt something large that had been pressing 

against my ass twitch. 

Fuck. My heart rate quickened and I looked 

forward again. 

“There’s dancing over here baby. I think you 

have the hang of things.” 

He guided me over to the large rink, where there 

was music and lights. It was a bit empty and I 

started to object, but Ryan brought me right on 

anyways. “Don’t worry, we’l  go real y slow and 

easy.” 

As Ryan guided me onto the dance floor, my 

heart raced with nervous anticipation. The 

pulsing lights and rhythmic music swirled around 

us as we found an open spot among the other 

skaters. I felt painful y self-conscious, certain that 

everyone was staring at my clumsy movements. 

"Relax," Ryan murmured in my ear, his warm 

breath sending shivers down my spine. "Just 

fol ow my lead." 

He placed his large hands on my hips, gently 

swaying them from side to side in time with the 

music. I tried to mirror his movements, but my 

legs felt stiff and uncoordinated, and I was 

scared I would lose control of the skates. Ryan 

chuckled softly. 
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"You're thinking too much," he said. "Close your eyes and feel the rhythm." 

Hesitantly, I let my eyelids 

flutter shut. Gradual y, I 

began to loosen up. The 

beat of the music seemed to 

flow through Ryan into me 

and we moved together. He 

pul ed me closer, pressing 

his pelvis against my ass. 

Without visual distractions, I 

became hyper-aware of 

Ryan's touch, and felt his 

huge bulge pressing against 

and into me. 

“Ryan..” I said, intending to 

object. 

“Just relax, baby. Let go and 

have a bit of fun. Here, I’ve 

been working on this move.” 

Suddenly his strong hand 

pressed into my back, 

bending me forward, then he 

took both my arms in his 

strong hands and pul ed me 

back HARD into him, my ass 

pressing against his crotch 

so strongly that I felt my ass 

cheeks spread around his 

mountainous bulge. Fuckkk. 

Then he started rotating 

slowly, somehow 

manipulating my legs to 

angle my skates to al ow for 

the circular movement. How 

the fuck was he doing this!? 

“Just close your eyes. Feel.” 

Ryan said. He began 

gyrating as we rotated 

slowly, grinding his massive 

crotch against me. “Oh 

goddd…” I breathed, 

keeping my eyes closed and 

just focusing on the feel of 

him against me. 
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We continued dancing and I kept my 

eyes shut, just feeling, luxuriating in 

the music and rhythm and Ryan. He 

stayed behind me as I straightened 

up, putting his hands around my waist. 

God why did this feel so amazing. I 

leaned back against his hard body and 

just focused on his pecs pressing into 

my back, his muscular thighs 

supporting mine, the massive bulk of 

his cock pressing into my ass. It was 

just him and me. And the hardness of 

his body made me imagine he was 

completely naked behind me. I 

pictured it in my mind and moaned 

quietly, my body burning hot wherever  

he held me. 





We danced slowly now, more focused 

on each other than our moves. He 

held me so close. His body seemed to 

frame mine, enveloping me, and I felt 

so warm and safe.  “Mmmm…” I 

breathed, leaning  my head back into 

him, grinding my ass against him. 
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After a time, I leaned forward 

again so that I could press my 

ass even harder into him. I 

thought I could feel his cock 

hardening nuzzled in my ass. I 

moaned softly, guttural y, my 

mouth fal ing open. But my eyes 

stayed closed as I imagined 

Ryan naked behind me, his huge 

manhood pressing into me. I 

remembered how it felt in my 

hands, even as it pressed into 

my ass from behind. 

I wanted to reach down, to feel 

him. My fingers twitched, 

but…but we were in public…I 

held back. 
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Leaning back again, my cheek brushed against his chin and I moved my head back, closer to his, lost in the intimacy. His nose traced down my cheek as I tipped back my head. Final y, I opened my eyes, and found him staring into them from only inches away. We paused there, looking at eachother. I glanced from one of his eyes to the other, smiling shyly up at him, waiting. He looked so intense, so fucking hot. He licked his lips and I couldn’t resist any longer. I tipped my chin up and my lips met his. 





Like every prior time we had done this, I was 

instantly enthral ed with the feel of his lips 

against mine. The power, control, and raw 

hunger radiated from his mouth to mine. And 

kissing him felt like the most obvious, natural 

thing to do. 

I sighed into him, loving every second of it. 

As I continued to grind my ass against his 

crotch, I felt my dressing riding higher and 

higher up my thighs. With one free hand I tried 

holding it down but it was hard, and Ryan….wel  

he seemed to be getting hard as wel . I giggled, 

breaking our kiss and opening my eyes, thinking 

to tease him. Instead, as I did so I saw at least a 

dozen people staring at us. 

I jolted to my senses, pul ing my body away 

from Ryan and desperately jerking down my 

dress. Most (but not al ) of those staring looked 

away and Ryan pressed against me again, 

putting his hand back around my hip. 

“That was sexy.” He said to me. 

“Shh…let’s just…” I started to say, trying to swat 

his hand from my hip, mortified. 

“LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. IT’S TIME…” an 

announcement went  up over the speakers, and 

I saw it was the DJ talking. 

“...FOR THE NIGHTLY PRIZE FOR THE 

HOTTEST COUPLE!” This was answered with 

cheers. 



Then an attractive teen girl in a tight black outfit skated over, she had a couple items wrapped in a bow. 

“TONIGHT’S PRIZE IS ONLY FOR THE TRULY DEPRAVED AND HORNY, AND WE HOPE OUR WINNERS 

FIND A NAUGHTY WAY TO ENJOY THEM!” 

Cheers and catcal s responded. But the woman stopped in front of us! 

“GIVE A CHEER FOR THE SEXY PAIR!” the DJ blared over the PA system as the teen girl grinned and handed us our prizes. 

 Our prizes!?!?  We had won ‘hottest couple’??? 

I began to shake my head but the crowd roared for us and Ryan took the prizes graciously. 

“Ryan…we aren’t. We shouldn’t take any prize!” I whispered. 

“ALRIGHT YOU TWO. YOU KNOW THE RULES!” The DJ blared. 

What did he mean? What rule. I glanced at Ryan’s face, confused. But he just smiled at me, pul ing me close to him, his face just an inch or two from mine. Then he kissed me. 

Hard. Passionately. With such force it sent shockwaves through me. Oh god he was taking control. One hand held tight to my back and the other squeezed my ass hard and possessively.  I gasped into his mouth, which al owed in his eager and demanding tongue.  He…god he was so… 

There were cheers but I barely heard them as I sucked on Ryan’s tongue and gripped his huge arms helplessly. My eyes flew open as Ryan suddenly dipped me backwards. But somehow his lips and hands became even more passionate, desperate. My eyes rol ing up and closing, I moaned into the feel of him, forgetting (or just not caring) where I was. My hand pressed against his chest and felt his huge hard muscles. I traced them down his body, seeking…anticipating…needing… 

It ended as abruptly as it began - Ryan pul ed me upright and separated from me, leaving me gasping and panting, staring at him in shock. Suddenly, like emerging from underwater, I heard the raucous cheers. The room was going wild at our display. 

I blushed and pressed my face into Ryan’s chest, embarrassed. He chuckled and put an arm around me, then raised his other and waved to the crowd. I kept my face in his chest, slowly breathing in and out. The scent of him calmed me, even as my embarrassment raged on. 

As the crowd quieted down and the music started up again, Ryan put his other hand around me and just swayed slowly with me. My heard rate dropped and I leaned into this huge man. I should separate from him, but this did feel sooooo right. I…I would separate from him soon. 

A few more minutes went by. 

“Mmm…this is nice…” Ryan final y said, and his hands fel  to my ass, squeezing. 

“You have such a one track mind, Ryan.” I said into his chest. But I was smiling. God his hands felt good. 

He spanked me lightly. “Cal  me ‘Daddy.’” 

The thought sent a thril  through me but I looked up at him to feign disgust. “Never.” 

He raised an eyebrow mischievously. “You wil . Soon enough…” 

My heart beat faster at his words but I smacked his chest, again practical y using it as an excuse to feel his amazing pecs. 

We looked at eachother, locked in a staring contest as we both fought off smiles. Of course I broke first, and so he leaned down to kiss me. I put my hands around his neck and kissed him back deeply. 

“Should we try out our prizes” he asked as we separated. 
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I had been so overwhelmed at the time by the surprise of the award that I didn’t even see what the prizes were. 

Now I looked down to see Ryan held a smal  jumble of light blue fabric, as wel  as a black col ar and…rope? 

“What…what are those?” 

“Wel …” Ryan said, handing me the blue jumble. “That appears to be a swimsuit.” 

I spread out the fabric and saw he was right. This wasn’t just a swimsuit, it was a tiny skimpy thong bikini. 

“I’m…I’m not putting this on, Ryan!” I said. 

“Oh that’s not for now. This is.” I looked up just in time to see his hands move to my neck. Before I knew what was happening, he had clipped the col ar in place. 

“What!” I sputtered. “What is this?!” 

“Don’t worry baby. It’s just a col ar.” He winked at me. 



I stared up at him, dumbfounded. What…what the fuck was this? A col ar!? 

