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FEMINIZED & BROKEN

A SHORT EXCERPT

His eyes closed for a brief second, as if he was second guessing himself. Then he turned around and locked his eyes on mine.

I could tell he wanted it.

He took me by the arms and placed me on the kitchen countertop. The tiles were cold underneath my thighs, and my heart bumped up into overdrive. It was all happening so quickly.

He tilted his head and pressed his mouth against mine. I moaned. I was expecting him to be rough and careless, but he was slow and skilful, using his hands to get a feel of my body over my clothes. He started to kiss the side of my neck and my member hardened underneath those Daisy Dukes. The sounds coming out of my mouth were so feminine and full of wanting and totally unfamiliar to me.

His crotch was jammed between my legs. I slithered one hand down there and took hold of the bulge.

“Jessie, if you’re not careful, I’ll ruin you,” he growled into my ear.

“Ruin me,” I whispered. “Fucking destroy me.”

All my organs clenched up when he dragged me towards him—my ass squealing as it slid across the tiles—and he started humping me.

Of course I wasn’t thinking straight.

I wasn’t thinking.

His breath ragged, he finally pulled away from me and we both attacked his zipper.

I almost passed out when I saw his manhood. It was fully engorged, craving the attention of a sweet young girl...

Craving me. Jase. I was an ordinary guy just a day ago, and now I was dressed up in a sexy outfit, about to have my first experience with an older man. How did this even happen?


FEMINIZED & BROKEN




CHAPTER 1

“Ow!”

The pain twisted through my foot and snaked through my calf, and when I lost my balance and stumbled onto the jagged path, butt first, arms flailing, it shot up my backside too. The only good thing about the pain was it blinded me so much that, for the first time that day, I wasn’t thinking about Ashley.

I couldn’t think about Ashley. Not then.

I swallowed hard and stared down at my leg to assess the damage. It had to be broken. My right calf was bent in an awkward way and my foot was still wedged in the hole. The hole wasn’t wide, but it was deep and hidden behind a set of moss-covered rocks. I’d been way too distracted to spot it.

I loosened the lace of my boot and tried to slip the whole thing off, but the pain was so excruciating it made me dizzy. I slumped backwards until my head hit the soft dirt and the smell of damp soil, mulch, and musty old leaves wafted under my nose. A moment later I felt the cold patter of raindrops on my eyelids.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I groaned.

My solo hiking trip so far had been one huge fuck-up. The plan had been a three-day hike on a forty-mile-long trail curving through old-growth forests, rolling hills, and nice, peaceful meadows, heading north towards Mystic Lake. I got overheated and dirty way too early, and stupidly chugged down all my water, having to rely on two squashed oranges until I reached a water source. By the end of the first day I was exhausted and felt like a prune. I was now on my second day, but the experience wasn’t getting any better. Even though I’d hoped the views would distract me from Ashley, it ended up being the other way around—I could barely stop thinking about her. Her bubbly face and full lips, stained with the raspberry pink lipstick she always wore. Her huge dark eyes that made her look all cute and innocent whenever she laughed. The curve of her hips and those perfect pink nipples that turned red and rosy in the videos she’d sent me. Nipples I got to see but never got to touch.

The rejection hurt, I’m not going to lie.

My friendship with Ashley had maybe come a little too easily, and I think it was that, in the end, that had been the nail in the coffin for her. Things turned sour maybe six months ago when she got into a bad relationship. When they finally broke up, we began sexting each other. She was the one who’d initiated it, and I was happy because that was the first time she’d shown any sign of romantic or sexual interest in me. But then I’d gone and fucked it all up by saying I wanted something more than sexting. She never even replied to that final message.

Fucking friend-zoned. The lowest rung of the ladder.

Guess I just wasn’t cool enough for her.

And now you’ve gone and broken your fucking leg, I thought unhappily. Way to go, Jase.

It was going to rain soon. I hadn’t seen anyone else on the trail for a long time, apart from two girls taking pictures at a stone house ruin maybe three hours back. It was now getting dark, and a low whistle of wind hissed through the air, and my face was warm and clammy. I took my phone out and pressed the home button. No service. I grabbed my water bottle and took a few sips. At least I had water. Then I took out an energy bar and began to eat. The muscles in my foot twitched and I tried to ignore the pain. I was surrounded by tall, wispy trees, and apart from the wind and the light falling of mist, the forest was eerily quiet.

All I could do was wait.

It was only a matter of time before someone would come by and help me out. Right?

***

After an hour of waiting I started to get worried. The sky was overcast and looked about ready to burst, and I was desperately trying to get a signal on my phone. I’d eaten two energy bars and drunk about a half-liter of water, and I really needed to pee. And with the way my stomach was rumbling, I was probably about ready to take a shit too.

And then I heard the rustling of leaves.

When I saw the figure loom at the end of the trail I breathed out a sigh of relief. It was a man wearing a blue cap, and he seemed really tall. Like six feet five inches tall.

“Hey! I need help!” I called out, waving my arms above my head.

He seemed to be hesitating, as if he was taking a really good look at me before deciding what to do. At this point I’d been stuck in the dirt for a good while with a broken foot and I was feeling pretty frustrated. I wanted to yell at him. Why was he taking so long? What did he think I was—a serial killer?

