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Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Secret Crush
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Summary

“I’m being beaten, feminized, humiliated, and anally ravished by my secret, nubile futa crush! I’m trying to resist‌—‌it’s so unbearably shameful‌—‌but my body craves her mean treatment! I don’t think I can hold back anymore‌—‌it feels like she’s going to make me explode with cum!…”

Hayley Parker arrives in Japan to teach English and immediately clashes with the gorgeous Ayame Yamamoto. She disrespects his authority and when Hayley tries to discipline her she humiliates him in front of everyone.

Hayley decides to confront Ayame once and for all but when he goes to the voluptuous girl’s house he doesn’t realize until too late that she’s led him into a trap.

When he won't give in to her dark desires she’s more than willing to beat him into submission in order to control his curvaceous, feminine body and embarrassingly large, sissy bottom.

Will Hayley be able to turn the tables on the disobedient Ayame or will she strip him, humiliate him, and intensely butt fuck him with her throbbing, thick futa cock? Will Hayley actually be shamefully defeated by a girl and used by her in every way possible?

Ayame is intent on taking him, pounding his fat, sissy ass; filling him with her hot, sticky cum; and making him her submissive little sex-pet girlfriend.

A 9,500 word, dirty, intense, passionate futa-on-male story featuring feminization, BDSM, domination, submission, spanking, enemas, bondage, anal and much, much more.

***

…I collapse onto the shower floor, my cock, thighs, stomach, and nipples pressing into the warm, wet rock. She lays on me and her body presses into mine. It feels incredible‌—‌having the weight of this warm, wet, nubile, curvaceous girl pressing against me. She wraps her arms around me and pulls us as close as we can be. She moans in pleasure next to my ear, nibbles at my earlobe, kisses my neck, then turns my face and kisses my lips again and again and again.

I open myself to her. Kiss her back. My body responds to her rough fucking without me thinking. I arch my back beneath her, popping my bottom up and opening my wet, shaved hole to her completely. She rolls her hips and pistons in and out of me. Her thighs and stomach slap against my enormous, fat butt, filling the serene yard with the wet, lewd noises of our copulation.

“I’m going to breed your asshole. I’m going to impregnate you there with my hot, sticky, futa cum!” she gasps passionately into my ear. “Fucking admit you love it!” She drives her cock all the way into me and bottoms out against my stretched hole. Her cock reaches places that I’ve never even felt inside myself before. She goes so deep inside of me…
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“Ravished by Demetria” a 10,000 word erotic story featuring hardcore F/M sissy ravishment. It includes femdom, first time feminization, crossdressing, anal, humiliation, shaving, pegging, spanking, collaring, bondage, lingerie, noncon, dubcon, and passionate love.
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“Ravished by Gaspar” a 12,000 word erotic story featuring intense, raw, forbidden M/M sissy ravishment. It includes crossdressing, first time sissification, anal, humiliation, spanking, shaving, lingerie, maid outfits, noncon, dubcon, and ardent passion.

Together they’re a novella’s worth of free material. The stories aren’t published anywhere else‌‌—‌‌they’re solely available through my newsletter sign-up.

The newsletter itself (http://eepurl.com/dbx7Q5) is always brief, goes out only rarely, and features free and on sale titles, newly published stories, and small extra bits of free erotica I write for my email list subscribers (usually around 1000 words and too lewd and intense to publish elsewhere). I’ll never send you spam or give anyone your information. Happy reading!
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Chapter One: Humiliation
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I just graduated from college and now I teach English in Japan. It’s gorgeous and strange here. It almost feels mystical, as if I haven’t just traveled to a new place but traveled through some portal into a whole new world. Little did I know when I arrived that entering this new world would lead to my defeat, feminization, degradation, and total ravishment at the hands of one of my own nubile students.

I teach eighteen-year-olds in their first year of university in Tokyo. Even though I'm only five years older than them most of them treat me like an adult, with respect and awe, and I try to carry myself carefully to maintain that perception. I wear clean-cut suits, use a nice briefcase, and hold my posture carefully. I'm dedicated to doing well at my job and the more they respected me the better I can teach them.