No way. No fucking way. The voices that had laid so quiet at the back of my head al  night flared to life and I put my free hand back on the col ar, scrambling to take it off. 
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“Oh don’t do that. It’s so fucking hot on you.” I glanced up at him, incredulous. “Ryan…” I hissed. “I’m not wearing a fucking col ar!” I tried to find the clasp. Where was it?? I was getting heated now. “And I’m not going to wear this slutty bikini either!” I waved the bikini at him. 

His face lost its friendly look and he stepped right up to me. He was now just inches from me. I stopped my hand on my col ar, staring up at him with wide eyes. His presence was suddenly imposing, intimidating. 

Calmly, he went on. “I said…” he hooked a finger around my col ar, pul ing me even closer to his face. “Leave. 

It. On.” 

I shivered, his commanding voice doing something to me once again. I heard a click. I glanced down and saw a black line now extending from the col ar. Ryan stepped back and I fol owed the line to his hand, where he gripped the other end. He had put a leash on me. 

I stared at him in shock…and a bit of fear…He looked dead serious. 
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”Let’s go have a talk.” He said, then turned around and started pul ing me off the dance floor. 

I fought to keep my feet, the wheels of my rol er skates slipping everywhere. After a moment I realized I couldn’t stop, so instead had to just pointed my feet straight and let him pul  me along so I wouldn’t fal . It was so ridiculous it would have been comical if my stomach wasn’t doing somersaults and the whole room wasn’t staring at us. We got a few more cat cal s as we left the dance floor. Ryan pul ed me into a dimly lit hal way, away from the prying eyes of the other skaters. The music from the rink was muffled here, replaced by the thundering of my own heartbeat in my ears. Ryan towered over me, his muscular frame blocking the exit. 

"Jamie," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "Do I need to teach you your place?" 

I swal owed hard, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through my body. "Ryan, please," I whispered. "This is too much. I can't..." 

He cut me off with a sharp tug on the leash. "I didn't ask for your opinion.” His voice brooked no argument. 

“Now, get on your hands and knees and crawl." 

I stared at him in disbelief. Then slowly, careful y, I got on my knees. My mind was fighting against itself. This experience was humiliating and horrifying. But…god his command, his confidence, it was overwhelming. It was enthral ing. I couldn’t deny him - I needed to obey. Even more, I realized, I  wanted  to obey. 

He kicked my butt lightly, tel ing me to go forward. And I crawled in front of him. My heart pounded not in fear, but excitement and lust as I glanced over my shoulder at him. 

“Good girl.” He said softly, and I 

whimpered. “Now keep moving.” 

As I crawled in front of him, I felt 

my dress riding up, but I dared 

not slow down to fix it. 

Then a door to my left opened 

and I scrambled away from it, 

slipped, and rol ed onto my 

back. 

“Woah…I’m so sorry! Let me 

help you up sweetie!” A man 

emerging from the room said to 

me. Then he seemed to notice 

my col ar. “What the…” 

“She doesn’t need help, thank 

you.” Ryan replied. 

The man turned to Ryan and, 

seeing him standing there, 

holding my leash. so huge and 

imposing, thought better of 

arguing. “Okayyy then.” He 

stepped careful y past Ryan. 
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I stared up at Ryan, my eyes wide and heart pounding. He looked me up and down. 

“So, Jamie. I see you’re wil ing to wear panties after al .” Ryan said to me. 

Fuck. I thought. So much for hiding that. 

“I…just…” I started to reply. 

“Shhh…” He quieted me calmly.  “I love them. Do you like wearing them?” 

He waited. Blushing, I nodded up at him. 

He smiled that cocky smile of his. “Back on your knees. Let’s chat.” 

Trembling, I obeyed, now kneeling right in front of him. I scanned him up and down.  He loomed over me. And fuck he looked incredible, the top lighting bouncing off his huge muscles in the dim hal way. 

What was he going to make me do? My hands twitched and I bit my lip, my eyes fal ing to his huge bulge. 

“I’ve tried to be patient, Jamie. And you’ve earned a lot of that patience, because you’ve mostly been a good girl.” 

He put a hand on my head and, in spite of the humiliation, the ridiculousness of al  of this, I felt a thril  when he cal ed me a ‘good girl.’ 

“But there’s a line. I’m tired of your constant back and forth. Your objections, your hesitations. It’s giving me whiplash. So I’ve got an idea. Okay?” 

I stared up at him, rapt at attention. 

“Okay??” He repeated. 

I nodded my head weakly at him. He got down on one knee so his face was close to mine. My heart beat faster and faster. 

“The day after tomorrow. You’re going to come to my house wearing that swimsuit.” I glanced at the tiny swimsuit. God it was smal . Could I real y do that? 

Ryan continued, now tracing his hand along my face as I returned to staring up at him wide-eyed. “And don’t give me your bul shit about not wearing a bikini. You’re wearing panties right now. It’s basical y the same thing.” 

He cupped my cheek and put his thumb against my lips, rubbing them lightly. God, his power and control. It made me shiver. 

“If, after coming to my pool, you decide we’re done. Then fine. You can just say so.” He grinned slightly before continuing. “But, next time I see you Baby….No objections. You’re simply going to enjoy yourself, with me.” 

I shuddered under his commanding tone, my face flushing, imagining… 

He leaned forward, kissing me lightly. My head swam as I kissed him back eagerly. 

After pul ing away he looked from one eye to the other, then asked gently. “Does that sound good?” 

I…I couldn’t even pretend that I wanted to say no. But…I mean…what would Caroline say? 

At the thought, I could almost hear her respond ‘Keep him happy.’” 

But did she mean this? Surely not. 

‘Keep him happy’....her words reverberated in my head. After tomorrow I could just end things if I thought things were going too far, right. I could bail. I could back out. I could do what Caroline wanted…while…while staying vigilant. 

These thoughts al  came and went in an instant. I made my decision, and my heart leapt in excitement. 

“Yeah. Okay.” 

Then, without even real y thinking about it, kissed his thumb. I felt my cheeks flush with heat. 

He smiled at me. “Good girl.” 

I smiled back, my lips pressed against his thumb. Then I opened my mouth and began to suck it, as I stared up into his handsome face. 
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My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Ch. 9.5 

 Dominanceaddict1 

The next day was Friday so I worked from home. Focusing that morning had been hard. My mind kept going over what had happened last night and imagined what might happen tomorrow. 

Interupting my reverie, my phone buzzed. 

It was a text from Ryan: "Try on the bikini. Now." 

I stared at the text before replying. 

“Hi Ryan. Um..now?” 

He didn’t reply. 

I waited…nothing. 

I started to worry. 

I stood up, my heart racing as I walked to retrieve the tiny blue swimsuit. I had left it out on my dresser, laid out perfectly, neatly. 

I stripped off my clothes and slipped into the skimpy thong bottoms. As I tied the top behind my neck, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and my eyes went wide. 

The bikini hugged every curve of my body perfectly. The bottoms rode high on my hips, elongating my legs. 

The top pushed up what little chest I had, creating the il usion of cleavage. I turned to examine my backside, marveling at how the thong accentuated my ass. 

I felt feminine, desirable. I felt….like a woman. 

A thril  ran through me as I admired my reflection. God…Had I always had this body? 

Is this how women felt when they put on sexy lingerie? 

I nearly jumped as my phone buzzed loudly again. I looked at the screen: "Send pics. Ful  body, front and back." 

I hesitated, fingers hovering over the keys. "Can't you wait until tomorrow?" I typed back. 

His response was immediate and firm: "Now, Jamie. Don't make me ask again." 

Blushing, I positioned myself in front of the mirror. With shaking hands, I snapped a ful -body photo, then turned to capture my backside. I took a few, moving around the bathroom trying to get the lighting and my pose just right. Final y, before I could overthink it further, and worried Ryan would get impatient, I hit send. 
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Seconds later: "Good girl. You look incredible." 

My whole body flushed with warmth at his praise. I stood there, staring at my body, turning back and forth, imagining the next day and practicing my sultry smile. 

Then another text came through: "You get a reward for obeying." 

A photo appeared on my screen and I nearly dropped the phone. 

Ryan stood in a bedroom, wearing only a tight t-shirt pul ed nearly al  the way up his body, revealing his chiseled abs and broad powerful pecs. 

"This is what you do to me, baby," the caption read. 

He wasn’t wearing pants, and his massive cock stood at ful  mast. I stared at it, my face slackening. My own body responded, a warmth spreading through my core. My cheeks flushed. 

Shockingly, Ryan’s massive hand couldn’t encircle his incredible girth. It was long, hard, powerful. Even his bal s, round and ful , looked enticing. I licked my lips. I imagined him stroking himself, looking at pictures of ME. 

I moaned, touching myself as I stared, enraptured, bringing my phone closer to my face. A text banner flashed on top of my screen. 
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I stared at his text, perplexed. “Ryan: What do you say?” 

After a moment, I realized what he wanted from me. “Thank you.” I replied obediently. 

“Good girl. Be ready at 10 am tomorrow.” 

I typed back quickly. “Yes, Ryan.” My heart fluttered as, for some reason, I whispered the words out loud as wel . 

