
        
            
                
            
        

    
Femboys for Futas

by Jordan Bailey

This ebook is for 18+ adults ONLY. It contains explicit, graphic details of sexual acts and language that may be considered offensive by some readers.

All characters engaged in sexual activity are consenting, non-related adults over the age of 18.

Copyright © 2024 author Jordan Bailey. All rights reserved.

--

For more of my work on Amazon and Kindle, check out My Author Page and don't forget to leave a review or a rating!

Enjoy my work? Support me on Patreon!

Cheers,

Jordan :3


The acting and modeling economy is the lifeblood of many trying to stake their claim in the entertainment industry. If one is lucky enough to break in, it's the perfect hustle for those who were blessed with good looks or ample bodies.

One transplant in particular, and the main character in this tale, would love nothing more than to find his place in this dog-eat-dog world of narcissism and pretentiousness: former arts major Terry Kennedy, a twenty year old high school graduate, free spirit, and aspiring model.

Terry was from Maine, but had left the uppity suburbs and rich parents to start a life of his own in sunny California.

Ever since Terry was young he knew he was destined for fame. He was slender, had a flat chest with budding abs, a baby face, long-ish blonde hair that he usually styled, and decent lowers, with wide hips, and an exceptionally plump rear end. His dick was nothing special, which he hated: below average size according to the internet, with a matching pair of miniscule testicles, but what did that matter when he looked so good?

Nevertheless, the boy aspired to be one of the ‘sexiest men alive’ by the end of the year.

The problem, he soon realized, is that all aspects of the entertainment world are based on connections, and an Associate degree is worthless without them. Within weeks of moving, learned that he wasn't studly enough to be a Calvin Klein model, not ‘average’ enough for many mediocre agencies and not ‘manly’ enough for any modeling gigs. He never stopped trying though, but he garnered few offers as his greatest assets were… well, his ass and legs.

Sadly discouraged, Terry was forced to make his living as a rideshare driver, as there were plenty of drunk people around LA who wanted to get home without endangering the lives of others, which always made for interesting ‘taxicab confessions’.

On the night where our story begins to unfold, Terry was driving two drunk girls home from some fancy West Hollywood club that he had, many times, only dreamt of ever going to.

Both of them were absolutely stunning, with pornstar-esque bodies and skimpy outfits. In fact Terry could hardly take his eyes off them as they entered his backseat, or as they hit the road, through his rearview mirror.

One girl was a fit blonde. She had piercing blue eyes and wore a leather jacket over a form fitting cocktail dress. Her tits were massive, and her top hugged her cleavage, showing off more skin than it covered.

The other woman was just as fit and just as beautiful, clad in workout attire. Terry thought she must have been some sort of workout instructor or athletic coach. Both women were perhaps a few years older than young Terry, and both were clearly intoxicated.

They were calm and reserved at first, but after they noticed Terry and caught him staring, the vivacious pair began snickering and giggling like teenagers.

Soon after it was obvious they were whispering about him...

Though Terry fancied himself a ladies man, he typically struck out with women, especially after moving to LA. He was good looking, he thought, and was certainly called ‘cute’ more times than not, but he found California girls were snobby and stuck up. And while airheaded, they all seemed to be pretentious, superficial, and ditzy... yes, all those stereotypes were true.

After a while their eyes and demeanor changed, then they changed the subject loudly, as if to misdirect the boy.

"He was sooo checking you out," The blonde said to her friend

"I made it pretty obvious…” the brunette smirked. “Dumb little boy doesn’t know what he’s missin’ tonight."

"Well the night’s still young, Erin." Her friend replied.

"Bet your ass it is. I’m gonna fuck tonight for sure!" Erin said, smiling as she caught Terry’s gaze in the rearview mirror’s reflection.

As soon as their eyes made contact, he looked away, while the two girls shifted their eyes to the blonde’s phone.

"Mmm, holy fuck girl,” she said. “Look what I got for my little Jaime.”

The blonde held up her phone, showing off what Terry assumed was a picture.

Erin licked her lips. “My God Bree! What a bad little girl he is. Such a nice ass. I need to find me one of those..."

Brianna, or Bree to her friends, was showing off her fucktoy Jaime. You can read all about him in the Workout Series :P

The two then craned their necks to Terry, sitting there quiet and embarrassed.

“Hey you. Cutie pie,” Erin said, making it obvious she was referring to him. "How's your night going, hun?" 

"Uh. Fine," Terry said, noting a lack of the typical bimbo accent. "You ladies out clubbing, huh?"

"Fuck yeeeaaah,” Erin bellowed, sticking her tongue out. “Gettin’ drunk with this bitch and grinding on hotties."

"Cool. How's uh, how's the dating game?" Terry asked.

"Well if you could hear our very loud conversation…" Brianna began. “I’m tryna meet up with my little fucktoy tonight.”

"Heh,” Terry chuckled a fake laugh. “Cool. Good fer you.”

"Ready to share that little hoe again?” Erin said, clicking her tongue.

They both erupted in laughter.

“Maaayyybe…” Brianna giggled as she began tapping away at her phone. “Lemme ask… get that little slut ready!”

The two women quickly became engrossed with her screen, captivated at whatever was transpiring.

To Terry, all he could hear was the digital ‘tips’ and ‘taps’ of fingers texting away.

The rest of the ride was fairly quiet, a terribly awkward and embarrassing kind of quiet.

Sometimes the two were whispering instead of belting out remarks, and Terry knew they were talking about him.

The wannabe model sighed, wishing a proverbial semi would crash into them.

Some minutes later he dropped them off at their destination: surprise-surprise, another club.

Brianna got out first, but Erin waited a moment.

With the door still open she got Terry’s attention, waiting for him to look over a shoulder at her.

"Hey,” she said, obviously still tipsy. “You’re not half bad looking, but you really need more confidence. Next time you wanna pretend to be a big man, remember this: not all girls want a macho douchebag. Food for thought."

Then she leapt from the car and pranced off into the club.

"I'll remember that," Terry groaned to the empty car as he slammed his head down onto the steering wheel.

It was getting late and he was just about to call it quits, but decided on one last call to get the two girls off his mind.

Dejected, the boy continued to his next ride: some yuppy in West Hollywood along the Sunset Strip, not going very far apparently.

The ride there was quiet and cold, which only furthered her stewing thoughts.

Terry stopped at what he knew to be a modeling studio and was intrigued, forgetting the self-imposed humiliation of the last ride already.

The woman waiting by the curb had an astonishingly robust, hourglass frame, looked to be in her early to mid-thirties, and was wearing a very tight fitting pantsuit. He could see a giant bosom trying desperately to break free of her bra, undershirt and gray blazer. She had sort of tan skin, striking blueish-greenish eyes, and long, jet black hair.

Coming to a stop just beside her, the woman stepped inside Terry’s Prius while on her phone, mid conversation-

"Nyet, this is unacceptable!" The woman boomed into her phone in the thickest of Russian accents. "No, you get me someone else then! I need now! I need yesterday!"

“Wh-where to?” Terry asked sheepishly.

She paused her heated conversation briefly and, looking a bit annoyed with him, quickly said, “Just follow GPS, da?”

"Da,” Terry quipped back with a sarcastic smile. “Svetlana, right? Am I sayin’ that right?"

"Da. Now go."

Terry’s smile vanished, then he nodded, and pulled away. He started along Sunset as per the GPS instructions while the dark and exotic ‘Svetlana’ continued to have a very loud and very venomous phone conversation.

"No, Laura! No, you listen!" Svetlana boomed. "Every model you send me is weak! They no show up, no stay late, they cannot deal with our website's mission. This unacceptable!"

Those words really put a smile on Terry's face. He listened in more intently as it was obvious Svetlana was some sort of talent manager, agent or producer.

"Nyet! Not Dillon, he too scrawny, too scrawny… not Tyler either, I'm not happy with these! I give you bottom line, get me new model by Tuesday or we're finished! Website is nearly up and running. I need one last model. He must be centerpiece! Understand?” There was a brief pause before. “Da, fine. Bye!"

Svetlana hung up and threw her phone in her purse.

After a huff she looked up to meet Terry’s eyes in the rearview. "I… am sorry you heard that."

"No-no, it's quite alright, actually." Terry grinned. "You uh, you're an agent?"