And all of them do respect me, except one‌—‌Ayame Yamamoto. She’s the most brash, bold, popular, and sexually gorgeous girl in school. She’s subtly and not so subtly mocked me from the very first day of class. She seems set on turning the class against me and she’s slowly turned our regular lessons into a struggle for control over the other students.

She has the advantage of speaking both Japanese and excellent English‌—‌the class was a prerequisite that she didn’t really need. I had hoped she would be kicked out because of bad test scores but she did perfectly on them, even one time when I tried to cheat and give her a more difficult sheet than the rest.

Her body’s full and voluptuous. She has large, ample breasts that strain at her blazer, a slim waist and stomach, and a huge, ample jiggly bottom that her pulled up skirt just barely manages to cover. Her thighs are thick and full and gorgeously spill over the tops of her thigh-high white stockings. Her features are delicate and precise and her lips are plump and lovely. She has enormous, piercing brown eyes. Her skin is a perfect mixture of gold and milky white.

I want badly to strip her clothes off right here in the classroom and worship her entire, perfect body with my tongue.

To my shame, very early on, I started masturbating to her when I showered. I can’t resist how attractive she is and the more she defies me the more alluring she becomes.

Not only is she one of my students but I also have a girlfriend back home in America, Vivian. She's gorgeous, blonde, and full figured. I'm in love with Vivian but Ayame's disdain and defiance give her some strange hold over me.

She likes to ask me words that lead to strange, uncomfortable questions. She'll ask things like, "How do you say ‘g-spot’ in English?” and then, “Do you know how to pleasure a woman, Professor Parker?”

I should just laugh it off‌—‌tell her that her questions are above my pay grade or something like that, but she always seems to hit a little too accurately and a little too close to home, and I usually blush and get tripped up.

Part of the problem is that I've never been particularly manly. Vivian's only the second girl I've ever been with, and I worry whether I satisfy her or not. I'm the same height as Vivian and Ayame. My body's slim in all the right places for a woman, not a man. I have a small waist, slim shoulders, and small hands, feet, and ankles. The only big part of me is an embarrassingly plump bottom and set of thighs. I always get made fun of in locker rooms‌—‌even now‌—‌for how girly I look. I've seen my bottom from behind and it looks like a woman's‌—‌it jiggles and shakes almost sexily when I move. It's so embarrassing.

I try to work out and hone my figure, but the exercises I do always seem to only slim me down and plump up my bottom and thighs even more. I've even been harassed and groped by men on subways and busses before‌—‌a few times in front of Vivian, even‌—‌and I'm always too humiliated and ashamed to try to stop them. I just dash off at the next stop.

Ayame seems to hone in on all my physical insecurities even though I obviously never speak of them to the class. I try to hide my petite, curvaceous, girly body behind sharp suits and good posture.

“Mr. Parker, isn’t Hayley technically more of a girl’s name?” she asks innocently.

I should simply say, Not in this case, with a cock of my eyebrow. But as usual‌—‌her curvaceous body, her confident smirk‌—‌she leaves me flustered. “Uh, I think it can be a man or woman’s name.”

Cock of her eyebrow. “You think? So it could just be a woman's name? Did you parents name you after a woman‌—‌did they intend for you to be a woman?" Titters of laughter from the class.

“No…I…it’s a man’s name and a woman’s name.”

Other times she prods me more generally. “What gives you the right to teach us English? You don’t even speak Japanese.”

Whenever I think I've figured out her method of attack and come up with a defense, she flows around it like water, using some new method to humiliate me in front of the class. By the third month into my job, the initially cooperative class has become distracted and unruly. I finally go to the principle and asked him to step in or remove Ayame, but he responds with annoyance.

“I have bigger problems than this, Hayley. Do you know how far this school is behind in funding? I can’t be dealing with single student problems‌—‌and this Ayame Yamamoto is an A-plus student. I don’t know what you expect me to do here!”