“Hello? I need help,” I said again, even though I was sure he’d heard me the first time.

He began to walk towards me. He took big, lumbering steps, crossing the space between us a lot faster than I’d expected. The next second I was staring into his eyes.

“Thought you were a girl,” he said.

“Well, I’m not,” I said.

I could smell his breath as he crouched down beside me. For some reason, I was intimidated by him. His t-shirt was loose around his waist but tight around his chest and arms, and I could tell he was pretty ripped. Even his face looked tough and chiseled, like his entire body had been crafted out of big bones. I had only just met him and I could practically whiff the arrogance radiating from him—the kind of arrogance that was reserved for hot men.

This guy was as good-looking as the devil.

He extended one big arm down the side of my leg, patting it gently, until his hands reached my foot. I flinched. His fingers got to work on my boots and before I knew it he was staring down at my naked foot. It was swollen, and there was a bulge below the ball of my ankle that had started to turn blue.

“This doesn’t look too good,” he said. “Where were you headed?”

“To the Great Hollow campsite,” I said.

“Yeah, not gonna happen.” He started tapping parts of my foot, pausing each time to check my reaction. His fingers were rough on my bruised skin, and I was practically wincing the whole way through. Once he was done, he stood up again and adjusted his cap.

“Looks like you’ve sprained a ligament,” he said. “You need rest. Luckily for you, my truck’s not too far away.” He smiled down at me. “How much do you think you weigh?”

“Not more than a 180 pounds,” I lied. I was a good forty pounds lighter.

He chuckled, and I grew red in the face. He knew that couldn’t be true. I was short and small—always had been that way. I’d given up trying to outdo my genetics by the time I’d turned twenty-one. My height was the biggest thing I hated about myself. Probably the biggest thing Ashley hated about me too.

He bent down again and easily tugged my backpack off of me, then looped it around himself. “I’m Ronnie, by the way,” he said. “Ronnie Valentine.”

“I’m Jase,” I said. His name was like something out of a paperback romance. It fit him perfectly. “Jase Dooley.”

“Jase. Nice. Well, you can stay the night at my place if you like. Or until your ankle’s healed, whatever comes first I guess. Might take a few days or so.” He scratched his stubble. “I mean, unless you know anyone else around here?”

I shook my head. “That would be great. Thanks, Ronnie.”

Maybe this guy wasn’t as arrogant as I thought.

He tried to lift me up but I stopped him.

“Uh, do you mind holding on for a bit?” I said sheepishly. “I really need to pee.”

Without saying anything, he showed his hand and I gripped onto it. He pulled me up easily. I leaned onto him and we hopped some way away from the trail. I pushed down my shorts and boxer briefs and did the deed. Ronnie was still holding me with an iron grip and my face had to be looking like a nice ripe tomato. The steady trickling of urine onto the rocks below made my heart thud for some reason. I heard Ronnie suck in a breath. I knew he could hear it.

Once I was done he literally carried me in his arms, like I was the lightest thing in the world.

Man, I know Ashley would’ve loved to get some of this.

It was a ridiculous thought, but it made me furious.

If only I could’ve been in another person’s body. If only I was actually attractive, life would’ve been much easier.

“You alright in there?” Ronnie asked.

“Haha, yeah.”

His face was so close to mine I could smell his breath again.

I totally forgot about my ankle.


CHAPTER 2

Ronnie carried me all the way to a bright red pick-up truck. We drove for a couple of minutes before arriving at a small house atop a dark, rocky hill spotted with gangly trees. Rain fell in heavy splotches as he wrapped his arm under mine and I limped forward, one careful hop at a time. Inside, he guided me to a dimly lit bedroom that smelled kind of musty. There was a half-poster bed in one corner with a zebra-striped bedspread that was strewn with clothes.  

“Sorry about the mess. And the plants,” he said, helping me onto the bed. “It’s my twin sister’s room. She won’t be back until next week, so we’re good.”

As the room came more into focus I realized it really did look like a jungle with an insane amount of greenery. Ronnie began to ball up some of the clothes and toss them on the floor.

“Hey, don’t worry about that,” I said. “Really. You’ve been more than helpful.”

“It’s nothing,” he muttered.

Once the bed was cleared, he brought in a few more pillows and placed them under my foot.

“So, I’m not much of a cook,” Ronnie said. “But would you say no to some hot tomato soup?”

“Nope,” I said. “I’d love some.”

He left. The room still seemed to be full of his presence. I heard him walking around and the opening and closing of cabinet doors. Something slipped and hit the floor with a clank. He was like a giant inside this tiny place. A sexy giant.

He was so fucking good looking, I was seething with envy. Ugh.

My initial impression of him, however, had completely evaporated. I didn’t think he was arrogant at all. Maybe I’d just misread his confidence.

How could someone be this attractive and nice?

I wondered if he had a girlfriend.

He could’ve had random girls throwing themselves at him if he was an actual ass. Why did girls like assholes so much?

Asshole or not, I thought, Ashley would’ve totally wet her itty bitty panties for him.

I was suddenly sleepy.

I also really need a shower.

I smelled like actual ass.