"Among other things," Svetlana nodded. "I run website."

"A… modeling website?" Terry asked.

She shrugged. "Da, there is modeling involved, sure."

Terry looked at his GPS as they were turning up in the hills above famous Beverly Hills.

Their journey was almost over. He was running out of time. He had to ask.

Besides, the worst she could say was no? Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

As he pulled up to Svetlana's house on a side street, he blurted, "You know, I'm a model."

Svetlana got one brief look at Terry from behind her seat and scoffed.

"Model?” Her eyes looked him up and down. “Model for what?"

"You know, a model. I'm a male model. That's what you're looking for, right?"

Svetlana gave a scoff and a light chuckle. "You cannot handle this kind of modeling."

Terry shook his head and chuffed, "Why not? Look I know what you're thinking; no I don't have any representation but—"

"No, I prefer models have no representation. I mean I look at you, and I see you cannot handle what I do."

"Why? What is it?” Terry insisted, trying to sell himself. “Underwear? Swimsuit? I'm not camera shy. Like, at all!"

"Is nude," Svetlana said, very annoyed.

Terry blushed.

Nude, huh? Well that threw the twenty year old for a loop, but still, he wasn't a prude. He knew this was part of the business, and he didn't mind the way he looked naked. While it was a bit out of left field, he still happily shrugged.

"So what?" He said confidently.

"Nyet. You don't want this job. Goodnight," Svetlana snipped before opening her door to leave.

Terry spun, clutching the passenger seat, "W-wait but-"

The door closed behind her and the boy watched, dejected once more, as Svetlana strutted up the curb and typed a code into a gate box to open the barred gate to her mansion. Her thick, juicy ass shook as she walked, swaying from side to side.

But then the gate opened and closed, and the sultry woman vanished.

Before driving off however, Terry took notice of the house number…

Persistent and desperate, he decided right then and there that this wasn’t over. Those girls making fun of him had sparked a fire in the strawberry blonde-headed transplant. Now knowing Svetlana's home address, he knew this couldn't end on one 'no'.

No, he wasn't going to take this lying down. He had all the qualifications she was apparently looking for and then some!

Terry returned to his crumby studio apartment in North Hollywood which he was criminally overpaying for. It was a fairly typical flat, nothing special, just a mess.

Stewing on his plan, Terry eventually fell asleep, ready to be ‘Mister Persistent’ starting tomorrow.

Indeed he spent the next day driving until he decided to pay Svetlana a visit.

Finding the mansion easily enough that afternoon, Terry tried to call the gate box, but no one seemed to be home.

As he was about to leave however, another rideshare drove up to the property, and to Terry's absolute luck, Svetlana exited the car.

He took a gulp and then a leap of faith, leaving his car parked across the street and running over to the tall, buxom vixen just as the car drove away and before she could enter her gate.

"Hey!" Terry shouted, waving his arms as he ran up to her. “Svetlana! Wait!”

The smokey goddess spun, looking more angry than confused. "Who… who are you?"

"It's me, Terry, er… I was your driver last night!"

"Oh, da," Svetlana said, giving him another eyeing over. "You look different in daytime. What you want. I am busy."

"Look,” he said, dropping his open palms. “I know you told me last night you don't think I can model for you, but I'm here to tell you I'm the perfect candidate."

Svetlana rolled her eyes. "I’ve no time for this."

"Wait! You said you want somebody without representation, I don't have it." Terry reminded her. "You need a nude model, and I'm comfortable in my own skin!"

"Is more than being nude,” she replied swiftly, shaking her head. “Besides, I need more than some… fair weather boy for website."

"I-I'm not fair weather!” Terry squealed. “I don't even know what that means."

"This is no job, this is life choice." She warned.

"It's the life I want! I wanna be a model!" Terry begged. "You want headshots? I got plenty in my car."

"No, no headshots. Trust me, you don't want this, I promise you. Good day." Svetlana opened her gate and started to walk again.

Ever persistent, Terry didn't give up.

"Wait! What's your website? Can't I be the judge if I'm not right for it? You won't even tell me what it is!"

She turned, and coldly said, "Is fetish website. Happy?"

Terry stopped in his tracks.

He looked quizzically at tall and busty Svetlana for a moment, but she was already done with their conversation.

"Thought so. I say again, good day"

But he rushed forward. "Alright, I'll do it!"

Svetlana stopped.

She turned around just as her gate closed with a loud and heavy CLANG, with Terry still outside.

"Is it like, porn or something?" He asked.

"Modeling is more tasteful… but is like porn, da?" Svetlana explained. "Is not easy. You look… weak and gutless. And I need weak and gutless but not your kind."

She continued. "Your kind would run away at very sight of what I am doing."

“No!” Terry defended, gripping onto the bars of the gate. "You don't know me! C’mon!"

Svetlana approached, heels clicking.

Terry backed away like a quivering farm animal.

"One look at you,” she said, “I say you run on first day shoot."

"Try me,” Terry gasped. “Gimme a chance to prove it to you!"

Svetlana sighed.

She looked the boy up and down again, noticing the prominent swell of his backside and the plushy thighs that held no gap whatsoever. They were just that… squishy. She was intrigued, giving the boy a second look, especially in a better light.

With a cold and calculating stare, she walked right up against the gate and gave her first order.

"Turn round."

"O-Okay!" Terry agreed.

He spun, smacking his back against the gate completely. One of the bars slid in between his thick, pillowy bottom, wedging itself between his big, juicy asscheeks.

Svetlana reached her hands from the other side of the bars and began pat Terry down like he was being searched. She paid special attention to his hips and crotch, squeezing and kneading. She groped his ass over his pants for several long minutes, then moved to his front and loosened the belt he had on.

"W-what are you doing?" Terry asked.

"Inspecting you.” The Russian bombshell said. “You want job or no?"

Terry nodded, but before he could say another word Svetlana tore his pants and underwear down over his knees, leaving the frail twink completely exposed in that bright, public Beverly Hills street.

“Good,” she hissed. “Now shuddup.”

Svetlana bent down and squeezed Terry's plump ass cheeks, one after another.

"Bend against gate." She commanded, still groping his fleshy, bare buns.

Terry gulped, doing as he was told.

So this was the price of fame? The boy thought.

He was now committing indecent exposure while this strange Russian woman groped and spread his most sensitive parts.

Admittedly, he was quite intrigued at the fetish aspect, knowing this was a good way to break into more experimental modeling, which would make him indispensable in the industry as there were models that had limits. Furthermore, Svetlana was very beautiful, and he was hard just from her briefly touching his jock a few seconds earlier.

"Hmm. Hairless. Smooth." Svetlana said, still diligently probing.

Terry could tell by her tone that this was a good thing.

"Is good. Very nice," she added.

Svetlana continued to spread Terry's ass, looking at his puckered pink and unspoiled asshole, happy that he was persistent at his own behest. She reached around and squeezed the femboy's cock, which grew stiffer from the tension and from being touched by this hot, stern woman.

The element of danger of being discovered on this street also turned him on. Fortunately, it was a dead end street, and there was no traffic while this lewd interrogation unfolded.

Svetlana gazed at the flank of little blonde Terry, bending his ass over and resting against the cold metal bars of her gothic style gate to her luxurious Beverly Hills manor. She took out her phone and snapped a pic of his butt before she stood up. With the boy still pressed up against the bars, she planted a cigarette into her mouth and used a lighter from another pocket to light it up.

"Good. You may dress," she said, taking a drag.

Terry hesitated a moment, envisioning her view and frozen from insecurity. When realization set in he quickly pulled his pants up and turned around.

"Well?" He asked.

"I must admit,” Svetlana said with a coy smirk, “you are prettier naked than with clothing. I need that. You can commit, da?"

"Absolutely!" Terry eagerly promised her, nodding repeatedly. “I can start right now.”.

"Good,” Svetlana said quickly. “But not tonight. I am busy. I need more. I need other shots. For your ‘folio.”

Terry tilted his head in confusion.

“Go home,” she began, “and take picture. Lots of them. Your ass. I want nude photo, all lowers, your dick, your legs, your tush. You can do this?"

"Y-Yeah, yeah.” Terry nodded excitedly. “Of course."

"You know my modeling office?" Svetlana asked. “Where you pick me up other night?”