I've been afraid to face Ayame alone since the beginning of the semester. When she had first started causing trouble I'd tried to meet the problem head-on, figuring she was just some clever but troubled student. But when I asked her to stay after class she had verbally trounced me and danced around all my attempts to get her to explain why she was being disruptive.

But finally, I realize that I have to try to face her again. I think out my arguments carefully this time, and I decide to catch her in a trap. As class is ending one day I subtly set my phone to "record" and leave it in my desk drawer. Even if she trounces me again I'll catch her back-talking to me and possibly get her disciplined or kicked out of the class.

I stop her with a curt, “Ayame, see me after class.”

She says, “Ooo,” and then something in Japanese to the other school girls, which I don’t understand but which makes them all giggle. I feel myself blushing. I’m pretty sure I heard the word “spanking” but I’m not sure enough to call her out on it.

Ayame walks up to my desk. She stands with her hands cutely clasped behind her bottom, her knees turned in, and an innocent look on her face.

“What would you like, Professor Parker?”

“You know what I’d like. Why do you keep disrupting class?”

“Why not?”

Ayame’s good at turning all my questions back on themselves but I’m getting quicker on my feet from having to deal with her. “Because you’re ruining things for everyone. You’re distracting the whole class. Now answer my question.”

“You really want to know why?” she says, almost sad.

“Yes.”

Her voice turns cruel and cold, and she says in a perfect American accent, “Because I think you’re pathetic and toying with you is the only way to not waste my time here.”

The best way to deal with Ayame is to not let her see that she’s getting a rise out of you. I try to not react but the force of her words punches into me and I blush a little at how confrontational she’s being. “And you don’t care about wasting everyone else’s time?”

She shrugs, amusement playing across her face that I’d even suggest such a thing. “I don’t give a fuck about them. They’re a bunch of simpering idiots who admire a pathetic man.”

I’m becoming stuck faster than I thought. I haven’t anticipated her having such a total disregard for norms and lack of respect for the class. “Well then you’re a bad student and don’t belong here,” I try to fire back.

She smirks and ignores me. “You know what I think?” She leans over the desk and lets her breasts sway before me. They’re almost tumbling out of her little blouse and I can see the tiny, lacy black bra only just reaching her nipples and covering them. It’s such a gorgeous expanse of pale, ample flesh. I whip my eyes back up to her gaze and she smirks again. I blush at her knowing where I was looking. It feels like it gives her even more power over me.

Just stay calm. You have control here. She’s the student. You’re the professor.

She continues. “I think you probably have a pathetic little cock, and that you’ve never been able to properly please a woman in your life with that girly, feminine, slutty body you have.”

My mouth drops open at how forward and lewd she’s being and I can’t think of a response for a moment. “That’s inappropriate!” I finally manage, trying for a biting tone.

She ignores me. “I think you like being made fun of and demeaned by me. I think‌—‌secretly?‌—‌It turns you on. I think you wish I would completely degrade you and humiliate you in front of the whole class. I think deep down inside you crave it. I think you want me to punish that pathetic, pale flesh.”

She reaches out towards my chest and I flinch away and blush. She smirks and leans back, enjoying the victory.

“Why don’t you savor that,” she says. “Go and masturbate to it in your shower‌—‌masturbate over me destroying you here, like I bet you do. You do masturbate to me, don’t you, Hayley?” her tongue drips with honey sweet, teasing disdain. She walks to the door, her back arched, her hips and full bottom swaying seductively.

"Oh, and you're not allowed to record students here without their permission. You should read the rulebook more carefully. Just so you know‌—‌I wouldn't want you to get in trouble if you were thinking of recording a student, or anything like that," she purrs sweetly. And then she's gone.

I’m so flustered and angry that I don’t even realize what she’s said for a moment.

I consider turning in the recording anyway, but Ayame’s so thoroughly humiliated me on it that I have a double incentive not to show it to anyone. I check the rulebook and she’s right. The recording couldn’t be used against her and I would face disciplinary action.

I’m furious with the nasty girl for the rest of the day. But when I get home I can’t even sleep‌—‌I feel so aroused that I toss and turn in bed. I defiantly try to masturbate to Vivian, then anyone else, but I can’t stay erect thinking about anyone but Ayame.