I closed my eyes, happy that I was sleeping on a soft mattress this time. A huge wave of sleepiness dropped over my eyes like a black weight. Every muscle in my body was dying of exhaustion and I couldn’t fight the urge to keep my eyes shut. I started to drift off. Somewhere in the twilight state of both sleep and wakefulness, I saw Ashley again. She was kissing someone. Someone tall, like six foot five inches tall.

It was Ronnie.

My jaw tightened but I forced it to relax again. She looked so fucking tiny in his arms. He had her mouth on hers and was feeling her body like he was in this crazed manic state. Then his hands were bringing her top up above her chest. His fingers roamed the lining of her nipples, and she was moaning. I knew her panties were as wet as the Niagara. He bent down to get a taste of those red swollen nipples and Ashley began to unzip his jeans, and curl her long fingers around something smooth…hard…extremely hard…

The next thing I knew, my eyes flew open and it was bright in the room. I turned around and almost jumped because Ronnie was standing in the doorway.

He was smirking.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” he said.

“No way,” I said. My voice came out all heavy and gravelly. “I fell asleep?”

Ronnie nodded. He took two steps towards me and held out a steaming mug. “How are you feeling?”

“Much better. Thanks.” I took a sip. It was warm, delicious coffee.

He came around the edge of the bed and prodded my foot. It was still tender, but wasn’t hurting as much and the swelling was on its way down.

“We’re gonna need to keep this elevated,” he said.

“Will do, doc.”

He was smirking again.

“I’m heading out for work. You’ll be okay in here by yourself?”

“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “Seriously. I’ll be fine.”

“Feel free to use the shower,” he said. “It’s a walk-in so it shouldn’t be much of an issue—I put some fresh towels in there and a stool. Oh, and there’s this.” He disappeared into the bathroom and came back out again holding a pair of crutches. “In case you need help walking about. My sister had knee surgery a while back and she used this. She’s not much taller than you…”

Jeez. It was hard not to take that personally.

“Oh, and if you need to contact me and there’s no cell service, I’ve got a landline phone in the living room with my number on the side of it.”

“You’ve thought about everything.”

He shrugged. “But yeah, the place is practically yours. Watch TV, make yourself a sandwich, whatever. I should be back by around five.”

***

But as soon as he was gone, I was restless.

Ashley was clouding my thoughts yet again, and my legs were aching for some kind of movement.

I also needed to stop smelling like dog shit.

So I grabbed the crutches, made my way into the bathroom and had a shower. I wrapped myself in a towel and slowly made my way back into the room again. Ronnie had seemingly thought of everything except my need for fresh clothes post showering. The thought of slipping back into my dirty, sweaty hiking clothes was enough to make me gag. So I stood in the middle of the room, balancing on my crutches, thinking about what I could do.

I could try to make my way into Ronnie’s room, but that was most likely upstairs and out of reach. I could try to explore around the house and see if he had any clothes lying around.

Or I could just make things easier for myself and wear something that was his sister’s.

She was apparently about my size, after all.

I hobbled towards the dresser, where there was a small mirror and a pink hair dryer. I plugged it in and blow dried my hair, patting down the ends to make them look somewhat presentable. I really needed a haircut. I looked at myself in the mirror and could hardly recognize myself. Maybe it was the tan from hiking for a day and a half—I had this weird bronze summery vibe going on.

There were framed photos above the dresser, and I peered at them out of curiosity. Ronnie’s twin sister was hot, I decided. She had wavy hair and a curvy body with legs for days and this dreamy look in her eyes. There was a photo at their college graduation, with their arms wrapped around each other, and a lopsided photo of her squashed in between him and another man whose face was practically out of the frame.

She looked nice enough. I hoped she wouldn’t mind me digging inside her closet.

I hunted for something unisex to wear, maybe some loose pants or leggings and an oversized t-shirt. But all I could find were girly things, like dresses and tank tops and short shorts. I even found a fucking leotard in there. After five minutes of searching I was ready to give up.

And then I had a deliciously wicked idea.

I looked around the room again. I looked at the photos on the dresser again. I was alone with an injured foot in a hot girl’s room with free access to all her sexy shit. It was wrong, yes, and probably a deed I’d take to my grave, but it was also hard to ignore the slivers of excitement rippling down my spine.

I opened up the dresser drawers, one by one, grabbing things and tossing them onto the bed. Bikini panties, thongs, bras, and belts of all shapes and colors. In the bottom drawer I even found a wig. It was brown and shiny and looked like it could’ve once been part of a more high-end Halloween costume.

Inside the closet, I began to rummage through all the dresses and outfits.

This is so wrong.

I stopped. Ronnie practically rescued me out there in the forest, and this was how I was going to repay him? By stealing her sister’s clothes? Well, more like borrowing, but still...

It just didn’t sit right with me.

I stepped back away from the closet and noticed the clock off to the side of the wall. It was barely ten in the morning. I had another seven hours to kill in this tiny room, and well, what do you expect a guy with a twisted ankle and nothing else for entertainment to do?

I sighed. I could go crazy in here and Ronnie would be none the wiser.