"Yeah-yeah, on the Sunset Strip."

"Bring me shots afternoon Monday,” she commanded before spinning on her heels.

As she walked towards her home she turned her head slightly, looked at the boy, and said, “do not disappoint me," 

"Y-yeah! Of course!” Terry called. “Uh, thank you!" 

Svetlana said nothing and walked into her house.

He drove home as fast as the Los Angeles traffic would allow. Once there, he ran inside and Terry grabbed a few things he needed: namely an old camera, a tripod, and some studio lights. Thankfully he had all these things from his photography class in high school, and he quickly set up a makeshift studio in his bedroom and went to work.

Soon after, once everything was perfect, he tore his clothes off.

Setting a timer on the camera, skinny, hairless Terry began his show, angling his body each time the shutter clicked away. They started with him posing on his bed with his hard little dick sticking up, then a few with him laying down with his legs in the air, and several more of him touching himself.

Next he wanted to focus on his ass, as it was obvious that was what Svetlana was interested in. He figured the website was merely a place for people with a booty fetish but he didn't really care, it would be something provocative that would give him an edge on other emerging models in the industry.

Little did he know...

Some photos were in a secretary pose, or with him lying on his side with his ass out. Some of these he would spread a cheek. Then he did some stand up shots with his ass sticking out, then some bent over.

Finally he got on his bed and shoved his face into the sheets, spreading his cheeks with both hands and allowing the lens to get a full shot of his pink, hairless butthole.

They were the perfect shots for his new, demanding boss.

Monday came, and Terry spent all the money he had to print the scandalous shots onto glossy stock, assuming Svetlana desired only the best.

Careful not to turn any heads while he printed them at the local shop, Terry was quite pleased with the result, astonished at how big and full his ass looked in the photos, albeit a bit ashamed of how small his dick was. But that wasn’t what his new boss was interested in anyway.

So, photographs in hand, he went over to the agency, paying the exorbitant fees for parking, and was escorted into Svetlana's office by a quiet, soft spoken young man who looked the same age as he.

The boy left near silent, muttering only that, “Miss Svetlana will see you shortly…” before disappearing into the bowels of the relatively maze-like building.

A few minutes later and the busty woman in question was sitting at her desk, looking at the veritable rolodex of succulent ass shots. Cigarette in one hand, thumbing through the photos with the other, Svetlana skimmed each and every one with seeming disinterest.

The look on her face made Terry's nerves run high, but he sat there regardless, twiddling his thumbs like a child sitting in front of his school principal.

This was now or never. If she didn't like these, there would be no second chances.

He listened to Svetlana's murmurings as she perused, and assumed this was a good sign. It was a sort of sexy little humming sound, upbeat and whimsical, and he couldn’t help smiling and fidget at her tune.

After she had gone through them all she slid the photos into her desk drawer and pulled a long drag on her cigarette before putting it out in a nearby ashtray.

"You, dirty boy,” She bemused with a seductive smile. “You have no shame."

“Heh,” Terry chuckled, turning red. "Not much, no.”

"Good. Come here." She ordered, swiveling her chair outward.

Terry stood with a stutter in her step, eventually making his way around and behind her desk.

She stayed seated as he approached.

“Bend over desk,” Svetlana said, sending a hand to his waist so that she could bend the boy over. "And drop pants."

Terry didn't hesitate. His booty shorts, which he had chosen specifically for today, were quickly around his ankles, and he was bent over Svetlana’s desk with his ass sticking out.

His cheeks burned as she gazed over his body, swiftly noticing the white thong he had worn, a forgotten article from an old girlfriend, that divided his big ripe bottom like a knife between a pair of voluptuous buns.

Svetlana swept in and groped his cheeks, kneading the doughy flesh while giving either cheek the occasional pat.

“So,” she began. "How shameless are you?"

"Wh-what do you need me to do?" Terry asked.

“Hmph,” Svetlana bemused. "You stick anything up your ass?"

"No," Terry blushed. “Never”

"You mind having butt plugs or dildos up there?"

Terry sighed in relief. He had reservations, but he'd rather they'd be plastic toys than a dude's cock, which was what he was worried about.

"No, not at all."

"Good,” Svetlana said, running her palm over one of Terry’s fat buns. “Because modeling requires you shove dildo up your ass. You will expose asshole for camera, da?"

"Absolutely, whatever you need."

“Oh?” Svetlana smirked, and raised an eyebrow while she groped Terry's booty. "Whatever I need?"

"Y-yeah, totally. I'll do it."

She smiled a wicked smile. "Good then. You're hired."

"Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!" Terry gushed.

He was about to turn around but Svetlana forced him back onto the desk - HARD.

"No. You stay,” she urged. “And step out of pants and underwear." 

Terry stepped out as he was told, remaining bent over and exposed.

He wasn’t sure what to expect next, but it certainly wasn’t Svetlana quickly standing and exiting her office, leaving him alone, bottomless, and crooked over her desk.

Terry remained there, cheeks aflush. There was something vehemently degrading and sexual about being bent over his demanding new boss's desk, but he remained.

Svetlana returned moments later with a small bottle of lubricant. She drizzled it over her fingers, then planted them on his pink little hole.

Terry gasped as she touched him, shivering atop the desk.

With her other hand, she got out her phone and pointed it at Terry's ass.

"Now,” Svetlana said, “shake your ass for camera."

Terry gripped the edge of the desk with both hands and using the leverage on his tip-toes, shook his big, bubbly ass while Svetlana, presumably, filmed it.

"Good boy," she said, getting closer to him. "Spread cheeks."

Terry moved his hands to his butt and spread either hefty cheek. He looked over one shoulder, and saw that Svetlana had her camera aimed right between his ass, filming his pink hole.

Feeling his dick hardening, Terry also noted just then how heavy his ass was. He always knew he had a big butt, so he surmised this is exactly what ass-lovers wanted. So he pushed his flank up higher, angling it towards his tall, busty boss.

He was so euphoric that he didn't notice Svetlana slipping her index and middle fingers into her mouth.

Slowly and quietly, she unsheathed her now-wet fingers from her lips and ran them up Terry’s smooth taint, to his hairless asshole.

“Ah!” Terry gasped when the warm, wet invaders coated his rim.

"Relax." Svetlana demanded.

“O-okay…” Terry nodded, figuring this is what he signed up for after all.

He tried not to grunt when Svetlana slid a finger inside his hole, splitting it open and slicking up his insides. Sinking to her first knuckle, she swirled her digit around within and Terry briefly moaned.

"You like, hmm?” She asked. “You like having finger inside your ass?"

“Mmm…” Terry grunted before biting his lower lip. "Y-yes…"

"No-no-no, you looove having finger inside your asshole."

“Yes!” Terry said a bit more convincingly, assuming this was part of a script. "I… I love it…" 

Svetlana smirked and shoved her second finger inside, opening the boy's rectum further with her two slick probes.

Terry groaned again, but his ass was starting to open up and he blushed. The boy’s body responded, humping back into her. The pleasure was immense. So much more than anything he had ever experienced.

Svetlana slowly pushed both fingers deep inside, hilting inside Terry’s hot young hole.

A soft moan caught in his throat, and his dick stiffened to full, dribbling its first ebbs of precum onto the tabletop.

"Leg up," she ordered, tapping one of his thighs.

Obediently, Terry propped his knee up onto the desk, giving Svetlana an all new view of his exposed hole, his leaking dick and now rock-hard full length.

"Now jerk your little cock."

Terry immediately reached under himself and stroked his member while Svetlana continued working her fingers in and out of his butt. He moaned at the double-pronged assault. He was close but he didn't know what he should do? If he came, it would be right on the desk.

"You going to cum, slut?" She asked

"Y-Yes" Terry moaned.

"Finish on desk," Svetlana ordered, answering that question.

Terry picked up his pace while Svetlana began twisting her wrist, slowly pistoning her fingers in and out.

His effeminate mewlings heightened as he was fingered.

It didn’t take long. Not with two experienced fingers inside him and his own diligent palm quickly jerking his tiny wet cock.

Terry gave one last grunt, spasmed, and shot a rope of clear cum that splattered all over the desktop. A few more shots and his dick went limp. Then all that was left were drips.

"Good,” Svetlana said, still slowly sliding her fingers inward and outward.