The next week gets horribly worse. I completely start to lose control of the class and‌—‌after our confrontation‌—‌I get more and more easily flustered by Ayame.

She’s just a young woman‌—‌practically a schoolgirl. You’re a full adult. Don’t let her control you!

But it’s no good. Ayame’s stolen my class from me.

I go to the principle again‌—‌he's even more stressed today‌—‌and get shouted out of his office when I try to bring Ayame up. But then I realize I have another recourse: the Yamamotos. If she's eighteen she may still live at home. I look up Ayame's file and there's a single address. When I punch it in on the internet it shows me a location in a small village a little over an hour outside of the city. It's not student housing and it's close enough for Ayame to commute from. It could be her family's home.

I look for a contact phone number but all there is is the address. I smile and write a letter addressed to “Mr. and Mrs. Yamamoto,” detailing some of their daughter’s misbehavior and threatening that I may have to have her expelled if they don’t find some way to discipline her. I’m not actually allowed to expel or discipline Ayame‌—‌I’m just an English teacher and have practically no power at the school. That all falls to the over-stressed, underfunded principle, who certainly isn’t going to be willing to cut a paying student. But Ayame’s parents don’t need to know that.

Just as I’d hoped from worried parents, I receive a prompt reply. A letter comes back two days later, signed Giman Yamamoto‌—‌presumably her father. I nearly have her. He seems worried but a little confused. He’s having trouble understanding my still preliminary Japanese in writing and he doesn’t read or write English himself. He wants to meet me in person but is housebound from a work injury. He practically begs me to come to his home and meet him there.

Going to Ayame’s house makes me nervous, but I tell myself not to be an idiot. Her parents will be there‌—‌or her father at least. I relish the look of surprise that’s going to hit her face when I show up at her door.


Chapter Two: Fight
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The trip to Ayame's village takes longer than I thought. I don't have a car and have to get there via several buses. The roads turn from highways to side roads to rural back roads and finally‌—‌to my surprise‌—‌to dirt. It feels a little bit like I'm journeying back in time. The final bus stops at the dirt road. I try to interrogate the driver but we struggle to communicate. Finally, I head up the dirt road on foot.

There’s something adding pressure to my day: Vivian is visiting me for two weeks and she arrives later in the afternoon. I thought this would be a quicker trip but I’m sure I can still make it back to meet her. I don’t know why I decided to meet Ayame’s parents on the day Vivian arrived. I think secretly I was worried that if I went to Ayame without a deadline she may offer something that I wouldn’t be able to refuse. I’m afraid she’ll try to seduce me and I’m afraid I would give in. I wouldn’t, of course‌—‌not in reality. But the twisted pull she has over me still makes me afraid.

I walk up the dirt track and it begins to wind into foothills leading into low mountains. Mist blankets the valley in between and a forest springs up from the grasslands. I pass through a gorgeous, dark grove and on the other side, a small village appears.

The houses, I realize, are modern and have electricity and everything else, but it almost looks like something out of a painting‌—‌a magical hidden village that some lost traveler would stumble on out of the ancient mists.

I’m covered in perspiration from the walk and when I reach Ayame’s address I stop and try to wipe my face and forehead. I wore a suit and my body is sticky and drenched in sweat now. I knock on the door and I’m annoyed to notice my hand trembles just a little.

Ayame opens it.

“Parker-san,” she says, and bows her head respectfully. She’s dressed in her school uniform.

I smirk. “What a polite greeting from a very rude girl,” I say.

She flinches a little and keeps her eyes cast down on the ground.

“Please, Parker-san, will you come in? I will bring you tea while my father comes down.”

This put her in her fucking place, I think with supreme satisfaction. I have no plans to drink anything Ayame offers me, but I nod my head and let her lead me into the house.

I start to feel bad, for a moment, wondering if her dad’s been injured for a long time, and where her mother is. Maybe some absense or pressure in her home life is the reason for all of this. On the other hand: I don’t give a damn. Ayame’s way beyond out-of-control. It’ll be better for her for me to put her in her place.