Using the side of the dresser to balance my weight, I let my towel drop to the floor and grabbed the nearest pair of panties. I did take a sniff—and god did it smell good. Blood rushed down to my cock and now I was really fucking horny. I was going to wear all of these hot girl things and jerk off until the cows came home.

My wrists were spared for a reason, I thought.

I’d picked out a pair of white panties that had a soft satin-y finish to them. I slowly slid the panty holes up each foot. A sharp burst of pain tore up my leg as I set my right foot down. I breathed until the pain disappeared, and then slid the panties up my thighs and hips.

Next, I reached for a bra. Another white one—simple yet sexy.

I wrestled with that bra for a good ten minutes until I figured out you could hook it up in the front of your chest and then twist it back before bringing up the straps. I stole a glance at the small mirror on the dresser but all I could see was the thick bulge of my hard cock protruding out of the underwear. It wasn’t the sexiest thing to see so I began to focus on the sensations of the fabric on my skin instead.

For my outfit, I put on a pair of Daisy Dukes I found at the bottom of the closet and a red flannel shirt which I tied up at my midsection. I also left a few buttons open at the top so you could see my ‘cleavage’.

I was feeling slutty as hell now. Part of me wondered what I’d do with the soiled clothes once I was done. But I was in too deep to worry about that now.

Inside the closet, there were a few shelves filled to the brim with dusty old makeup. They clearly hadn’t been used in a long time, and could very well have been expired or something, but the thought of being decked out in a slutty cowgirl’s outfit and lots of makeup made my heart race. 

I quickly got to work. There was a tinier handheld mirror on the shelf so I used that to apply the makeup. I got an ash-brown pencil and filled in my brows, patted some gold powder on my lids, and finished off my eyes with several flicks of inky black mascara. My eyes were watering from something in the makeup, but I kept going. I put on some lipstick, which was a color that was a tad darker than pastel pink, and finished everything off by rubbing in a bit of that on my cheeks.

“Jesus!” I said.

I almost had a heart attack when I caught my reflection on the bigger mirror on the dresser. Staring back at me was a total stranger. She was hot, with rosy cheeks and pouty lips and a teeny tiny waist that made her seem like a dainty flower. As I turned around, my Daisy Dukes hiked up to show off a wedge of pale but plump-looking butt cheeks.

Uh...do I look better than Ashley?!

“No way…” I whispered, still in total shock.

Is this what it feels like to be hot?

Suddenly, I didn’t even want to jerk off anymore.

I wanted to complete my transformation. I wanted to see the ends to which I could look like a hot girl.

I leaned towards the bed and grabbed the Halloween wig. I placed the cap on and then pulled the wig over my head. It had little combs that I guessed you had to push in to position the wig in place. Once I was done, I went ahead and brushed out the bangs, feathering them out towards the sides of my forehead.

I didn’t have much time to admire the results because the hair at the back of my neck stood up at the sound of footsteps.

I froze.

It was the sound of heavy boots dragging along a wooden floor with an easy air of familiarity, like the person was a little too comfortable in the house. And then, the unmistakable sound of a door getting shut and bolted tight.

Was Ronnie back so quickly?

“Ronnie?” someone asked. “You in here?”

It was a much deeper voice that was gruff and kind of scratchy.

It wasn’t Ronnie at all.

My first instinct was to climb out the window and make a run for it. But even my frenzied brain knew that wouldn’t be such a bright idea with my sprained foot.

“Darn it!” I sucked in my breath and tried to take a couple of steps towards the bed.

My elbow brushed against something and I suddenly heard the toe-curling sound of breaking glass. I whipped my head around to see the mirror on the floor, the uneven shards spread out, each showing off tiny fragments of my made-up face.

I stood frozen even as the footsteps got louder and I saw the movement of the door knob, of someone twisting it open to gain entry into Ronnie’s sister’s room.


CHAPTER 3

“Oh, hi there!”

“Hi,” I squeaked.

I was staring up at an older man, his tattooed biceps bursting out of his shirt. He was maybe in his early or mid-forties. Both of his ears were pierced. The light from the living room behind him made him look even taller than he was—he reminded me of a towering redwood tree.

“Ronnie didn’t tell me he was hosting someone,” the man said. “Sorry I burst in. What happened to you, sweetie?” His eyes were fixated on my crutches.

“Um, I was hiking and messed up my ankle,” I said. My voice was still squeaky, and I didn’t dare go back to my actual voice. “And Ronnie was kind enough to help me out.”

“Ah. Nice to meet you,” he said. “I’m Sam. Ronnie’s dad.”

He extended one muscly arm, and I swallowed hard before resting one crutch against the dresser and stretching my own towards him. I was expecting his hand to be hard and rough, but it was actually really soft, like a blanket.

He clearly took great care of himself.

“I’m Jase—sieee,” I said. “Jessie.”

“Jessie, let me clean that up for you before you have another accident,” he said, and suddenly he was smirking just like Ronnie. He went back out towards where the kitchen was.

I saw the back of him disappear. His granite-like legs, strong and bulky, dragged along the floor in those boots with all the confidence in the world.

I gulped and slumped back down on the bed.

How did I get into this mess?