“Now lick it up." She ordered

Terry raised an eyebrow. "But-"

She stopped her ministrations suddenly and said, "You want job?"

Terry bit his lip and nodded.

“Then clean desk. Now!”

Slowly, hesitantly, and with quivering lips, Terry craned his neck around and ran his tongue along the desk, lapping up his salty mess.

Svetlana watched throughout, making sure the camera was still rolling, while he awkwardly licked away at the desk.

Terry hoped he was the first person to be doing this.

After he was finished, Svetlana pulled her fingers out, then inspected them.

“Now fingers.”

Terry looked back and gasped. “Wha-what?”

“I said clean my fucking fingers. What you think I mean?”

“But they-” Terry meeked.

“No butts!” Svetlana cut him off. “Not get on knees and clean. Like good boy.”

Slowly, Terry slid off the desk, still a bit out of breath from his finger-fucking, then down to his wobbly knees.

Shifting and turning as best he could between the desk and the busty woman beside him, he stopped when her hand came down to meet his face.

There, just a few inches away, were the slick, but surprisingly clean, fingers of his elegant boss. He hesitated, looking up at her with the best ‘puppy dog eyes’ he could muster, hoping that she might change her mind. But her stern expression remained.

So then, after closing his eyes, Terry leaned forward and took them into his mouth.

While he sucked, Svetlana chuckled. "Very good.”

When she was sufficiently cleaned, she yanked her hand away and wiped it off on her skirt.

“You start tomorrow. Come to my home. Twelve thirty, no later, I give you gate code and you park in driveway," she instructed.

“And wear this,” she said before tossing a jockstrap at him.

It struck his chest then landed in his lap.

Terry nodded, cheeks flushed with shame.

Svetlana ushered him out shortly after, after he barely managed to pull his pants up.

Terry hardly slept at all that night, wondering about the experience in the office, and while he hoped for more, he was apprehensive due to the humiliating nature of it all.

Yet despite this… it definitely turned him on.

The next day came, and Terry rushed over to Svetlana's manor, now having the gate code, he parked in her large driveway, arriving just before twelve thirty. He wanted to be as punctual as possible.

He knocked on the door, and after a few moments, Svetlana answered. She was wearing a similar and immaculate blouse and pencil skirt, very akin to the day before.

"Good, you on time. Come-come," she ordered.

Svetlana grabbed him by the wrist and led him through her house. Terry was intrigued as to how the upper crust lived, but at the same time was mesmerized by Svetlana's ass as she dragged him along like a ragdoll. Despite her painful, vice-like grip on his wrist, and her uncaring tugging, he got a boner just from watching his demanding new boss.

Men are, sadly, visual creatures.

She took him to what looked like a converted den towards the back of the manor. It had windows on all sides but each had the blinds drawn. Huge French doors led into it. And another set of French doors led to the backyard, which had a huge pool and hot tub just outside.

The room itself was set up ready for a photoshoot. There were cameras set up on tripods and studio lights focused on a large king sized bed. Several standing mirrors on the walls and ceiling were situated to give the room a seductive look. Towards the far side was an editing station with numerous monitors set up as some sort of a video village. Audio and video programs were open and running. At each of the bed’s four corners were large, white columns, looking like they were stolen from ancient Greece.

Svetlana closed the doors.

"You undress now Tera, leave the strap," she ordered.

"Okay. Oh, you it’s uh, Terry, by the way."

She looked at him with scorn. "I'll call you as I see fit, but you can call me Lana if preferred, understood?"

"Yeah, totally." He said, disrobing.

Svetlana, or rather, Lana, turned her nose up. "Good."

When Terry was fully nude, save for the tiny jockstrap, Lana got out a fancy fountain pen and said, "Bend over column."

Terry nodded and picked a random column, bending over and thrusting ass out.

Lana walked over to him and slapped a single, hefty cheek, sending it into a blossoming jiggle. She then dipped her pen and Terry winced as he felt the tip press against his skin.

Lana was writing something on his ass!

"Nyet suka! Hold still!" She demanded, slapping his other big, bubbly buttcheek.

Terry clenched himself but eventually relaxed as the tickling of the pen wore off.

Lana finished and fetched a small mirror, angling it so the boy could see her results.

"Finished. What you think?"

She positioned the mirror for Terry to get a look. The ink had just dried, and he gasped again when he read it.

In almost perfect calligraphy on his right cheek was: PROPERTY OF F4F.

"Eff for eff?" Terry asked.

"Is website.” Lana said bluntly. “Think of it as brand. Now then, we shoot, da?"

The boy swallowed hard and wiped his lips.

He had heard the terms before, and knew he wasn’t a Futanari woman, but was he truly a… femboy?

"Right, yeah" Terry rubbed at the words, quickly noticing they didn’t smudge at all.

"Good, first, lean on column again. And stick tushy out, suka."

Terry nodded. He leaned against the column and stuck his ass out.

Lana started the cameras and began filming the boy, tapping at his behind to silently order him to arch his back more. Terry blushed, knowing the feed was capturing his nude booty in a provocative pose that the entire internet would see.

"Good boy,” Lana said. “Now shake ass."

Terry smirked and shook his bottom from side to side for the camera. His shimmying soon evolved into a full-on twerking session, or at least as best as he could do, and then ‘twirling hip maneuvers’ he had seen female strippers do, which seemed to impress Lana.

"Excellent," she stopped the camera and got something from the bed.

It was a black choker… and she knelt down over him to secure it around his smooth, supple neck.

"Clients like," Lana explained, and Terry nodded.

Then she restarted the cameras.

"Good. Now, spread ass and look over should. To me."

Terry made the seductive move while Lana filmed this up close with one of the cameras, dollying up Terry's legs.

"Excellent. Now stick out tongue, and put finger in mouth."

Terry did as he was told, looking like a true slut.

"Yes, bad girl, Tera,” Lana called out. “Da, I like, I like!"

Lana then fetched a butt plug from the nightstand, holding it up in front of the camera as if to show off its circumference. After a brief moment of study, she strutted over to Terry and, staying mostly out of frame, popped it into his wet boymouth. After she slid it down to its base, she let go, leaving it planted between Terry’s puffy pink lips.

“Mmph!” He groaned.

"Now stick in your ass," she commanded. “Now Tera.”

Terry plucked the toy from his mouth, but then went cross-eyed as visually he realized its size. He gulped, staring at the plug for a moment. It was long and thick, maybe four or five inches long and roughly three inches wide. 

Fuck it, he thought. He knew what he signed up for.

After another big swallow, Terry took the plug while Lana went back to filming.

Attempting to put on a show, he sensually spread a cheek with one hand while slowly putting the plug against his ass with the other.

He grunted as he pushed the toy through his sphincter, and groaned as his hole stretched to accommodate the plug. Surprisingly, he managed to get it inside without much effort. It was more uncomfortable than it was painful.

But then Lana ordered him to play-fuck himself while she filmed.

Terry looked at her, then into the camera, staring back with a lost, nervous, and innocent expression. This was another hurdle… another boundary broken. Pictures of his asshole and licking up cum in the privacy of an office were one thing, but plunging a buttplug in and out of his ass for a video that all the internet would see?

Hell, that was another thing entirely.

But Terry swallowed his fears, hiked up a leg, and went to work with the plug, all for Svetlana’s viewing pleasure. He pulled at his jock strap per Lana's instructions, fucking and grinding on the column, pushing his bubbly ass out for the camera. He was sort of getting used to this, and it was kind of hot.

"Okay, come to bed,” she ordered. “Face down. And stick ass out."

She filmed Terry seductively sauntering over to the bed and taking the desired position; First sticking his ass out before he shoved his whole face into the sheets and stuck his exposed rear up in the air, spreading his cheeks.

"You like it in your ass?" Lana asked, grabbing a buttcheek with one hand and giving it a jiggle..

Terry, assuming she merely meant the butt plug, nodded, and as seductively as he could uttered, "oh yes."

"You want more in your slutty ass?"

Again in character, Terry nodded in the affirmative.

"Yes, fuck my ass…" he moaned.

"Good."

Terry spread himself for the camera, repeatedly dipping the slick plug in and out until his hole began to wink and gape.

Svetlana recorded it all, moving around the bed as he writhed and moaned, fucking himself like he had seen woman do in porn.