My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Chapter 10 (Part a) Dominanceaddict1 

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I mean, I suppose I could. It’s not like I hadn’t known it was coming. But stil , as I stood in front of the mirror in the tiny blue bikini, I was shocked that I would be going swimming with Ryan…wearing this. 

As I looked myself up and down…thinking of what I might do with Ryan today…thinking of what happened last time I was with him…I found it hard to fight off the raw, uncontrol ed lust and excitement. 

What if he wanted to fuck me? I…Obviously I couldn’t let that happen. That was going too far. But…the thought sent a shiver down my spine as my hand trailed down to the front of my toned stomach. There was a lot of other stuff we could do… 

It had been about a day and a half since Ryan had put me on my knees and demanded I stop resisting. A day and a half since he stood up, pul ed his thumb out of my mouth with a pop and left me panting on the hal way floor, desperate for him to come back. 

I had gone home that night and spent the entire night touching myself and thinking of Ryan. His hot incredible body, his handsome face, his commanding presence, his biceps, chest, abs, shoulders, quads. His butt. 

His cock. 

The next day, I dug through the back of Caroline’s panty drawer and spent an hour trying on every old pair she had, most of which wouldn’t fit her fat ass anymore. Some fit my shapely butt beautiful y and I couldn’t stop looking at myself, amazed. Hipsters, Boy shorts, high cuts, thongs, bikinis, cheekies and oh my fucking god g-strings. My ass looked absolutely heavenly and even from the front, my little bump was so smal  it was barely noticeable even on the thongs. I grew hotter and hotter as I tried on the array of sexy panties. 

When Ryan had texted, and demanded I send him a preview pic of myself wearing the bikini, I barely resisted before sending. And what’s more I had to hold myself back from sending extra pics of myself in the lingerie, wanting him to see. 

And I spent the day wearing the fe-male line of clothes. I even went for a run in a revealing two-piece outfit in the middle of the day, hoping for the thril  it once brought. But without running into Ryan, the run seemed boring and pointless. 

At times a quiet part of my mind would start to question again, to rebel against what was going on with me. My pride and loyalty to Caroline wanted to fight through. Just a few weeks ago I was angry and despairing over how miserable Caroline seemed to be with Ryan around her office. I had been determined to protect her from him. 

But…this was just one more day. I kept tel ing myself that. One more day. I’d decide on another day. Like Ryan said, Until then, I didn’t need to fret and hesitate. I mean…that was the whole point. 

I stood by the front door. Ryan wanted me to be wearing the bathing suit when he picked me up, so I had a trench coat draped around my body, wearing the bikini under. I didn’t want the neighbors to see, after al . 

I heard a honk from outside and practical y skipped to the door. I locked up quickly and looked out, seeing Ryan’s car. But Ryan wasn’t stepping out. It was Princess. 
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I stood just outside my door, surprised and 

disappointed. I realized then just how much I’d been 

looking forward to his greeting kiss. 

“Hey there sweetie! Ryan’s working out so asked 

me to come grab you.” Princess wore a similar light 

blue bikini herself. That’s how she drove around? I 

had to admit though, as I scanned her body up and 

down, she looked good. 

My appraisal of Princess was different than it 

normal y was though. It was almost academic. I 

didn’t find myself as excited by her as I’d once 

been.. Coupled with my disappointment at the fact 

that it wasn’t Ryan picking me up, and I found 

myself annoyed with her. 

She seemed to pick up on it. “Oh why the pout. 

Cmon I bet you look hot under there baby. Let’s see 

you!” 

I shook my head. “Not here, Princess.” I said quietly. 

“Sorry, babe. You need to show me you’re wearing what he told you to before we can go. He’l  be pissed if not.” 

I rol ed my eyes, though inside I was amazed at Ryan’s ability to manipulate us. “Cmon baby.” Princess continued. “You know, he’s so excited to see you he asked me to take a few pics of you before we arrived. He can’t wait.” 

That sparked something in me, and, shyly, I let my coat fal  open, trying to keep my body shielded from the sides so the neighbors couldn’t glimpse me. 

“Hot damn girl!” Princess exclaimed. In spite of myself, I smiled at her as she snapped a pic on her phone. 



I hopped in the car and, after she gave me a quick peck on the lips (it wasn’t as sensual as they had been in the past), we left. 

“So…glad you’re joining us babe.” Princess said as we drove. 

‘Us’, I thought, trying not to be disappointed that it wouldn’t just be me and Ryan. 

“Thanks…me too.” I responded. 

“I hear you and Ryan had some fun at the mal  after I left!” She went on, making me blush. 

“God…I remember my first time touching him.” She continued. 

She lapsed into silence, thinking about it. Unable to help myself, I thought about the same, feeling my face flush. 

Princess let off a half-sigh half-moan, extremely sensual. 

“How’d it happen?” I asked quietly, curious. 

“My first time with him? It was in my office.” 

“At…at the school?” 

“Yep. He had already dominated my girlfriend at the time (and most of the women and girls in school), and then he set his sights on me.” 

“In…the school. Wait…he’s a student at the school you work at!?” I asked, amazed. 

She giggled. “yeah…I know it’s so wrong. But that’s one of the reasons it’s so hot. Anyways, I tried to resist, even when he told me what he was going to do to me. But once I got a taste of his body…” 

“And his cock…” I added, thinking, before blushing and covering my mouth. 

Princess giggled, smacking my leg. “And ESPECIALLY his cock…wel …I didn’t stand a chance. He fucked me on the desk where I was supposed to be counseling him. I…I pul ed him into me the first time.” 

Her cheeks reddened as my mouth dropped open. “Fuck that’s hot…” I whispered. 

She gave me a devilish grin, looking at me from the corner of her eye as she drove. “You’l  see just how hot soon enough babe.” 

I blushed. “I…I don’t think so.” I said, though my stomach was making summersaults. “Can I tel  you a secret?” 

I asked. 

“Of course babe.” 

“And you won’t tel  Ryan?” 

“Cmon…you’d think I’d do that?” I glanced up at her, and she did look sincere. 

“Okay…wel …I’m just putting on a good show. Caroline asked me to. She’s trying to get ahead at the office, and currying favor with Ryan…wel  that’s good for her. She wants me to keep him happy. Just for now.” 

She looked at me for a long time and I grew nervous under her scrutiny. I kept going. “But…I mean I can do some things.” In a smal er voice I added. “I’ve done some things already…” 
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She gave a smal  smirk at that. 

“But it can’t go too far. Not…that…far. There’s a limit, you know. But today. Wel  today I told Ryan I’d real y listen to him. That I’d give this a shot. So I’m kind of going to embrace it today. To…to keep him happy I mean.“ 

After a moment, I added. “For Caroline.” 

“For Caroline…” she repeated. After another few seconds of awkward silence, she continued. “So how far is too far?” 

“I…I don’t know” I replied. “Probably what I’ve done before, sure. I’l …I’l  touch him.” 

“A blow job?” She asked. 

My face flushed. “Um…no? I don’t think so.” 

“But you’re not sure?” 

I didn’t reply, my mind racing, picturing his cock in my head. 

I bit my lip and Princess giggled. 

“Wel . Thanks for tel ing me! We’re almost there so you’d better start ‘embracing’ it girl. Get into the mindset.” 

I nodded, straightening my back and grinning. And indeed I felt excited…eager. I pushed down my conflicted emotions. 

“Atta girl. Tel  you what, let’s pul  over to take some pics for Prince before we get there. To prime the pump.” 

She winked at me. “The thick powerful pump.” 

I fought to suppress a giggle, but didn’t object as she pul ed over and walked me through a few poses as she snapped on her phone as I tried to look sexy for the camera…for Ryan. 
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Soon we were back on our way, butterflies in my stomach as I imagined Ryan looking at those pics of me. 

As we drove up a private road and pul ed in to Ryan's house, a wave of awe washed over me. A sprawling estate rose before us. Lush landscaping adorned the entrance, vibrant flowers blooming in careful arrangements, inviting us into this paradise. This place was fucking huge. 

Princess parked the car, and as we stepped out, I felt both overwhelmed and exhilarated. “Ready?” she asked, a knowing glint in her eyes. I nodded, biting my lip as we walked towards the grand entrance. My heart raced as we stepped inside. The door swung open smoothly, revealing an open foyer bathed in natural light. 

“Hey! You made it!” Ryan said from a 

doorway across the foyer. I turned to see him 

emerge and my breath caught. He wore tight 

shorts…and that was it. His body glistened 

with sweat after his workout. He looked 

absolutely breathtaking; muscles rippled 

beneath his skin like sculpted marble, 

glistening under the soft lights of his home. 

He looked even bigger than normal, his 

muscles fil ed and taught from his exercises. 

Every sinew of his powerful physique - his 

huge pecs, thick arms, washboard abs, 

powerful quads - seemed accentuated by a 

sheen of sweat that highlighted his chiseled 

features. 

He approached us with an effortless swagger, 

a smile playing on his lips as he closed the 

distance between us. I could barely breathe 

looking at him, and an intoxicating scent of 

sweat and musk threatened to overwhelm 

me. 