Ronnie’s dad was in the house with me, and I was wearing his daughter’s clothes like a big old perv. He thought I was a girl! My cheeks flushed as I looked down at my exposed midsection, my thighs, and my ‘cleavage’. I might as well have been naked.

The clock on the side of the closet said it was still noon, and I took a deep breath. At least Ronnie wouldn’t be home for at least a couple of hours, and hopefully his dad would leave before then? In any case, it would give me enough time to think of something.

Ronnie’s dad reappeared with a broom and dustpan and began sweeping away the broken glass. It hit me then that his first impressions had been deceiving, and he was just as nice as his son.

And maybe just as good-looking.

At one point, his arm brushed against my leg accidentally, and he looked up and smiled. His smile was bold and confident, yet warm. It made me feel kind of funny.

“So, Jessie,” he said. “Have you had anything to eat all day?”

I shook my head. “I was going to make a sandwich.”

“That’s not good. You need to be eating,” he said. “I’ll make us both something.”

“I’ll help,” I said.

“No, no. You sit right back down there. You’re not going anywhere with that foot.”

“No, I want to help,” I insisted. “My leg’s kinda numb without doing anything all day. Really, it’s fine, Mr….uh, Mr. Valentine.”

“Call me Sam,” he said, smirking. “Come on then.”

I followed him to the kitchen. I sat down at the table while he rummaged through the cabinets and then peeked inside the refrigerator. “Looks like we’re out of bread, sweetie. How about cereal...Cap’n Crunch’s Peanut Butter Crunch?” He shook the box. “I’ll make a fresh batch of coffee too.”

Soon we were both munching on Cap’n Crunch and gulping down coffee while making awkward small talk. I told him about my hiking plans, all of which had now been obviously squashed, while he talked about the time he got hit by a stomach bug and ended up puking for most of his hike. He asked me if I was working so I told him that yes, I was, as a receptionist at a small dental center, and then he told me maybe that’s why my smile was so nice.

That was the first time anyone had ever told me that.

When I tried to ask him what he did for work, though, he dodged the question, mumbling something about how hard it was to switch careers at his age.

He looked dejected then. I said something, though I couldn’t remember exactly what it was that came out of my mouth because I was so focused on his handsome face. The soft lines around his eyes crinkled and his jaw tightened and tensed. Maybe I said “that must suck” or something close to that because I reached out and touched his arm. The touch was so light, the tips of my fingers only seemed to be hovering in the air above him. My hand looked like a tiny white mouse next to the bulk of his arm.

He flinched.

His eyes closed for a brief second, as if he was second guessing himself. Then he turned around and locked his eyes on mine.

I could tell he wanted it.

He took me by the arms and placed me on the kitchen countertop. The tiles were cold underneath my thighs, and my heart bumped up into overdrive. It was all happening so quickly.

He tilted his head and pressed his mouth against mine. I moaned. I was expecting him to be rough and careless, but he was slow and skillful, using his hands to get a feel of my body over my clothes. He started to kiss the side of my neck and my little dick hardened underneath those Daisy Dukes. The sounds coming out of my mouth were so feminine and full of wanting and totally unfamiliar to me.

His crotch was jammed between my legs. I slithered one hand down there and took hold of the bulge.

“Jessie, if you’re not careful, I’ll ruin you,” he growled into my ear.

“Ruin me,” I whispered. “Fucking destroy me, Sam.”

Holy shit, this guy is just completely something else, I thought.

All my organs clenched up when he dragged me towards him—my ass squealing as it slid across the tiles—and he started humping me.

Of course I wasn’t thinking straight.

I wasn’t thinking.

I was drowning out the tiny voice inside my head that was saying over and over again: He doesn’t know I’m really a guy.

But he was about to find out.

His breath ragged, he finally pulled away from me and we both attacked his zipper.

I almost passed out when I saw his cock. It was fully engorged, with a thick brown head and small veiny ropes pulsing away, craving the attention of a sweet young girl...

Craving me. Jase. I was an ordinary guy just a day ago, and now I was dressed up in a sexy outfit, about to have my first blow job. With an older man. How did this even happen?

Sam positioned himself next to me on the kitchen counter and stroked my hair gently. I looked up at him. His face was aching with desire. Every cell in my body was screaming for him. I needed to do this. I needed to know what it would be like to have his thick rod inside my mouth.

He let out a gasp when my lips made contact with his head. I tickled his swollen tip with my tongue before swallowing it. It was warm and heavily scented with his lust. His hands caressed the small of my back as I blew him.

“Oh, Jessie, this is bad. You have no idea…” he breathed. He almost sounded like I was hurting him. “Oh you beautiful creature.”

His words drugged me up. I felt the kitchen fading away. It was just me and the sound of my beating heart, the feeling of his cock in my hungry mouth, the taste of his precum, and the quiver of his fingers on my skin. I could tell he was fighting every urge to be with me—maybe he thought this was a really bad idea, messing around with who he thought was a much younger girl—but I had seduced him.

We were so enamored by each other and completely lost in the moment that we didn’t even hear the creak of the front door opening. We didn’t heard him walk in and see us.

We didn’t notice a thing until we heard him speak.

“Dad?”

Silence. Utter silence.