Eventually though, Terry felt his climax growing, and much to his surprise found that he hadn’t even touched his cock. He was leaking profusely, drenching his little white jockstrap, but was on the verge of cumming any second. Something about the fullness in his ass, and the deviancy he was performing for the camera, all while this beautiful woman watched… was all too much!

Soon, with an effeminate howl and girly moan, Terry came hard, soaking his already sopping jock. Lana took more shots until she was satisfied, focusing on his blown out asshole and blushing face. Terry’s asshole gaped and puckered, winking back at the lens like a trained pet.

The video ended when Svetlana flipped the camera back to her, giving the device a wink and a smooch before turning it off.

It was hard for Terry to stand at first, but after several minutes of huffing and panting, he gained his bearing and rolled off the bed.

“Good girl, Tera.” Lana said, taking her seat at the editing station.

Terry put his clothes back on then noticed Lana had procured a check, and was holding it out for him.

"This first day's pay. Good work."

Terry looked at the check. It was more than a month's rent!

"Whoa."

"More where that came from. You come back tomorrow. I am done with you now."

She gave Terry a pat on his ass and he left, staring at the check in his hands.

Over the next few days, Terry got his money's worth. He would pose in the studio in many provocative positions, almost always featuring his ass, and often with something phallic being shoved inside it. In fact, Terry was working his way up from various butt plugs and was now onto dildos themselves, training his rectum in all manners of sizes.

On occasion, they would depart from Svetlana's luxurious manor, and she would film Terry on location at several sketchy back alleyways in and around the Los Angeles area. They would feature him in similar poses, with Terry enjoying the humiliation of having to shake his exposed ass in public.

And each time, Lana would touch up the mark on his ass so it was always looking fresh.

One day though, when Terry arrived at the studio, he found two more cars in the driveway, which was unusual to say the least.

He went inside where Lana was waiting for him in the studio, where she again instructed to disrobe. Once he was nude, Terry noticed a few new outfits strewn out on the bed. Three to be exact: a skimpy French Maid's outfit, a black and white striped prison uniform, and a cheerleader outfit with an ultra-short skirt.

The maid's outfit had the sexy black and white thong and corset, with a frilly too-short skirt, a pair of lacy assless panties with some thigh-high silken, sheer stockings and high heels in Terry's size. There was also a matching maid's tiara and a prop little feather duster.

The prison uniform featured a orange and white striped tank top with matching booty shorts and long black and white striped socks. In red over the back of the booty shorts was the word: GUILTY.

The cheerleader outfit was blue with red trim around it. It was a short midriff and skimpy little skirt. Emblazoned in bold letters on the front of the uniform read: SISSY SLUT SQUAD. It came with a matching pair of tube socks.

"So… what's all this?" Terry asked nervously.

Lana stood, clad in her now stereotypical yet immaculate power suit.

"For shoot today" She said swiftly, standing to meet the boy. "You be sissy slut, we dress you up."

Terry swallowed hard. "We?"

"Da, we. I have help today. So you better do as told," she warned him.

On cue, two girls walked into the studio, and Terry went wide eyed when he saw them.

Brianna and Erin, the two girls he had given a ride to and humiliated himself in doing so no-less than a week earlier.

Of course, Terry thought. Out of all the sissies, and all the girls, it had to be these two.

Unfortunately, they too remembered the little lithe femboy, who was currently standing there completely naked.

"Oh my God!" Brianna put her hand over your mouth. "Weren't you… weren't you our driver? Holy shit, you were!"

Terry squealed, and put his hands over his crotch.

“Yeah!” Erin chuckled. "The one who was dick bragging!" 

"Well come on, if we gotta see your cock all day, you might as well show us how impressive it is" Brianna insisted, laughing all the way.

Terry turned to Lana, cheeks on fire

"Go on.” She said intently. “Show them your tiny cock."

Terry sighed and slowly moved his hands out of the way. His hard little dicklet came into view, twitching occasionally as each new pair of eyes came upon it.

Brianna immediately chuckled, while Erin seemed rather indifferent.

"Huh, you know, it's not impressive,” she said. “But I mean, it's not bad; I've seen way smaller… to be fair I came into this with the lowest expectations, though."

"No, that's a tiny cock for sure, bitch” Brianna chuckled. “Fuckin’ knew it."

The pair erupted in giggles, neither turned off nor dissuaded.

"Okay, we burning daylight, we turn Terry into sissy fuck slut Tera, okay?" Lana insisted. "Come-come girls, get makeup."

"On it, Lana!" Brianna said, procuring a small, portable makeup kit. "We're gonna make this sissy shine!"

Terry sat on the bed, humiliated as both women started to powder concealer onto his face.

They went with some rouge, heavy on eyeliner, and some cherry red lipstick. When the makeup was finished the two girls dressed Terry in the maid's outfit, slinging the tight dress over him before fastening on the maid's tiara.

When the ensemble was finished, he saw himself in a full-length mirror beside them, and Terry blushed. He was always ashamed of his androgynous features, but now he looked like a full-on girl!

It was an exhilarating and lustful feeling, that perhaps he may not be a sissy boy but instead a hot girl, ready for her photoshoot.

"Okay, let's go,” Lana commanded, clapping her hands in a ‘chop chop’ fashion. “Tera, stick out ass for me. Now!”

The crossdressed maid leaned on the column and did similar poses that he did the other day and the days before, prompting Lana's commands. Of course today he had two other people to contend with who definitely relished in Terry's humiliating feminization.

"Grab your ass, bitch," Brianna shouted from the sidelines. “And spread that shit!”

"Yeah! Embrace your inner sissy self,” Erin added. “And sissy maid's finger themselves!"

Terry’s cheeks burned an all new shade of red and he dipped his head in humiliation. Then he looked to his boss, awaiting affirmation.

"Da." Lana commanded. “Do it, slut!”

Terry leaned forward against the pillar, planting his middle finger between his lips and lathering it in saliva. Then, with all three women still watching, he slowly plucked it from between his ruby lips and slid his hand down his smooth, lithe body. Moments later and his hand found his ass, and he dipped his wet digit in between his fat buns, sliding it down until it found his succulent, quivering hole.

Slowly shoving his finger into his ass, he moaned while the girls gleefully chuckled at his humiliation.

Lana however was silent and stoic, watching while she filmed.

Terry sighed, but was getting used to this sort of treatment. What worried him the most was how it was starting to turn him on.

Next, Lana ordered Brianna to plug his asshole up with the butt plug. Camera rolling throughout, she snickered as she shoved the toy into Terry's slick hole, and he moaned like a girl, all perfectly caught on tape.

Other shots included Terry using the feather duster prop to clean various surfaces around the studio while sticking his butt out to reveal that it was still plugged.

Lana made sure to capture every humiliating detail of Terry dressed in drag.

She got some good posing shots as well, with Terry playing and using the duster to stroke along the crack of his ass, making him hard as a rock.

"Ooh, you like that, huh?" Brianna asked, watching. “Little slut wants it in her ass?”

“Oohhh, mmm…” Terry moaned. "Yes! Fuck yes!"

Next, with Lana's direction, Terry was on all fours on the bed.

“Erin,” Lana said, “get on bed and take out plug, then eat ass. Get him ready.”

The athletic brunette obliged, slinking onto the bed beside Terry, who still had his ass high up in the air. She slowly removed the plug and leaned in, flicking her tongue around the boy’s pink hole, while Lana filmed the sexual details.

“Ahhh!” Terry mewled, feeling a hot tongue against his asshole for the first time. “Oh gawd!”

Erin went to work, feverishly digging into the hungry, virgin hole with a slavoring gusto.

Terry trembled and moaned as she devoured him, chewing his lip and clutching the sheets as his dick got harder and harder.

"Hmm… this good,” Lana said. “But it needs something else. But what?"

She thought for a moment, putting a finger to her chin to express the emote as the gears turned in her mind.

"Erin, get dildo,” she belted. “And shove dick in and out of sissy Tera's ass. Brianna? Fuck his mouth."

"Yes, Lana," they obediently agreed.

Terry’s fragile little mind whirled.

Suddenly a fist gripped his lush head of hair and yanked it back.

"Open," Brianna commanded.

Terry opened his mouth on instinct, but went cross-eyed as the thick, veiny rubber cock was shoved inside.