My heart skipped a beat when he leaned 

down to kiss Princess first; it was deep and 

intense, and I saw their jaws flexing as their 

tongues danced. Her body pressed hard 

against his as his hand fel  to grip her ass 

possessively. Watching them, my anticipation 

went wild and I had to bite my lip and 

squeeze my fists to keep myself from 

moaning and touching myself. Final y he let 

her go and she stepped away, seeming 

breathless and disoriented. Then he turned to 

me, and time slowed as he stepped my way. 



Timidly, I pul ed the trench coat open, letting it fal  over my shoulders for him as I looked up at him, wide eyed. 

He looked me up and down, a knowing smirk on his face. My body seemed to tingle wherever his gaze went. 

"Hey gorgeous." He said smoothly, tracing a finger down my cheekbone before hooking it under my chin and tilted my face upwards so our eyes met. "You look... delicious." His words dripped with lustful intentions and 
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heat pooled low in my stomach at his tone alone. Needless to say, by the time he finished speaking, I was practical y purring for him, my whole body waiting, tingling on edge. 

Then he stepped back. “I’m just going to finish my workout.” He turned and walked away as I stared at his powerful back. 

I almost col apsed on the ground. What? Why? I thought, confused. My mind was a turmoil of lust and disappointment. 

He cal ed over his shoulder: “Get settled by the pool, girls.” His tone of authority thril ing me deep down. “I’l  be out in a bit.” 

Princess led me outside through glass sliding doors that opened up to an expansive patio area. The pool shimmered under the bright sun. 

Princess sauntered to a few of the pool loungers and laid out a couple soft towels for us. She beckoned for me to join her, her smile warm. As I settled in, she said she was going to grab us a couple drinks. 

“Thanks.” I said, as she walked towards the house. I stared at her luscious ass walking along the side of the pool. She seemed so comfortable here. As I stared at the back of her beautiful figure, I tried to imagine her as Ryan’s male school counselor. 
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I just couldn’t picture it. She was practical y his sex dol , and maybe the hottest woman I’d ever spoken to. 

For some reason…that thril ed me. I wasn’t sure why until, after reflecting on it for a couple minutes, I realized. 

If he could do that to Princess…what could he do to me? I shuddered as I lay back onto the pool chair, trying not to think about it. Today wasn’t a day for thinking. 

Soon she returned with the drinks - a couple pink cocktails that were delicious and which gave me an immediate buzz. 

Princess settled onto the lounger next to me, sipping her cocktail. "So Jamie," she said with a mischievous glint in her eye, "I think it’s time to work on your femininity." 

I hesitated, caught between curiosity and reluctance. "Ummm...what do you mean?" 

“I mean you need more practice and instruction on how to be a girl.” I stared back at her. “I dunno…” I replied. 

"Come on, it'l  be fun!" Princess insisted. "And it'l  make Ryan so happy. Isn't that what you want?" 

Remembering my promise to embrace things today, I nodded slowly. "Okay, I guess it couldn't hurt." 

Princess grinned and stood up. "Alright, first things first - posture is everything. Stand up for me." 

I got to my feet, feeling a bit self-conscious in just the tiny bikini. 

"Now, arch your back just a bit," Princess instructed, demonstrating. "Push your chest out and your butt back. It accentuates al  your curves." 

I tried to mimic her stance, feeling a bit sil y at first. But as I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a glass door, I was 

surprised by how different I looked - more feminine, more 

al uring. She had me sit on the edge of the pool and practice the same posture. 

"That's it!" Princess encouraged. "Now, back up. When you walk, you should take smal er steps and sway your hips." She demonstrated a sultry walk along the pool's edge. 

I attempted to copy her movements, focusing on swinging my hips from side to side with each step. It felt unnatural at first, but Princess cheered me on and it started to click after a few minutes. 

"You're getting it! Now add a little bounce to your step - almost like you're walking on your tiptoes." 

I tried again, this time adding a slight spring to my step. To my amazement, it completely transformed my walk into something graceful and feminine. 

"Wow," I breathed, watching my reflection in the sliding window door next to the pool. 

Princess clapped excitedly. "You're a natural! Okay, now let's work on some poses. When you're lounging by the pool, 

always keep your legs crossed at the ankles. It makes them 
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look longer and more elegant." And keep that back arched at al  times. 

I settled back onto the lounger, careful y crossing my ankles. Princess adjusted my pose slightly, showing me how to angle my body to best show off my curves. 

"Perfect," she said. "Now remember, the key to keeping a man like Ryan happy is to always be attentive and admiring. Laugh at his jokes, even the bad ones. Touch his arm or chest when he's talking - men love that." 

I nodded, soaking up her advice. It was strange how easily I was slipping into this role, but I couldn't deny the thril  it gave me. 

"Oh, and don't forget to play with your hair, even if you don’t have much of it right now." Princess added. "Twirl it around your finger, tuck it behind your ear - it draws attention to your face and neck." 

She had me practice a few flirtatious hair flips and giggles. And I did feel different…more feminine, more coy, more al uring. 

I loosened up as Princess and I hung out, her instructions and our banter exciting me. We paused the lessons, each taking a dip in the pool. Try as I might, I couldn’t shake off my nerves as I waited for Ryan to join us. 

Though we chatted and relaxed, the air felt thick with his absence, and with the anticipation of his arrival. 

Princess kept complimenting me, admiring my body. I 

appreciated her words, but in a way they just made me 

think more about why it was that Ryan had ignored me at 

the door. Did he not agree with her? I hadn’t misread this whole thing had I? 

I had the horrible thought that he’d just brought me here 

to embarrass and humiliate me. Could that be possible? 

Before I could worry about it further, though, Ryan 

stepped out. 

He emerged onto the patio again, clad in tight maroon 

swim trunks that hugged his muscular form and massive 

bulge tantalizingly wel . Every chiseled feature was on ful display, almost glowing in the bright sunlight, as he strode confidently toward us. He stepped in the pool to test the 

water right in front of me, it was as if he had walked right out of my most thril ing dreams. 
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I stared openly at his body as he looked around casual y, taking a quick dunk and emerging so that his glorious body again glistened with moisture. His massive package strained against the front of the tight shorts.  He got out of the pool and walked closer and closer to me, until he loomed over me. God I couldn’t stop staring at his body. And his bulge was so fucking massive. I flashed back to the last time I was in this position and… 



Fuck had he said something? I final y glanced up at his face to see him grinning down at me. 

“Earth to Jamie…” he said. 

“I…sorry…” I sputtered up at him. 

He just laughed. “No problem. Nice to see you settling in. Can I get you anything?” He asked, his tone friendly and casual. 

“Oh…No thanks, Ryan.” I replied. Caught off guard at his offer. I felt like I should be serving him. “Can I…” I started, but he was already turning away. 
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He settled down on a chair a couple down from me, on the other side of Princess. Why was he so far away? 

The next hour passed with some casual talk, more drinking and a bit more swimming. I simply could not stop myself from staring openly at this teen stud’s body. To be honest, I didn’t try that hard. Instead, I focused my efforts on getting his attention. I bent over, floated in the pool with my ass out of the water, swatted him playful y on the arm after his jokes, and overal  did the best flirting I could think of, using Princess’s advice.. 

But Ryan for some reason saved his intimacy for her instead, occasional y kissing Princess softly and caressing her subtly. 

Laying down on her stomach on a pool lounger, Princess asked that I apply sunscreen to her back. I obliged. 

As I rubbed my hand into her supple and soft skin, I knew that the opportunity to do this would have enthral ed me only a month ago. But now, I barely focused on her. Instead I continued to gaze at Ryan’s hard body as he lay back on the pool chairs under the bright sun, his eyes closed. Questions ran through my head about why I was here. Had I misread the situation? Was he just trying to embarrass me? Had I just been a one-time experiment? 

Ryan sat up, stretching, his taught muscles expanding and overlapping, rippling under the sunlight. Fuck. 

He glanced over, contemplating me and Princess. I glanced away, embarrassed at having been caught staring (though it was about the 100th time of the day). I could tel  out of the corner of my eye that he was stil  looking, so I tried to focus on rubbing the lotion in for Princess, arching my back and pressing out my ass as I did so. 

“Girls,“ he said, his voice immediately grabbing our attention. “Come over here, please.” Though he phrased this as a request, his quiet command caused us both to obey immediately. 

I approached uncertainty. Though I tried to recal  al  Princess’s posture and walking tips, in my panic I couldn’t recal  any of her lessons. Meanwhile, she sauntered over, her hips swaying seductively. Who was I kidding…How could I ever be like her? 

Ryan looked us up and down, taking in our body. My heart pounded with anticipation. 

“I want you two to pose for me,” he said, “be 

creative” waving his hand dismissively as 

he took out his phone like it was no big 

deal. We glanced at each other, then 

Princess started running the show, moving 

both of us through poses. With her gentle 

touch, she adjusted my posture, pressed 

out my butt. I was relieved to have her help. 

She seemed to know what to do so I tried to 

fol ow her lead.We turned so he viewed us 

from behind, then bent over, smiling, 

pressing against each other, etc. Ryan 

snapped pictures throughout. 

“Great, sexy. Lovely girls.” he continued. 

Though I was trying to fol ow her lead, at 

the same time I was instinctively trying to 

outdo Princess other for his attention, 

bending further, trying to be al uring. He 

grinned at us with satisfaction. “Perfect.” 
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Ryan set down his phone and gave us a devious look. “Now,” he purred, “kiss for me.” 