I whipped my head around to see Ronnie standing in the kitchen. His face looked like it was frozen in time. His stare was ice-cold, and I felt a chill run down my spine.

“Can someone tell me what’s going on here?” Ronnie’s voice still held strong, but there was just the slightest of tremors hidden underneath its tone.

I stared down at the floor. I couldn’t look in his direction and meet those fiery eyes. I’d been caught blowing his dad—and I was so fucking embarrassed.

“Ronnie!” Sam had let go of me and was zipping himself up. His face was white. “I didn’t hear you come in. I was just...talking to your friend Jessie here.”

“Jessie?” Ronnie was glaring at me. His lips, which I’d once thought looked so inviting, were thin and pursed tight.

I just sat there, still on the countertop, as silent as a coward. I couldn’t breathe. I was just waiting for him to blow my cover. He was going to tell his dad how I was really a messed-up guy wearing his sister’s top and shorts and a wig. There was no knowing what Sam would do to me then.

This was not going to end well.

“I thought I told you never to come inside my house again,” Ronnie said, very quietly. “You broke in.”

Sam let out a bitter laugh. “I must’ve called you like ten times,” he scoffed. “What did you want me to do?” His nostrils flared as he met Ronnie’s death stare. “And why can’t I come see my son once in a while, huh? Or my daughter? Where’s Lizzy?”

“You have no right to know where she is,” Ronnie said. “Leave, or I’m going to call the cops.”

“Oh? Is that how it’s going to be, Ronnie? No respect for your old man?”

“Let’s not pretend…” Ronnie began coldly. “That you weren’t in here getting your old nuts sucked on by Jessie just a second ago.”

“Fuck you!” Sam said. He paced about the kitchen, his big arms crossed over his chest like he was trying to stop himself from exploding.

“Just get out.”

“I’m sorry!” I blurted out. I just couldn’t hold it in any longer. “I’m sorry! I’ll just leave, okay, Ronnie? This is all my fault.”

There was another silence. I took a deep breath, waiting quietly for the moment Ronnie told his dad the truth about me.

Incredibly, it didn’t happen. But Ronnie did something that was worse. Way worse.

I just saw him stare daggers at me while he muttered three words under his breath, so quietly that if I hadn’t had all that coffee in my system I’d have been sure I was dreaming:

“You fucking slut.”


CHAPTER 4

Sam left not long after that.

I hid in my room, mortified, while Ronnie and Sam argued. I heard the stomping of boots, the exasperated sighs, and a slew of further ‘Fuck you’s!’ from Sam. And then a door slammed with such force the whole house shook.

Then silence.

I limped over to where my backpack was and started to pack up. There was no way I could face Ronnie after this. I’d shown him what a weirdo I was, dressing up in girl’s clothes and wearing his sister’s makeup when he wasn’t around. I’d caused a rift between him and his dad. He must hate him now.

And…he’d called me a slut.

The shame bubbled over from the depths of my core, and my eyes stung. Now I really felt like a girl, vulnerable and afraid, and I had no idea what the fuck I needed to do. I should probably apologize to Ronnie, then get out of here.

I set my foot down without thinking and what seemed like a lightning rod of pain shot up my right leg. I tried to blink away the tears but failed. I collapsed onto the bed, dejected and in agony. I was just one huge fuck-up.

You fucking slut.

I barely registered the soft knock on the door. But even though I heard it, I ignored it.

“Jase?”

“Don’t come in,” I said. My voice shook. “I’m leaving.”

“I’m coming in.”

“No!”

Ronnie entered the room and stopped short a few feet in. He could see I was crying.

“Sorry you had to witness that,” he said.

I sucked in a breath. “I’m the one who should be saying sorry.”

Ronnie shrugged. “You didn’t do anything wrong, Jase. I blame my dad. A hundred percent.”

“But you…”

“Called you a slut? Yeah, I take it back. I shouldn’t have done that. I was fucking furious, but you didn’t deserve that.”

“Okay…” I didn’t know what else to say. My mind kept flashing back to the moment Ronnie had seen me with my lips wrapped around Sam’s cock, him moaning softly, hand down my back.

“Look, you don’t know my dad,” Ronnie continued. “He’s a grade-A narcissist. He didn’t give a shit about me or Lizzy growing up. But now that I have a business and I’m fairly successful, he wants to get back into our lives.” He rubbed his eyes in exasperation. “If someone spent your entire life showing you they don’t care about you, they’re not going to magically start doing that one day, you know?”

I sighed. For some reason, that made me think of Ashley.

“I’m going to change,” I said, grabbing my dirty shorts and t-shirt and balling them up in my hands. “I’m gonna call a friend and ask him to drive over and pick me up.”

“You don’t have to leave,” Ronnie said. He had this grim expression on his face.

“No, I do,” I said. “I’ve caused you enough trouble.” I stood up, forgot about my foot again and placed all my weight on it. I winced.

“No.” Ronnie sounded weirdly insistent all of a sudden. “Don’t change. Sit down.”

“Why?” I muttered, but I did as he asked.

Ronnie squatted down to my level and I felt a finger on my cheek. I still couldn’t face him. But he nudged my chin up once he’d wiped away the tears.

“Because I’m not letting you leave until I make you feel better,” he said.