He instantly gagged on it just as saliva flowed, drooling from his mouth.

Meanwhile Erin was spreading Terry's rear with both hands, never ceasing her carnivorous tongueing of his ass.

All the while, both girls verbally humiliated him. In between gasps and moans that is.

"You like this you little sissy whore?" Brianna asked, petting the boy's head.

Terry mewled and tried to nod, but the dick in his mouth made it nearly impossible.

"You're a good little cock sucker, aren't you?” Brianna taunted him. “Must have experience, maybe you do know a few things about big dicks."

Terry gargled the new and intimidating intruder, half-choking and half-sucking.

The blonde was doing most of the work, fucking his mouth, and while Terry should have been protesting more, the tongue in his ass made it incredibly difficult.

"No… is not authentic," Lana explained outloud. "It needs more..."

The two took their faux-muscles out of little Terry and the horny sissy hatched an idea.

"I can, uh, think of something..."

Smash cut to a smirking Brianna and Erin, wasting no time getting into position.

"Ready to get fucked, little girl?" Svetlana said.

Erin slapped his ass with a hefty wallop.

“MMPH!” Terry tried to yelp despite his mouth stuffed with cock.

Brianna grabbed the boy by the hair and jammed one of the double-ended, flesh colored cocks sound his throat, sending saliva flying out of his mouth.

“What’s that?” She chided. "Better speak up before I make you gag on this dick!"

He was so blissfully confused that he just blurted the first thing that came to mind.

"Yes! Fuck me please, mistresses!"

He had to admit, this was the hottest experience of his young life.

With no other hesitation the two of them instantly rammed their little, model sissy, Brianna at his mouth and Erin tongue-deep in his ass.

What he didn’t see was the other thick, rubber tool that she had procured from God-knows-where, ready to punch it tip first into his slippery colon.

“AIYE!” He squealed as both holes plunged in at once.

Terry accepted the rubber cock to his face easily enough, but the thick pipe entering his ass was another challenge entirely. Erin slowly pushed a few inches at a time, until she was pumping half her rubber cock in and out of his rectum with a smooth tandem.

As she pushed it in, she spanked him.

Lana got the full coverage of Terry being sissified and spit roasted by these two hot chicks who he had humiliated him mere days earlier. 

Indeed, the two fucked Terry with those dildos in a variety of ways and positions.

One of his favorites was being on his side and spreading his cheeks while Erin plungered her dildo into his ass in a stabbing motion, holding one of his legs in the air as she pumped away.

Being held there… pinned there… between the two beautiful women was something otherworldly, and Terry’s rockhard cock was leaking a profuse amount of juices down onto the bed.

Lana enjoyed watching her new model take it in the ass and become a humiliated slut, but she wanted more.

She ordered the two to pull their prongs out of Terry once more.

"Okay girls, now we move on." Lana instructed.

"Can you say: sexy cheerleader?" Erin asked, then chuckled.

Terry choked and gagged from the rubber cock being forcefully extracted from his throat, sending spittle rocketing out. In the next minute he was manhandled, tossed and swiveled atop the bed as the trio tore his clothes off. He was quickly taken out of the maid costume and into the easier-to-wear cheerleading duds. When his ensemble was swapped the girls touched up his makeup.

Once again, Terry looked at himself in the mirror and…

Damn, he thought, he was a pretty hot cheerleader, almost very passable.

"Okay, we pose now," Lana said, adding a new SD card into the camera.

Perhaps it was the anxiety of being humiliated was wearing off, or maybe he was just that much more comfortable, or that the acts were now purely sexual, but Terry responded with zero hesitation this time. He went face down, ass up instantly, lifted his skirt and shook his ass for the camera.

He would lay down on the bed and spread his legs out wide, exposing himself, crawling seductively towards the camera while Lana got a good angle of his rear end.

The boy was enjoying it more and more as the evening went on. To be lusted over… wanted… was such a new thrill. He felt sexy. He felt slutty. He felt alive!

When Lana panned around him, angling in on his front, he made a 'come here' motion with his finger and licked his lips.

"Hope you're ready for more dick," Brianna taunted, waving the fleshy dildo back and forth in front of him.

Terry was ordered to the bed by Lana.

He laid on his back and just as Brianna plunged her fake dick down his gullet while Erin lifted a leg and lined jammed her dildo up to his pink, slippery butthole.

She spread his legs by the ankles and pushed her thick, veiny, fake cock inside his gaping hole.

"Ooh, you're part of the sissy slut squad, huh?" Brianna asked with a wicked tone.

"I bet you take a lot of cock in your fuck holes, don'tcha?" Erin egged on.

Terry smiled, the dick was taken from his mouth.

"Oh yes! I'm a dirty sissy slut!" He gasped before it was shoved back in.

"Good!” Lana nodded happily. “Da! Yes! This is what I am looking for!"

After that Terry was ordered to do humiliating poses by each girl while they hammered his ass with each of their subsequent cocks, addressing himself as a sissy slut beforehand and throughout.

"What is it that you want, Tera?" Lana asked, camera rolling.

"To have my sissy ass fucked!" He begged.

"And?"

"I want my ass fucked every day like the little bitch I am!"

"Good girl!" Lana said.

The two other girls chuckled and he was then promptly given his wish.

They fucked him three ways from Sunday, alternating holes with synergistic pumping like a pair of coordinated athletes.

The two cocks bored him out, throat and intestines, stretching him out beyond his wildest, teenage dreams.

Before long they finished up with the cheerleading outfit, and the grand finale was the prison uniform. As his makeup was being redone Terry was giddy with excitement, gleefully awaiting the uniform. To his surprise, he was also given fuzzy pink handcuffs to put on over his wrists to bind them together.

When his costume was complete and he sauntered back into the studio towards the bed, all three women began their cat calling.

"Oooohhhh,” Brianna cooed. “Look at this little prison slut," 

"I bet he'd be used by the entire cellblock," Erin added.

"What was your crime, slut?" Brianna asked.

"Oh, uh, sodomy…” Terry blushed.

“And what else?” Lana said from behind the lens.

His cheeks burned brighter.

“And, umm… for having a tiny dick.”

"Oh you are SO guilty!" Brianna chuckled. "I sentence you to a lifetime of being the prison cum dump!"

The girls wasted no time dominating the diminutive little femboy. They grabbed him and threw him onto the bed and he stuck his ass out in the air, using his bound hands to claw at the sheets.

Erin knelt behind him and spanked his big, jiggly ass. "Naughty bitch!"

"Yeah, little tiny dick losers go to sissy jail.” Brianna said. “Would you like that, slut?"

"Oh yeah… Oh fuck! Oh yesss…"

As always, Lana caught every moment on tape. All the spanking, all the fingering, all the face-fucking…

The two girl’s really relished in defiling Terry's ass in the prison uniform, taking turns one after the other. It even got to a point where they tried to insert both their fake dicks inside the boy, making it gape wide when they were finished.

"Look at that pussy take it!" Brianna chuckled. “This slut’s a natural!”

“Lanaaa,” Erin whined, squeezing her crotch, “are we gonna get to fuck him now?”

Lana quickly shook her head, “nyet, no, he must be pure for first time!”

Terry’s mind was in a fog, so he wasn’t quite sure what either of them meant, but before he could give it any more thought, Brianna and Erin grabbed him and threw him back on the bed.

They dildo-fucked Terry in every position imaginable. He was getting spent and sore, and knew it would be time to clock out soon, but did his best to keep up.

After more anal humiliation from the two dominant amazons, Lana ordered them to stand, and with Terry's red, sore ass sticking up in the air, they left his glazed hole gaping.

“In position girls,” Lana said.

Terry's cuffs remained while the girls knelt down on either side of his ass, with their tongues out and middle fingers up.

Finally, they were finished.

"We had such a fun time with you," Brianna chuckled. “You’re one slutty little bitch!”

"I hope we get to work together soon,” she continued, giving his hefty rump a slap before leaving. “You have the fattest little ass."

"Bye Tera," Erin called out as she followed her friend out. “See you later!”

After the two girls left, Terry eventually wobbled to the edge of the bed to sit, but instead of being met with praise or admonishment, Lana merely presented him with a check, this time for an even larger amount.

The number of zero’s was insane. He had never seen so much money. Still sore, he smiled.