My eyes widened and my face flushed as I turned to Princess. She grinned at me and leaned towards me. 

“Just like last time, baby.” She whispered. “Only this time…its just for him.” She winked then pressed her lips to mine. They were soft yet firm, and soon her tongue was probing hungrily for entrance into my mouth. I let her in and moaned as she grabbed my ass. 

I was definitely getting wildly turned on. But it wasn’t Princess, it was the situation - Ryans presence - that was real y driving me into lust. My moans were part genuine and part performative. Like Princess had said…just for him. 

Ryan’s phone flashed again and again as we made out passionately under the baking sun. He wasn’t saying anything though which was both arousing and frustrating at the same time. 

Final y, I saw him put down his phone from the 

corner of my eye. As Caroline and I continued 

kissing, he stepped up behind me. I shuddered 

as I felt his strong body press against mine. 

I broke the kiss with Princess, anticipating that 

Ryan would final y pul  my face towards his. 

Take control. Make me his little… 

But as I looked up I saw him lean over my 

shoulder to kiss Princess once again! The now 

familiar pangs of jealousy, frustration, and 

longing shot through me once more. Why 

wasn’t he kissing me!? 

Ryan’s strong jaw flexed as his lips opened 

against Princess’s. Princess - normal y so sure 

of herself, so in control, visibly shuddered and 

clutched at Ryan’s forearm to support herself 

as her eyes rol ed up and closed. I whimpered, 

undeniably envious, as I was squeezed 

between their bodies. I could feel Ryan’s 

massive bulge pressing up against my ass and 

I fought off the urge to grind against him. 

As they final y separated, Princess, as if 

sensing my frustration, shifted so that Ryan 

stood between us both. Princess moved her 

hands to Ryans body and raised her eyebrows 

to me, grinning. My hands trembling slightly, I 

lifted them to the wonderland of Ryan’s 

muscular body. 
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As my palm fel  on his 

massive pec, I let out a deep 

sigh, like one fol owing a 

drink of water after going 

without one for too long. For 

some reason, my heart rate 

slowed as my tension leaked 

out into my fingers as I 

explored him. His power 

radiated off of him and I felt 

compel ed to caress his 

body, moving my hand from 

his pecs, to his shoulders, 

his biceps, his abs, his 

obliques… Each was taught, 

defined, and strong. I saw 

Princess’s fingers reach just 

barely into the hem of his 

shorts, but she more or less 

kept her hand stil , kissing his 

shoulder and watching me 

explore him. I thought of 

doing the same…But I was 

too afraid. Of what I wasn’t 

sure… Instead my hands 

went back to his pecs, where 

I ran my finger around his 

nipple. It became hard and I 

had to suppress a giggle as I 

felt mine do the same. 

A few weeks ago I was 

marveling at these two 

beautiful people dancing at 

the bar, sure that I would 

never experience anything 

that hot. Now I was here, 

part of it, part of them. I 

shuddered, fighting off the 

urge to move my face 

towards Ryan’s hard body, 

feeling my mouth dry up 

again… 

God…I’d touched him 

before. But never like this. I’d 

never reveled in the feel of 

his body. Worshiped it. My 

legs felt weak…like I should 

be on my knees in front of 

this perfect specimen of a 

man. 
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After an unknown amount of time, Ryan (who…I think…had been chatting with Princess, though the words just weren’t penetrating into my consciousness) turned his head to me. I met his eyes, my lips parting as I tried to control my breathing. I wanted to shy away from his gaze, but I couldn’t move. He leaned in towards me. 

Final y, I thought. 

My eyes closed and I tipped 

my head back and waited. My 

whole body tingled in 

anticipation. 

His lips touched mine, barely 

grazing them. 

Then he stopped. 

After a moment, I opened my 

eyes to see he had moved 

away a bit, looking at me. My 

heart dropped, crestfal en. 

“You know, Princess.” He said 

casual y, moving beside her as 

he looked at me. “Jamie is a 

girls name. But it can also be a 

boys name right?” ‘ 

“Sure.” She said. 

“It’s…androgynous…right?” 

He considered. “That just 

won’t do.” 

“Hmm…” She said. “I see what 

you mean.” 

They scrutinized me. 

“But…that’s my name.” I 

replied in a smal  voice. 

“We don’t have to change it 

much, babe. But when you’re 

with me…like this?” He 

glanced me up and down, a 

smal  smirk on his face. “I think 

something else would be more 

appropriate.” 
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He snapped his fingers. “I’ve got it…easy! Janie.” 

Princess giggled. “Definitely only a girls name.” 

“Perfect” Ryan grinned. “Okay with you, Janie?” 

I looked between them, confused. “I…I mean…” 

It felt wrong. They couldn’t just rename me. And…and it WAS a girls name. A little, weak, girls name. A kids nickname. It felt weird and humiliating. 

“It’s just…” I began, trying to find a way out of this without upsetting him. 

Ryan stepped up to me, towering above as Princess watched on from behind him. He put his hands on my arms, pul ing me closer. My eyes scanned his body and my hands fel  to his abs, almost as if drawn by magnets. 

















“I love the name Janie for you, Babe. I 

think it’s perfect.” 
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He pul ed me closer 

stil , so that his huge 

bulge pressed against 

my stomach. My eyes 

fluttered closed, the 

heat of his massive 

package emanating 

through my entire 

body. 

“Don’t you want to be 

Janie for me, Babe?” 

His left hand rested on 

my stomach while his 

right ran down my 

back, squeezing my 

ass. I gasped, my 

eyes stil  closed, my 

fingers traced down 

his abs, towards his 

hot package pressing 

into me. 

“Tsk. Tsk.” He held my 

wrist before I could 

make contact with it. 

“Look at me.” He 

ordered. 

I obeyed, looking into 

his gorgeous young 

face. 

“Janie gets to touch 

Daddy’s cock. Jamie 

does not.” 

I stared up at him, 

trying to make sense 

of his words but 

getting lost in his 

eyes. 

“So Janie…what do 

you say?” 
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Janie…he wanted to cal  me…But…God my head was so fuzzy. It was so hard to think straight, with Ryan right there. His cock RIGHT there. 

I…I had to keep him happy right? 

“Janie…Janie is okay…I guess.” I said, my voice was raspy and much higher than normal as the words caught on their way out. The effect was to make it sound extremely feminine, extremely sensual. 

He grinned. “Mmm..I like your voice that way, Janie. It’s sexy.” He let go of my wrist. 

Tentatively, my hand made contact with his massive bulge and my mouth fel  open. He grinned that cocky fucking grin as I continued to rub his bulge, my brain overwhelmed with the huge package of flesh behind his thin swimsuit. I closed my eyes, leaning towards him. 
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“I think we’re ready then.” He stepped back and I stumbled, almost fal ing down. God…why did he keep moving away? Why wouldn’t he kiss me!? 

Slowly, Ryan hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his maroon swim trunks. My breath caught as he began to pul  them down, revealing more and more of his sculpted lower abs. Time seemed to slow as inch by tantalizing inch of skin was exposed. 

Final y, his massive cock sprang free, jutting out proudly. My jaw dropped as I took in the sheer size and girth of it. It was even more impressive than I remembered from our encounter at the mal . Even soft, it was incredibly long and thick. 

My body felt like it was on fire as I 

stared openly, unable to tear my eyes 

away. Ryan's manhood seemed to 

radiate raw sexual energy, drawing me 

in like a magnet. My mouth went dry 

and I felt an ache deep in my core. 

With languid movements, Ryan settled 

back onto one of the pool chairs. He 

wrapped his large hand around his 

shaft and began to slowly stroke up 

and down. His eyes locked onto 

Princess and me as a sly smile played 

on his lips. 

"Why don't you two put on another 

show for me?" he suggested, his voice 

low and husky. "Kiss each other again. 

Make it good." 

Princess turned to me with a sultry grin 

and pul ed me close. Our lips met in a 

passionate kiss as her hands roamed 

over my body. I reciprocated, running 

my fingers through her hair and down 

her back. Al  the while, I was 

hyper-aware of Ryan watching us, his 

hand stil  lazily pumping his enormous 

cock. As we kissed passionately, I 

snuck glances at him from the corner of 

my eye. The sight of him casual y 

pleasuring himself while watching us 

sent shivers down my spine. 

"That's it," Ryan encouraged. "Now 

grab each other's asses. Real y get into 

it." 

We obeyed, our hands sliding down to 

squeeze and knead each other's firm 

butts. Princess let out a little moan into 

my mouth as I dug my fingers into the 
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soft flesh of her ass. The kiss deepened, our tongues dancing together urgently. 

"Mmm, nice," Ryan purred. "Play with her tits, Janie. Show me how much you want her." His incredible cock was getting harder. Thick veins ran along the length, pulsing with blood. The head was large and swol en, glistening slightly in the sunlight. 

My hands moved up to cup Princess's ful  breasts through her bikini top. I massaged them gently at first, then with more vigor as Princess arched into my touch. She fol owed suit, her fingers teasing my nipples through the thin fabric of my top. 