***

Ronnie carried me upstairs and took me to his bedroom. His room was much bigger, with a California king in the middle, and a soft breeze was passing through from a half-open window. He placed me on the bed and leaned in. There, we shared our first kiss.

I was pretty sure I was floating. I was having a total out-of-body experience. I—Jase—was watching from a spot in the ceiling, looking down at the girl with pretty brown hair spread out on the bedspread, making out with the hunk. He was kissing the girl all over, slowly and attentively. Fuck. That girl was lucky.

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you make a really cute girl,” he said in between kisses.

I wasn’t hovering over the ceiling anymore. My pulse raced when I realized that I was the pretty girl he was talking to. Terror gripped me as if a wild animal was closing in on my throat. I’d never felt this way before, and it was fucking terrifying. I thought of Ashley again, but this time it was because I finally understood why she loved attention, why she flitted between guys as easily as a butterfly enjoying itself in a whole garden of flowers.

Being a good-looking girl was like a drug.

I knew what Ronnie wanted. I could feel it emanating from him—that wild urge to see me fully, to pin me down and rail me hard. 

“Call me a slut,” I whispered.

“What?” He gave me a peck on my lips before staring at me intensely.

“You heard me,” I said.

“I—” he started, but I just shook my head.

“Do it,” I said.

And then he did. The shame rose up my body again, and I felt my cheeks flush, but it didn’t stop there. I uttered a sound that was a half-moan, half-cry—I couldn’t control myself then as my dick was fed with fresh new blood and began to throb desperately.

Except it wasn’t my dick anymore. I couldn’t see it that way right at that moment. It was something much more feminine, more vulnerable, more sensitive—like a clitoris.

“I want to see all of you,” Ronnie whispered in my ear. “Your tits. Your ass. Your cunt.”

Without protesting, I let him undress me. He untied my shirt, then flipped me over to my stomach to push my long hair to one side and unhook my bra. The shorts slid off easily, along with the white panties. He spanked me hard, again and again and again, until my ass cheeks were sore.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

Suddenly he looking down at my bare body. I saw his eyes linger on my small tits and travel down to my small, pretty clit. He stooped down and kissed me there. He kissed me once on each of my nipples. And then he kissed me on the mouth again, chewing sensually on my bottom lip. That made me moan again.

He released me to take off his t-shirt and unbutton his jeans. When his underwear came off I was stunned by just how big he was—probably close to about ten inches long and as thick as a tree trunk. He was well groomed, with his pubic hair a tad lighter than the hair on his head.  

“Like what you see?” he asked with that sexy smirk of his.

“Mmm…” I said. “I want to get a good feel of that.”

“I know you do,” he said.

Ronnie mounted himself on top of me and brushed his swollen-headed cock lightly across my lips. The teasing elevated my body to a strange state of hunger. I twirled my tongue over the head, very slowly sliding it over his salty slit, getting it wet and warmed up.

“Holy shit…” he breathed.

I could tell he was impressed, so I kept going. Not too long ago my mouth was wrapped around his dad’s…thing. I tried to push that thought out of my head. It was Ronnie who deserved my attention right now.

Moments later he was fucking me in the mouth, his hips practically swaddling my jaw as he drilled deep into me. I tried my best to keep my throat and jaw wide open for him, ignoring my urge to gag. As his pace quickened and his force intensified, I held onto his ass so tightly that I thought my wrists would break.

“Fuck, you’re gonna turn me into a beast with those skills,” he grunted.

I couldn’t say or do anything but obediently keep my mouth open, even though I was starting to slobber all over him. I had no doubt he could become a beast. I’d known it the moment I’d laid my eyes on him as he came walking up to me on that hiking trail and lifted me up like I weighed as much as a twig. And as I gazed at his furrowed brows and creased sweaty forehead, totally helpless and trapped underneath him, I could sense that animalistic desire he was about to unleash onto me any second.

I knew he was about to rip my ass open.

He knew exactly what I was thinking too. He pulled out and leaned over to the bedside table on his left, bringing out a bottle of lube. He began to rub a generous amount on his dick.

My eyes were wide open in shock and he hesitated when he saw the look on my face. I must have looked terrified.

“Babe…talk to me. We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with,” he said.

“No, I wanna do it,” I said. “I’m just scared it’s going to hurt.”

“I promise I’ll be gentle, babe,” he said. “Anytime you want me to slow down just say so.”

I loved that he was calling me ‘babe’ now. It made me feel looked after, and like he really cared about me. Maybe he actually did.

“You probably think I’m a big baby.” I was trying really hard not to cry again as I said that, so I sniffled instead.

God, what must he be thinking of me?

Ronnie ran his fingers through his hair. “Nah. I get it. I want your first time to be special.” He began stroking himself, gently this time. “Just tell me when you’re ready.”

He rested himself on top of me using his elbows, so that the only contact he had was his hard cock touching my own very sensitive member. The sensation sent literal shock waves of pleasure up my groin.

I couldn’t wait any longer.

“I’m ready for your cock,” I whimpered. “Fuck me now, Ronnie, hard.”