She left without another word, leaving the boy wallowing in pools of semen.

When he was able to stand and make his way to the restroom, Terry washed off his makeup and got dressed in his boy clothes. Lana was nowhere to be found throughout…

Next were many days ahead of location shooting, again typically in dingy back alleyways almost always mere feet from potential passersby on the street. This time Terry would do his pose work but was joined by Brianna and Erin, dolling him up in makeup and even more scandalous sissy clothes.

His personal favorite in these situations was the prison uniform.

"Oohhhh, look at this cute little convict," Brianna would say. "Let's punish her before returning her back to jail."

Terry was sissified on camera while the girls were done up in sexy police woman uniforms.

No sooner had they all dressed did the pair take turns fucking him with their life-like dildos in the back alleyway.

As he was used, with his face pressed up against a brick wall, Terry almost hoped someone would happen upon their set and catch a glimpse at him being violated.

He would often go home every day, sometimes with a butt plug still in his ass, and jerk himself off wishing for the next day of filming to come so he could be humiliated all over again. He was very much enjoying this form of modeling, especially considering he never thought this was an option.

It truly was a new lease on a life he never thought he knew.

Terry did pose after pose for days on end, getting fingered, fondled or forcefully deepthroated like a good sissy slut. Until, finally or eventually, Lana told him:

"Come by tonight, I want to finish your last shoot."

"My… last?" A disappointed Terry asked. “Wh-what do you mean my last?”

"For now…” she said ominously, patting him on the cheek a few times. Each swap a little harder than the last. “Trust me, I have more work for you. Lots more."

The boy looked at her with a blank expression, as if he had just seen an alien.

“You come tomorrow night.” Lana said bluntly. “Let’s say oh… eight o’clock, da?”

Terry nodded, skipping to his car and virtually floating all the way home.

He waited all day for the occasion, even avoided masturbating so he could truly enjoy whatever Lana had planned.

When the time was right he arrived at her manor and walked in as he always did. He was used to going to her home for work by now. He had a key, a gate code, and everything.

"Lana? Hello?" He asked, no answer.

He made his way over to the studio, but there was nothing there except the handcuffs and outfits on the bed. Everything seemed as it should but yet, something was amiss.

Again, Terry called. "Lana? I'm here?"

He noticed the computer was on.

Curious, he thought.

He walked over to it, and saw there was in fact a completed commercial, primed and ready to premiere on PornTube.

The thumbnail was clearly him, clad in a tiny thong and dressed as a girl from their first day of shooting.

Looking around again, and seeing no one, he reached forward, clutched the mouse, and clicked the play button.

Sensual music began to play as edited shots of the various humiliating photoshoots were played in a vehemently lewd compilation. Writing appeared, rolling across the screen in a marque fashion: Femboys for Futas.

Suddenly, a voiceover crept in, soft and husky and sexy…

"Are you a Futa wishing to unleash your deepest desires?” It was obviously Lana, and her voice elicited a primal surge in the boy's loins. “Well, here at F4F we make that happen. Choose from a variety of our sissy escorts and make your dreams come true."

Terry went wide eyed as the clips turned to him licking his cum off of Lana's office desk. "Our escorts are trained to be obedient submissives and will do anything you so desire."

The shots moved to Terry getting sissified before a variety of shots of his ass in the various locales they had visited.

"Want to dress them up like a sissy bitch? You may. Abuse their assholes any way you want? It's your dime, your fantasy. Fuck her in public? She's a bad girl… so go ahead!"

It then changed to Terry declaring himself a sissy bitch and spreading his ass, showing off his pink, succulent hole to the camera.

"Fuck them,” the voice continued, “cum in them… on them… Whatever you want. Restrain them, spank them, they'll do it all. Choose from a variety of our many sissy models that are on your beck and call twenty-four seven. And do be sure to always come back for more…”

The incredibly lewd images continued on for a moment, bringing more blush to Terry’s cheeks, until Lana’s sensual voice sent the video off, “We hope to see you soon."

The final shot was Terry as the cheerleader making the come here motion. Then the film faded to the website's banner. "Femboys 4 Futas, an escort service made exclusively for trans women. Unleash your hidden fantasies."

Terry audibly gulped.

So this was what it was all about? All of Lana's cryptic warnings made sense to him now. It was a hot proposition but it was definitely too much to take in at once. He couldn't believe how much he let himself be taken in so quickly…

But, hindsight is twenty-twenty, and when Terry turned around he gasped aloud.

Because there stood Lana in the doorway to the studio that bridged it to the pillared bed set.

Terry's dick instantly hardened when he saw her, because Lana was nearly naked!

She wore the sexiest lingerie he had ever seen: a sheer bra that barely contained her massive tits, matching stockings, garters, six-inch heels, and crotchless panties

It was sin incarnate. Any man’s wet dream!

Here was a tall, buxom, exotic, dark-haired vixen that could kill on looks alone, nevermind her accent or her demeanor, and she was staring at HIM!

Except there was one caveat… dangling between her immaculate legs, or more accurately, her thighs… was a long, thick cock, hanging just above her knees, and in her hands was a fucking riding crop.

"So…” The hung and busty Svetlana said slowly. “Now you know."

"This is an escort service?" Terry asked.

"For trans women. Futas. Women who want to fuck little sissy bitches like you." Lana continued, approaching the boy. "Didn't I say that you couldn't handle it?"

"Y-you said it was modeling!"

"This part was. But that is advertisement… Advertisement for your big, smooth, sexy ass,“ Lana said, taking a step closer. Her cock swung and tapped either thigh. “If I told you whole story, you simply run, so I tell you just enough to warn you, and yet you are still interested… are you still interested… in being sissy escort?"

Terry looked at the computer screen that was currently replaying the video that displayed all his shame once again.

Despite whatever he may have been feeling, his dick did the talking for him. He was hard as granite, all three proud inches. And it was standing at full attention towards his busty boss.

Lana smiled as she closed the distance, swiveling the riding crop low so that the end tapped the bottom of his smooth, tiny scrotum.

"That is yes?" She snickered.

Terry shivered.

"Good,” Lana said, tapping the crop against his feminine little nuts. “Now then, all that is left to do is try you out for myself…”

Terry’s breath caught.

“You know,” Lana looked him over, “as final experiment, then you can accept. I bet so many line up to fuck you.”

“Sooo, many?” Terry’s lower lip trembled. “To… fu-fuck me?”

“Now… disrobe," she ordered.

Terry was admittedly apprehensive.

"I said NOW!" She commanded.

Terry gulped and threw his clothes off, his cock flopping free. Lana took another step, her much larger cock knocking into his, sending his inferior dicklet wiggling too-and-fro.

Standing against him, she slowly reached beside them and picked up her camera, then said, "Get down on knees, slut."

Terry flopped down, dropping to his knees.

Lana stepped in front of him, aligning her cock to his face. She held her camera steady, and positioned her meaty, virile cock right in front of Terry's mouth.

Sure, the thought of signing up to be a sissy escort for Futanari women seemed like a terrible deal… but why was Terry's dick so hard from it? Did he want this? He clearly wanted Lana. But where was the line?

There was something about her commands that was enticing. Maybe this was what he was looking for in his life? Maybe he really didn't care about being a slut at all?

The boy almost didn’t realize it had happened, but Lana had somewhere within his thought process gently pushed her cock inside Terry's mouth.

He looked up at the camera, savoring the taste of skin.

Lana got a few inches deeper at a time while recording diminutive little Terry's humiliation.

"You like my cock?" She asked

The femboy nodded.

"Good. You will suck many cocks. But mine is only one should be concerned with now."

Lana picked up her pace, shoving her hardening muscle deeper and deeper into Terry's mouth.

He tried not to gag on it, but she repeatedly battered the entrance to his throat, and the harder she got the more difficult it was to manage.

Despite this, his own, tiny dicklet was rock hard from her treatment.

He almost couldn't wait for his first client.

"You get mouth nice and loose for cock," she purred. "We specialize in sissy sluts, so you dress like bitch for clients. You like that, Tera?"

He again nodded and Lana smiled.

"Excellent."

She sank forward, allowing her cock to sink deep into Terry's throat. His eyes watered but he swallowed willingly and hungrily. The girth and hardness was not making it any easier to chug, but he loved it.