"That’s it girls, I want to see you real y go at it. You have to convince me if you want this cock. Convince me you want each other." 

As we continued our sensual display, I tried to focus only on Princess, but I couldn't help sneaking glances at Ryan from the corner of my eye. His hand was moving faster now, gripping his shaft tightly as he pleasured himself. The sight made me weak in the knees. He was stroking himself faster now, his massive shaft glistening with precum. The muscles in his abs and thighs flexed with each movement, his powerful body on ful  display. 

I whimpered softly, overcome with desire. 

Ryan's eyes darkened with lust as he 

watched us. "Alright, that's enough," he 

commanded, his voice deep and 

authoritative. "On your knees, both of you. 

Crawl to me." 

Without hesitation, Princess and I dropped to 

our hands and knees. My heart raced as I 

began crawling towards Ryan, the rough 

concrete of the pool deck scraping against my 

palms and knees. I felt utterly exposed, my 

ass high in the air as I moved. The bikini 

bottom slipped between my ass cheeks, 

barely covering anything. His eyes roamed 

over our bodies as we approached, drinking 

in the sight of these two older ‘women’ on al  

fours submitting before his muscular teenage 

body. 

As we reached him, we positioned ourselves 

between his muscular thighs, looking up at 

him with wide, eager eyes. From this angle, 

Ryan looked even more imposing. His 

chiseled abs rippled above us, leading up to 

his broad chest and powerful shoulders. His 

cock stood proudly erect, impossibly large 

from this close perspective. And his bal s 

looking fucking delicious. 

I couldn't tear my eyes away from his 

magnificent manhood. It was a work of art - 

thick, long, and pulsing with vitality. Veins 

snaked along its length, and the swol en head 

glistened with a bead of precum. My mouth 

watered at the sight, and I had to resist the urge to lean forward and taste it. 

Ryan smirked down at us. "Good girls," he purred. His hand lazily stroked his shaft as he regarded us. "Now, who wants to suck my cock first?" 

Ryan's hand angled it slightly towards us. I almost leaned forward, hesitating for just a moment as I contemplated what it would mean to do it…to take this step. 

"Princess," he said, his voice husky with arousal, "you get to suck first. You were more convincing in your display." His eyes flicked to me. "Janie here kept sneaking glances at me instead of focusing on you." 

Notwithstanding my hesitation, I felt a rush of disappointment, embarrassment, and envy. It was true - I hadn’t been able to keep my eyes off him. Ryan had noticed my desperate looks, how badly I wanted him. 

Princess eagerly leaned forward, her lips parting as she approached Ryan's massive cock. I watched in awe as she slowly took him into her mouth. Her jaw stretched wide to accommodate his girth, and I could see the strain in her cheeks as she began to bob her head. 

"Janie," Ryan ordered, his eyes locked on mine. "Pump my shaft while Princess sucks." 

My hand trembled slightly as I reached out to grasp his thick member. Even with Princess's mouth engulfing the head, there was stil  plenty of length for me to stroke. My eyes widened at the sheer girth of it - my fingers couldn’t meet around its circumference. It was hot and hard in my grasp, pulsing with each beat of Ryan's heart. 

My last encounter with Ryan at the store had been frantic and overwhelming. I hadn’t truly appreciated this teenage god’s cock and body in that rushed setting. Now…now I reveled in every glorious detail. 

As I began to pump his shaft in long, slow strokes, I couldn't help but stare in fascination. Princess’s lips stretched obscenely wide around his girth, and I could hear soft, wet noises as she sucked and slurped. Inch by inch, she worked her way down his length, her cheeks hol owing as she sucked, but she could stil  only manage about half of his length. 

Waves of envy and lust crashed over me. I wanted desperately to be in Princess's place, to feel Ryan's massive cock fil ing my mouth. My own tiny package (I could barely think of it as a penis anymore) throbbed painful y in the confines of my bikini. 

Ryan's eyes locked onto mine, dark with desire. "Your turn, Janie," he growled. "Show Daddy what that pretty mouth can do." 

My heart raced as I shifted position, moving beside Princess. She pul ed back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to Ryan's glistening cock. I hesitated for just a moment, my prior misgivings flashing through my mind. But as I gazed at Ryan's magnificent manhood, throbbing and slick with Princess's saliva, al  doubts faded. 

Slowly, I moved my face closer, until Ryan’s cock took up the entirety of my vision. Holding it in both my hands, my lips just about to touch the thick imposing tip of his monster, I looked up and met his eyes again. His gaze bore into me and he raised his eyebrows expectantly. Keeping eye contact, I pressed my lips against him, kissing his cock tenderly. He grinned that cocky, possessive grin. The one that showed who was in charge. The grin that reduced me to utter mush. Unable to stop them, my eyes fluttered closed as I started licking up and down Ryan's massive shaft. The taste and feel of him was intoxicating - salty, musky, and undeniably masculine. My tongue traced the prominent veins that snaked along his length, reveling in the contrasting textures of smooth skin and rigid hardness. Princess did the same on a lower part of his shaft. 

"That's it," Ryan purred, his hand tangling in my hair. "Good girl, Janie. You look so pretty worshiping my cock." 
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His words sent a thril  through me, spurring me on. I continued down his shaft and Princess moved up on the other side. Eventual y I reached the base and lapped at his massive bal s while Princess swirled her tongue around his swol en head. The scent of his arousal fil ed my nostrils, making me dizzy with lust. 

"Now move back up, Janie," Ryan commanded. "Let’s see those soft lips wrapped around Daddy’s cock." 

Eagerly, I repositioned myself so that my mouth hovered over the head of his cock. God it was imposing, pointing straight at me. Was I real y about to do this? I held my head there, on the precipice of a new reality. 

“Happy to give Princess another turn, Janie.” Ryan said from above. 

My eyes flicked up to his, seeing his hard look, then flicked back. I…I didn’t want to give up my turn. 

I opened wide, my jaw already aching in anticipation of his girth. Slowly, I lowered my head, engulfing his cockhead between my lips. My eyes almost rol ed back in my head as my lips made contact with the powerful spongy, inflamed tip of Ryan’s cock. Oh godddd. My lips pressed hard against the perimeter of his girth. 

Stretching…stretching…fuckkkk.. 
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My eyes widened as I realized just how massive he truly was. Try as I might, I couldn't open my mouth wide enough to take more than just the tip. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, but also incredibly arousing. I could feel my own tiny package throbbing in response. 

Desperate to please him, I sucked hard on the Ryan’s tip, running my hands up and down his massive quads. 

My tongue swirled around him, probing the slit and tasting the salty precum that oozed forth. 

Ryan's grip tightened in my hair. "That’s nice, babe. But I know you can do better. Take more of me." 

Disappointment and determination warred within me. I wanted so badly to make him feel good, to prove myself worthy of his magnificent cock. I tried to force myself further down, but my jaw simply wouldn't stretch any wider. 

Sensing my struggle, Princess placed a 

comforting hand on my back. "It's okay, 

sweetie," she cooed. "Let's work 

together." 

“No.” Ryan cut her off. “She has to learn 

this on her own. Princess - turn around 

and show me that ass. Janie - keep 

going.” 

Reluctantly, but obediently, Princess 

pul ed herself away from Ryan’s cock 

and bent over for him, putting on a show 

as I continued my struggle to open up for 

him. 

“You need to relax, Janie. Once you do it 

wil  come natural y to you.” I kept going, 

trying to stretch for him. 

I whimpered, staring up at Ryan as I tried 

and failed to take more of his cock, my 

heart dropping in spite of my mouth 

being ful  of this young adonis’s cock. A 

cock I’d been fantasizing about for 

weeks. 

After several more minutes of my 

unsuccessful attempts, Ryan gently 

pul ed me off his shaft. I looked up at 

him, eyes glistening with unshed tears of 

frustration and disappointment. 

"It's okay, Janie," he said, his voice 

surprisingly gentle. "I think you need a 

more... personalized lesson." He turned 

to Princess. "Why don't you head inside 

for a bit? I need some one-on-one time 

with my eager student here." 

Princess pouted, but nodded. She patted 

me on the head, whispering “you’l  do 

great,” Before sauntering towards the house. 

As she disappeared inside, my heart raced. 

Alone with Ryan. 

Final y… 



















































 







My Wife’s Teen Stud Intern - Chapter 10 (Part b) Dominanceaddict1 

  

  

In the days and hours leading up to this pool date - it was this that I had imagined. Me and Ryan, alone. And as much as I admired Princess, I now realized that this is what I'd been craving al  day. Intimacy with this stud. 

"Come here," Ryan said, patting his muscular thighs. "Up." 

With trembling legs, I stood and moved to straddle his hips. As I lowered myself onto him, I felt his massive cock slide between my ass cheeks, the heat of it searing against my skin even through the thin fabric of my bikini bottoms. I gasped at the sensation, my whole body tingling. 

Ryan's strong hands came to rest on my hips, steadying me. "You need to relax, Janie," he murmured, his face inches from mine. "Your body is too tense. That's why you're struggling." 

I nodded, trying to calm my racing heart. But being this close to Ryan, feeling the heat of his body against mine, smel ing his intoxicating scent - it was overwhelming. My hands rested on his broad chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath my palms. 