He helped me get into position, on my knees, asking twice if my ankle hurt. My ass was getting hit by the cool breeze coming out of the window and it made my tight little hole pucker. He spanked me again, and then I felt the soft wetness of the skin on his rod graze up and down my crack. I was shaking with every breath. I was excited. I was nervous. I was frantic with anticipation.

His cock finally entered me. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Sure, it was uncomfortable, and the initial tightness and pressure of my asshole getting stretched open had me gritting my teeth, but after a while I’d already begun to love it. It wasn’t the physical part of it that was so pleasurable at first—it was more the mental aspect of being in total submission that had me moaning, and the fact that I was allowing Ronnie to use my feminine body however he wanted.

But as he picked up speed a couple of minutes into the act, and began really, truly fucking me, his bulky thighs whacking my butt in a perfect rhythm—that was when I started feeling the actual stimulation of having a cock in my ass. His huge cock was massaging my prostrate, and fuck did it feel delightful! 

I couldn’t help but cry out, desperate for more, more, more.

“Oh god, Ronnie! Oh yeah…fuck me hard…fuck my pussy harder…harder…please!” I begged.

Ronnie grunted and did what I said. His grip was firm on my back and he reached an arm out to fondle my balls every so often. I turned back once to look at his face as he was slamming into me. The heated energy and raw lust in his eyes will be something I’ll never forget. That was the point I couldn’t help but leak onto the sheets. I was so fucking aroused, I felt unhinged.

Every once in a while, Ronnie pulled his cock out of my hole and ordered me to beg and plead for him to put it back in. It drove me crazy, and I’d whine and whimper until I felt his huge rod pummel into me once again.

His cock was straining inside me now, and I could tell what was about to happen. I was pretty close too.

“I’m cumming, unnnngh!” Ronnie’s groan filled me ears while he pumped me with his hot cum.

The gush I felt inside me was glorious. He kept thrusting and pumping even more into me, and then he finally slowed down. Every muscle in my body was frozen as the pulsing inside my asshole came to a stop. Then Ronnie’s left arm wound around me to pinch and tug at my nipples. With the right, he started to stroke me vigorously, his breath hoarse and ragged in his determination to make me orgasm.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I cried out while the pressure in my clit built up and I squirted everywhere. My vision turned black. My body shook and buckled forward as thick strings of cum shot out of me while my ass was slowly leaking out some of Ronnie’s cum.

A minute later we both lay there naked, lined up side by side, still reeling from our orgasms. I felt hot and sticky and dirty and incredible. My head was also sweating from the wig, but I didn’t feel like taking it all off just yet.

“Sorry about your sheets,” I said.

Ronnie grinned. “I bet you’re hungry too. How about lunch in bed? I’m in the mood for more of that tomato soup. And then we can get ready for round two.”

“Round two…?”

“Mhmm,” Ronnie said. He swung over to where the bedside table was and brought out a set of hand-cuffs. They glinted in the afternoon sunlight. “What do you say?”

I just smiled. Even though I was exhausted already, I couldn’t wait to see what else was in store for me that day.

“I don’t think you’ll be able to walk tomorrow.” Ronnie’s tone was apologetic but that sexy smirk still creeped through. “And it’s not because of your ankle.”

All I could do was laugh.

Maybe, just maybe, my hiking adventure hadn’t been such a huge fuck-up after all. 

THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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Hugo’s relationship with his girlfriend Savannah is all sunshine and roses until she cheats on him with a guy named Ethan.

Desperate to get her back, he devises an elaborate catfishing plan that involves creating the identity of a woman named ‘Megan’. Megan’s hot, fiery, and a part-time model — and she’s sure to lure Ethan into a trap with her utterly feminine charms.

But Ethan’s not all that innocent, and he’s got a few seduction games of his own. Hugo will soon be transformed and feminized into the sexy seductress he created — but the fantasy’s about to become a bit too real…

Will this be the happily-ever-after with Savannah he’d been dreaming of...or is he going to fall hard for someone else altogether?
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Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Scott Leavy beat hundreds of other applicants to get a job offer at Tenacity, a prestigious media company with one of the biggest investigative journalism units in the country.

His first assignment? Go undercover as an attractive female hostess at one of the most exclusive, secretive, star-studded charity galas known to only invite high-profile men.

Feminized and transformed by his boss into a glamorous, glittering, seductive woman, Scott’s prepared to give this assignment his all. His official target is Preston Parker, CEO of biotech startup GenRay, who has a sparkling clean reputation... or does he? Who exactly is hiding the multi-million-dollar secrets at the charity, and how is Preston involved?

But Scott’s traversing dangerous territory, and now there’s a target on his back too. When he finds he can easily captivate any man he wants with his sexy new looks and dazzling beauty, he’s tempted by some increasingly reckless choices...

If he’s not careful, this newbie journalist might find himself tangled up in new and unfamiliar feelings, with something huge, hard, and ready to burst inside him.
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Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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(Contains themes of: female domination, sissy feminization, and BDSM humiliation.)

BLURB:

Everyone has secret fetishes.

But how far would you go to expose one?

Devon is a heartthrob and serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.

He’s left behind a string of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.

But he doesn’t care. Why should he?

Life’s about to change, though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.

He’s about to learn that there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...

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

***

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

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