He wished he could use his hands to jerk off, but alas, he had not been instructed to, making this impossible. Lana further added to the torture by using the riding crop to smack Terry's ass, leaving little pink bruises with each pop to his cheeks.

"Yesss… Good girl.” Lana cooed, continuing to pat his cheeks with the crop. “Now shake your sissy ass for me.”

Once more he obeyed, twerking against the floor, sending his hefty bottom to-and-fro.

She continued to cram more of her thick shemeat into his mouth, punching into his esophagus as her cock inflated within. A thick layer of drool was escaping from Terry's lips while Lana sheathed into his face.

At his first barrier she relented, letting her cock harden to full. With her entire turgid cock hot and fully erect, she then began a slow pumping, enraptured at the tight, hot throat wrapped around her girth.

Terry continued to shake his booty as he fellated her. Fellating her however was a misnomer. He was not so much giving her a blowjob really, he was merely a wet orifice that she was impaling.

Just when breathing became an issue Lana seemed to be satisfied and took her dick from his mouth with a loud, wet, slurping pop.

"Good girl,” Lana said softly, watching as her thick appendage slid free, leaving strings of saliva spider-webbing from his lips to her slick behemoth. “Now, I fuck your asshole."

“Fu-fuck?!” Terry shrieked! “Wait!”

“No, you shut up,” Lana silenced him “And get on bed.”

Young Terry’s mind raced, but he complied, slowly rising off his reddened knees and hobbling to the bed beside them.

She made her way around the mattress and slid on, keeling behind Terry's big girly butt.

He welcomed her, using both hands to spread his cheeks without being told.

Lana tossed her riding crop and ran a hand over his big, supple ass, slipping a thumb into his tight little pucker and fingering for a moment. She marveled and worshiped Terry's plump tush, before letting a thick spindle of saliva off her lower lip to drizzle more on his crack.

The boy trembled as the hot saliva ran over his hungry butthole.

"Is your boypussy ready for my cock?" Lana said.

Terry mewled and huffed out a, "Yes! Oh yes, Lana!"

"Mmm… Good! And you no call me Lana, you call me Mistress, byet!"

“Yes Mistress!” The boy mewled.

She lined up her meaty cock and slathered it with her spit that still clung to Terry’s crack, slowly fucking the cheeky crevice. Her thick womanhood sent the necessary signals up Terry’s spine, telling his young body it was about to be penetrated.

The pair purred and moaned with one another.

Soon Lana clutched Terry’s tiny, tapered waist, reared back, and pressed her ripe, leaking cocktip to his pink little hole.

The boy gasped as she did, groveling beneath her and oh-so-ready to take his first real cock…

Lana slowly inserted her lubed up dick, watching her fat purple tip disappear inside. His ‘training’ over these past few weeks had made his hole pliable, but he was still incredibly tight.

When Terry moaned loudly, she retreated, pulling it back out. His little pink exit wink as he left him, gasping to be filled once more despite his cry. His resistance however earned him a slap to his ass to shut him up.

WHAP! His big, fatty booty jiggled from her strike.

Lana then tried again. Terry winced as her head pushed in, followed by a few inches, cresting past his sphincter, effectively opening it up.

"Therrre we go," Lana cooed as her dick glided its way into Terry's rectum. "You're a good little anal whore, Tera."

"Mmm, yes!” Terry moaned. “I'm a little whore. I love it in my ass!"

Lana sank in viciously, sheathing half her long, wet length before Terry belted out another cry and her thrust stopped short.

“Gah! Hah!” Terry grunted.

So Lana sank her nails into his fleshy bum, kneading him back to relaxation.

When the boy’s body yielded and she felt his anus unclench, she proceeded with her sodomy.

Sinking inside the hot teenaged walls, he exhaled, gripping Terry’s fat cheeks and flexing her enormous cock inside his guts. With each thrust she picked up her pace a little bit.

"You are a slut,” Lana huffed. “You will take cock up your ass. And you will do as mistresses command you!"

"Ahhh… Yesss!"

Lana shook the bed as she was working up to full speed, still filming from a POV shot of her cock rapidly sawing in and out of Terry's booty hole. She used her free hand to grip onto the boy's pillowy ass cheek while she fucked him in earnest.

"You are weak bitch.” Lana seethed, fucking harder. “You are my sexy model slut! My covergirl!"

"Yes! I'm a little… anal… bitch! AH! Fuck my ass Mistress!" Terry begged. “AH! OH GAWD FUCK MEEE!”

Lana continued her pace, jamming every inch of her cock into Terry's hungry, nubile butthole. He winced with each hilting, his rectum stretching to new extremes by the thick, veiny girlcock. His poor little ass was still sore from being used repeatedly over the course of the past few weeks, but this was ridiculous.

"I dress you up like little whore!” Lana huffed, rutting him. “Like slutty girl! You like that?"

"AH! YES!” Terry groveled. “I love it! I love looking like a cock guzzling slut!"

Lana chuckled.

"I know you do. You whore. My model whore! You are mine slut, understand?”

She punctuated her next words in time with each thrust, “You. Belong. To. Me!"

Terry drooled onto the fresh sheets of the bed he had been routinely and thoroughly violated upon by his two co-stars, Brianna and Erin. He loved her sinful words, and gushed with glee while getting his ass vehemently rammed.

"You complete slut now,” Lana exhaled. “You follow commands only."

"Y-Y-Yes!” Terry howled. “I’ll do whatever you say!"

"And you do not EVER disobey your mistresses, understand?"

"Yes! I under… stand! Oh gawd fuck!"

Lana picked up her pace, sliding in and out of the succulent hole with a smooth, gliding rhythm. She grunted, finding it hard to hold the camera as the scene played out, but she wanted a good final shot of the fat cock inside Terry’s gorgeous ass.

"I am close, whore.” Lana chuffed. “You want my cum you dirty slut?"

"Oh yes! Fuck!” Terry wailed. “Please! I want it so bad!”

Lana pulled her cock out of Terry's hole.

The camera caught the blown out boypussy gaping and yawning.

"Shake your ass, slut!" She demanded, her fat cock levitating over his bubbly cheeks.

Terry again did as directed and shook his flank, sending his thick, wobbly cheeks clapping against one another, all while his hole gaped.

Lana’s free hand pumped her girthy weapon, inundated at the lewd, incredibly sexy sight.

It didn’t take long…

The Russian amazon gave one final grunt as she shot her load, coating Terry's lower back, then the tops of his cheeks, which she did on both, painting his hefty backside almost entirely in hot, white seed.

The luscious femboy twerked throughout, relishing in the searing semen as it rained down on his backside.

Lana painted the boy white, covering his delicious buttocks with a healthy coating of thick, white semen.

She moaned throughout, pumping her vivacious girlcock until her balls were empty.

Eventually the last dribble down onto his crack, rolling off his sides, as if an entire bucket of hot paint had been overturned above him. Lana got the perfect final shot of Terry being thoroughly painted. His sissification was complete, and he wouldn't have it any other way.

“Very good, slut,” Lana said, patting Terry’s big sticky bottom.

She stood, panting along with him, before finally switching off the camera and setting it down on the nearby desk.

"I upload this now, then we wait for first client.”

Terry rolled, overly groggy and trapped in a post-coitus bliss.

“Up-upload?” He huffed. “Cl-client?”

“Yes. Now clean yourself up, whore!" Lana commanded.

"O-okay…" Terry murmured, attempting to pull himself off the sheets.

His body however, felt like it weighed a ton, and the bed made of glue. Nothing worked, no matter how much he tried.

Eventually, Terry was able to rise and some time later went home, sore from being fucked by his hung boss, and hobbled up to his apartment.

He looked wasted, but he was in heaven. All he wanted to do was be a model, and it turns out he got so much more.

The boy couldn't wait to see what was in store for him…

The next morning, he was woken up by his phone ringing.

It was Lana.

"H-hello?" He said with a nervous, raspy cough.

"You have first client,” the sexy, bossy Svetlana said quickly.

“Tonight,” she continued. “Meet me at agency at six, Tera.”

There was a pause, as if she expected him to say something. Yet just as he was about to mutter a reply, she cut him off.

“Do NOT be late." She warned before hanging up.

Terry threw his face on the bed and a smile crept on his face, ready for the first night of the rest of his life.

THE END
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