"Let's try something," Ryan suggested, his voice low and husky. "Do you want to kiss me, Janie?" 

My breath caught in my throat. Did I want to kiss him? God, yes. I'd been aching for it al  day. I looked down, suddenly shy, but nodded. 

"Use your words, Janie," Ryan prompted, tilting my chin up with one finger. "Tel  Daddy what you want." He was so fucking confident and condescending, speaking to me like I was a fucking toddler though I was more than a decade his senior. And it fucking drove me wild. How could I do anything but obey this MAN. 

I met his intense gaze, feeling myself getting lost in those piercing eyes. "I want to kiss you, Ryan," I whispered, my voice smal  and breathy. I kept the high-pitched feminine tone that Ryan had liked. 

A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. "Good girl," he purred. "Then kiss me." 

Trembling with anticipation, I leaned forward. My eyes fluttered closed as our lips met, and the world fel  away. 

Ryan's lips were soft yet firm, moving against mine with practiced skil . His tongue teased at the seam of my mouth, and I parted my lips eagerly, granting him access. 
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I whimpered as 

our tongues 

danced together, 

reveling in the 

kiss I’d been 

waiting for al  day. 

His hard body 

pressed against 

my soft one, his 

turgid cock 

parting the sea of 

my ass cheeks as 

I ground against 

him. I ran my 

fingers on one 

hand through his 

hair as I held on 

to his thick 

powerful 

shoulders and 

neck with the 

other hand. 

Ryan's hands 

roamed my body 

and he had free 

rein. I wanted to 

feel him 

everywhere. 

Our kiss broke 

and we both 

breathed heavily. I 

stared into his 

eyes, so piercing 

and gorgeous. 

Then I kissed him 

again, and again, 

moaning into his 

mouth. 
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He stood up, stil  holding onto me and I gasped. His cock ground up and down my ass. “Ryannn…” I moaned. 

“Oh god Ryaannn…” 

“Time to give it another try, Janie.” He replied, setting me down on the ground. His cock slid out between my legs slowly, deliciously, rubbing hard against my crotch as it freed itself from me. Oh god….oh fuckkkkk… 

I began convulsing, staring up at him and feeling his cock slide against me, before slapping his stomach hard, released from the tension between my legs. I shuddered and closed my eyes, my climax taking over. 

…  

My head swam and I found myself on my knees, breathing hard as my body calmed. How much time had passed? 

I looked up, my vision fil ed with Ryan's imposing muscular figure towering over me. His magnificent cock stood proudly erect, jutting out from his sculpted body like a monument to masculinity. The late afternoon sun cast a golden glow on his skin, highlighting every ridge and val ey of his chiseled abs, the broad expanse of his chest, and the powerful curves of his biceps. 
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Without being asked, I 

brought my face to his 

cock, closing my eyes 

and rubbing the tip al  

over my face. The 

velvety softness of his 

skin contrasted 

beautiful y with the 

rock-hard shaft beneath. 

I inhaled deeply, 

savoring his musky, 

masculine scent. My 

cheeks tingled where 

his precum smeared 

across them, marking 

me as his. 
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I opened my eyes, looking up at Ryan with determination as I prepared to take him into my mouth once more. This time, I was resolved to do better, to please him the way he 

deserved. I went slowly, starting by placing gentle kisses along his shaft, from base to tip. My tongue darted out, 

tracing the prominent veins that snaked along his length. 

































Reaching the head, I swirled my tongue around it, 

teasing the sensitive ridge. I lapped at his slit, 

tasting the salty-sweet precum that beaded there. 

Ryan's breathing deepened, and I felt a surge of 

pride knowing I was affecting him. 
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Final y, after a few more minutes of teasing him with my 

tongue, I opened my mouth, hovering just over his 

swol en cockhead. I maintained eye contact with Ryan as 

I slowly lowered my lips around him. He looked on calmly, 

taking in my utter submission as if it was his right. Which it was. 

This time, I didn't rush. I focused on relaxing my jaw, on breathing steadily through my nose. 

Inch by glorious inch, I took him in. The stretch was stil intense, but without the frantic energy of before, it felt more pleasurable than painful. I hol owed my cheeks, 

sucking gently as I worked my way around his huge head 

and just a little along his shaft. 

Ryan's hand came to rest on the back of my head, 

not pushing, just a comforting weight. "That's it, 

Janie," he murmured, his voice husky with arousal. 

"Nice and slow. You're doing so wel ." 

His praise sent a thril  through me, spurring me on. I 

focused on his pleasure, on the weight of his cock 

on my tongue, the way it fil ed my mouth so 

perfectly. I bobbed my head, taking him a little 

deeper with each downward motion. 

My hands weren't idle. One grasped the base of his 

shaft, stroking what I couldn't fit in my mouth. The 

other cupped his heavy bal s, rol ing them gently in 

my palm. 

I lost myself in the act, in the taste and feel of him, 

in the soft grunts and groans of pleasure I was 

eliciting. Time seemed to stand stil  as I worshipped 

Ryan's magnificent cock with my mouth and hands. 
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Slowly, Ryan moved back and I crawled to fol ow him, eventual y he was sitting on the ground and I, laying on my stomach, stil  trying to take more and more of himself into me. On my stomach, I was able to relax further, embrace my role as a tool of pleasure for Ryan. My mouth serving as this godly teenager’s cocksleeve. Before I knew it, I had taken nearly a quarter of his cock. 



Then it hit the back of my throat and I gagged, coughing and releasing his cock. His cock rushed out of my mouth and I felt the sense of loss even as I gasped for air. 
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He pet me softly. “That’s okay. That was great baby. You did amazing.” I smiled up at the praise, unreasonably proud. I lowered my head again to get back to work, but he held my chin. 

“Let’s take a quick break. It’s good to pace ourselves.” 

“But…I…I can do it Ryan…I don’t mind,” I protested, “You need to cum, don’t you?” I whimpered, almost desperately, in my Janie voice. 

He chuckled. “We’re not in a rush, Baby. Now - turn over for Daddy.” 

I looked at him, questioning. 

“Turn onto your stomach.” He repeated, broaching no objection. 

Slowly, I turned onto my stomach, looking back over my shoulder at him as he stared predatorily at my body. 

He rubbed his huge cock across my ass and my breath caught. I twisted my head around, in a sudden lustful panic. 

Was he? Could I let him? 
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He lifted my hips so I was on my hands and knees. I didn’t fight it, looking up at him over my shoulder as he went to his knees right behind me, aiming his massive cock straight at my ass. 

"R..Ryan?" I asked nervously. In spite of my burning lust, I knew I had to draw a line. "We can't…I can't…" 

"Janie." He said sternly. “I wasn't fucking asking you. I’m in charge here.” He slapped my ass and I moaned. 

“Say it.” He said to me, slapping my ass with his cock now. I whimpered. 

“Who’s in charge?” He asked, insistently. 

I stared back at him, knowing - to my core - the truth of his statement. “You’re in charge…” I whispered back breathily, feminine and submissive. 

He held me in that position, letting my words hang in the air. Then slowly, sensual y, slid his massive cock between my thighs. But he didn’t push it into my ass. Instead, he slid it along my crotch, and through the front of my body. 



I gasped at the sensation, my whole body 

trembling. The heat of his cock against my 

sensitive skin was electrifying. As he began to 

thrust gently, I felt his shaft rubbing against my 

own tiny package, which was straining against 

the confines of my bikini bottoms.  The contrast 

between his massive manhood and my 

diminutive one was stark, driving home just how 

much more of a man he was than me. 

I stared back at his powerful body, his abs, 

chest, and arms flexed and calmed rhythmical y 

as he slid in and out my thighs. 

“Mmmm…Good. Are you going to be a good girl 

now?” 

I nodded my head. “Yessss…” I slurred, my 

eyes flickering closed as I focused on the 

sensation of his cock. 

“Good.” 

Ryan's strong hands gripped my hips, holding 

me steady as he continued his slow, teasing 

thrusts. Each movement sent shivers of 

pleasure coursing through my body. I could feel 

the weight of his heavy bal s slapping against 

me with each forward motion. 
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"Squeeze your thighs together, Janie," Ryan 

commanded, his voice low and husky. "Make it nice 

and tight for Daddy." 

Eager to please him - to prove I was a good girl, I 

clenched my thighs, creating a snug channel for his 

cock. Ryan groaned in appreciation, his grip on my 

hips tightening. The increased friction was 

incredible - I could feel every ridge and vein of his 

massive shaft as it slid between my legs. 

As Ryan continued to thrust, I felt myself getting 

lost in the sensations. My arms trembled, struggling 

to support my weight. Without thinking, I lowered 

my upper body, pressing my cheek against the 

cushion I lay on. This new position lifted my ass 

higher, presenting it to Ryan like an offering. 

"That's it, baby," Ryan purred, one hand moving to caress my lower back. "You look so pretty like this, 

ass up for Daddy." 

His words sent a thril  through me, and I moaned 

softly. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable, yet utterly 

safe in Ryan's strong hands. My tiny girlhood 

throbbed painful y, desperate for attention, but I 

didn't dare touch myself. This was about Ryan's 

pleasure, not mine. 

Ryan's thrusts began to pick up speed, his 

breathing growing heavier. The sound of skin 

slapping against skin fil ed the air, punctuated by 

our shared moans and gasps. I could feel his cock 

swel ing even larger, pulsing with each heartbeat. 

"Oh god, Ryan," I whimpered, my voice high and 

breathy. "Please... please..." 

I wasn't even sure what I was begging for. More? Release? For him to final y claim me completely? Al  I knew was that I needed something, desperately. 

Suddenly, Ryan flipped us over, lifting my body as if it were nothing to him and depositing me on his stomach, his cock emerging in front of me. 

Ryan's hand tangled in my hair, pul ing my head back gently until my face tipped back. He kissed me possessively, owning my mouth. I whimpered into him. Our tongues swirled and my hand fel  to his cock in front of me. I pumped it for him as we kissed, awed at the sensation of having something so massive between my legs. The kiss ended and we looked into eachothers eyes, breathing hard. 

“Look down, Janie.” He said to me. 
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I did, and wondered at the sight of his cock portruded from between my legs. Even though it started from behind my ass it was longer than anything I’d ever had between my legs. 



“Now you see, Janie. 

You don’t have a cock. 

Just a little girly clit.” 



I moaned in response. 

Looking at his size, 

looking at my tiny 

bump on top of it. 



“Isn’t that right, babe?” 



Moaning, I nodded, 

knowing he was right. 

Realizing that I had 

always known he was 

right. 



"And what is it that you 

want, Janie. More than 

anything?” 



“Mmmmm…” I 

moaned, knowing what 

he wanted to hear from 

me. Because it was 

what I wanted too. 

“Your cockkk, Ryan. 

Pleaseee. I want a 

man’s cock.” 
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Ryan stood up, pul ing me with him, his massive cock sliding out from between my legs and causing me to shudder with pleasure. His huge hands gripped my torso, almost entirely encircling it. He thrust his cock up and down my back as I shuttered and moaned, my eyes widening. I was utterly under his power. 



He thrust along the val ey between my ass cheeks for a few minutes as I shuddered and moaned, helpless. 
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Final y, he separated us and I turned around, gazing up at him doe-eyed. He looked down at me, his eyes dark with lust and a hint of pride. 

"Back on your knees, Janie," he commanded, his voice low and husky. "It's time to finish what you started." 

My heart raced as I sank to my knees before him, my eyes level with his magnificent manhood. Even though I was no longer in the relaxed state from before - my body now thrumming with wild, uncontrol ed desire - I knew I could do this. I wanted to do this. I needed to do this. 

I opened my mouth wide, my jaw loose and pliant from our earlier activities. Ryan had known exactly what he was doing - the thigh fucking, the passionate kisses, the dirty talk - it had al  been preparation for this moment. 

As I took him into my mouth once more, I was determined to do better. 

To my delight, my jaw, worked loose by our activities, seemed to stretch more widely around his girth. Inch by glorious inch, I took him deeper, feeling him slide along my tongue and towards the back of my throat. 

Ryan's hand came to rest on the back of my head, holding me firmly as he steadily impaled himself deeper and deeper into my mouth and throat. "That's it, baby," he murmured, his voice strained with pleasure. "You're doing so wel . Take Daddy's cock nice and deep." 

Mil imeter by mil imeter, I took his girth deeper. 

My eyes closed as I fought my gag reflex with al  my might, breathing from my nose. 

Deeper. 

My posture gave out, as I focused entirely on taking more and more. 

Deeper. 

 



“That’s it Janie. Good girl l l.” 

Ryan's praise thril ed me, fil ing me with a sense of true accomplishment. I relaxed my throat even more, trying to open myself up completely for him. Wanting to truly prove myself.. 

“Brace yourself now, slut.” 

Slowly, Ryan began to move his hips, starting with gentle, shal ow thrusts. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure through my body, and I moaned around his thick shaft. The vibrations seemed to please him, as he let out a low groan in response. 

"That's it, Janie," he purred, his hand tangling in my hair. "You were made for this, weren't you? Made to please Daddy's big cock." 

I whimpered in agreement, unable to form words with my mouth so deliciously ful . My hands came up to grasp his muscular thighs, steadying myself as he began to thrust more forceful y. 

Ryan's pace increased, his cock sliding in and out of my eager mouth with increasing speed and depth. I focused on relaxing my throat, on breathing through my nose, on the incredible sensation of being fil ed so completely. My eyes watered, but not from discomfort - from the sheer intensity of the moment, the overwhelming pleasure of serving this godlike man. 

"Fuck, baby," Ryan groaned, his voice tight with pleasure. "Your mouth feels so good. Such a perfect little cocksucker." 

I hol owed my cheeks, sucking hard as he thrust in and out. My tongue swirled around his shaft, reveling in the taste of him. 

Ryan's thrusts became more erratic, his breathing heavy and labored. I could feel his cock swel ing even larger, pulsing with each heartbeat. He was close, I realized with a surge of excitement. I was going to make him cum. 

"Oh fuck, Janie," Ryan groaned, his grip on my hair tightening. "I'm gonna cum. Are you ready to swal ow Daddy's load?" 

I moaned enthusiastical y around his cock, my eyes looking up at him pleadingly. I wanted it - needed it - more than I'd ever needed anything in my life. 
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With a final, 

powerful thrust, 

Ryan buried himself 

deep in my throat. I 

fought my gag reflex 

with al  my might, 

my eyes watering 

with the effort. 

Final y, I felt his 

cock swel  and then 

pulse as the first jet 

of cum erupted from 

him. It hit the back 

of my throat with 

force, and I 

swal owed 

reflexively, 

desperate to take 

every drop. 



Wave after wave of 

hot, thick cum 

flooded my mouth. I 

swal owed as fast 

as I could, but there 

was so much. Some 

escaped the corners 

of my mouth, his hot 

cum spil ing down 

my chin and onto 

my chest. The taste 

was intoxicating - 

salty, musky, and 

undeniably 

masculine. 
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As Ryan's orgasm 

peaked, and I felt 

his seed slide down 

my throat into my 

stomach, my own 

body climaxed 

again. Without even 

touching myself, 

waves of pleasure 

began crashing 

through me. I 

shuddered along 

Ryan’s shaft, going 

cross eyed with 

pleasure, breathing 

heavily through my 

nose. 
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I continued to hold 

Ryan’s gooey cock 

in my mouth, 

savoring the taste 

and feel of him as 

my body shuddered 

in climax. 

Final y, Ryan told 

me I could let his 

cock go. I did so, 

slowly letting his 

slightly softened but 

stil  hard cock slide 

out of my throat and 

mouth. Al  the while 

I stared up at him 

adoringly, his excess 

cum spil ing out over 

his cock in rivers. 

I gasped for breath, 

then swal owed 

everything left in my 

mouth. With my 

tongue, I scooped 

and licked Ryan’s 

essence stil  

splattered around 

my lips and 

swal owed again, 

and again. 
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“Open up, Janie.” 

He said. I did so 

obediently and he 

began milking his 

long cock into my 

waiting mouth, 

squeezing every 

drop into me as I 

closed my eyes 

and revel ed in 

this feeling of 

utter submission. 

After he finished I 

began lapping up 

al  his extra cum 

of his cock 

eagerly. 

I wanted to 

please him, of 

course…But 

that’s not why I 

did it. I just 

desperately 

wanted more. 

I kept going, 

spending maybe 


5 minutes silently 

cleaning off 


Ryan’s cock, 

alternating 

between closing 

my eyes in bliss, 

and staring up 

into the eyes of 

my 18 year old 

dominator. 
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Final y, he stepped away. I panted as he grabbed a towel and threw it to me. 

I started wiping my face as Ryan took my hand and guided me to the bar. “That was incredible, Janie. Did you enjoy it too?” 

I was silent, suddenly shy and 

embarrassed, not trusting my ability 

to form words yet. He chuckled, 

handing me a smal  bottle of 

mouthwash. I used it, hoping it 

meant he wanted to do more with 

me. And sure enough, as I finished 

swishing my mouth out and finishing 

cleaning up, he pul ed me close. 

“You know…” he ran his fingers 

through my hair. “Dealing with 

Caroline was a real slog.” My breath 

caught, unsure where he was going. 

Caroline. I had practical y forgot 

about her existence the past…hour? 

2 hours? 5 hours? I had no clue. But 

had I fucked things up for her? 

He continued. “But it was so worth it. 

You were worth it.” Ryan's strong 

arms encircled me, holding me close 

against his muscular chest. I could 

feel the steady thrum of his 

heartbeat, a soothing rhythm that 

seemed to sync with my own. The 

late afternoon sun cast a warm glow 

over us, and a gentle breeze carried 

the scent of chlorine and sunscreen, 

mingling with Ryan's musky, 

masculine scent. 

He kissed me gently, and I returned 

it eagerly, feeling the musculature of 

his back with my hands around his 

neck. 

Then I nuzzled into the crook of his 

neck. My body felt boneless, utterly 

relaxed in the afterglow of our 

intense encounter. As I breathed him 

in deeply, I was the most content I'd 

been in as long as I could remember. 

“Hey Janie.” He asked softly. “How’d 

you like to get your ears pierced for 

me?” 
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