The house is rather spacious and it's in a classic Japanese design‌—‌rice paper walls with gorgeous ink paintings and bamboo floors. There are also modern touches‌—‌couches, chairs, a computer and television. I slip off my shoes and Ayame leads me to the living room then shuffles away with small, demure steps.

I arrange myself and wait. And wait. And wait. Does it just take her dad this long to move around?

And then Ayame appears at the living room entrance and leans casually against the doorframe, one foot crossed over the other. When she speaks she’s dropped the respectful, cute whisper and returned to her American accent. “Still waiting for my dad, dumbass?”

How this hell did she manage that? I wish I could double check the address and neighboring addresses to make sure I’m actually at the right house and she didn’t somehow switch locations to an empty neighbor’s house or something.

A jolt of panic shoots through me at possibly being alone with her‌—‌she could say I tried to touch her or something and get me in trouble with the college. But I push the nerves aside and throw myself into the attack: “Ayame, I don’t have time for this. I’m not here for you. I’m here to meet your parents. I have an important appointment later. Stop messing around.”

“I don’t have any parents, dipshit.”

“But‌—‌”

“But what, you got a letter?” She says in a poor-baby pouty voice. “Damn you’re thick as fuck. I bet you even checked the handwriting, didn’t you? It’s not that hard to change your handwriting, you know. Did you even look up what ‘Giman’ means? It’s not even a proper Japanese name. It means ‘deceit’‌—‌I thought I’d give you a chance of figuring it out, just to make it interesting.”

“You have to have parents. You’re eighteen.”

She shrugs and doesn’t answer.

“Whose house is this, then?”

“Mine. Duh. I don’t even live here most of the time, obviously. The commute would be terrible. I have an apartment in the city.”

“How do you have the money?”

“None of your fucking business.” She shrugs again. “I findom dumb white boys like you.”

“What’s…” I shake my head. Nevermind.

“You’re not focusing on the important thing. The important thing, that we need to deal with right now, is that you’re obsessed with me, and you want my body very badly, and you love being humiliated and degraded by me, like a dirty little slut.”

I blush at how forward she’s being, and I blush because I worry for just a moment that what she’s saying is true. I shake my head. It’s not, I try to insist to myself.

I jab a finger at her, “You have fucking problems, Ayame! You need help! You’re sick!”

“Don’t call me sick for calling out your own secret desires, sissy slut.”

“I’m not either of those things!”

She makes a thinking face for a moment. "Hmmm, you're right. I know you're a sissy. I'm going to find out if you're a slut."

“I’m fucking leaving!” I say, standing, but she opens up her stance, blocking the living room doorway.

"No, you're not. This is what you're going to do‌—‌"

"Yes, I am!"

“Sit the fuck down, Hayley!”

She’s planted in the doorway and I’m not prepared to physically beat up a girl. I stay where I stand.

“Sit. Down,” she repeats the command. I wait, refusing to obey her, but she crosses her arms and seems perfectly content to wait in this standoff all day. I need to get this mess over with so I can go meet Vivian.

I sit‌—‌making a big show of doing it to indulge her‌—‌as if she's an imbecile I'm doing a kindness for. She smirks all the same.

“Good boy. What you’re going to strip that stupid suit off, completely. You’re going to strip off everything else until you’re naked. You’re going to go to the bathroom and shower, then shave whatever hair you have on your sissy body off so you’re cute and smooth. Then I’m going to fuck you.”

The thought of having sex with Ayame sends a deep thrill of excitement through me and I feel myself getting an erection. I blush at the thought of our sweaty, naked bodies pressed together‌—‌her wet, golden flesh slapping against my own.

I push the thought out of my head. You have to get out of here. Just cut ties. She’s crazy and unbalanced.

"I have no interest in you," I say as flatly as possible.

She makes a pouty face like I’ve hurt her feelings.

“Ayame, I’m leaving now,” I say with all the force I can muster.

“If you don’t cooperate like a good pet,” she says in a sweet voice, “I’m going to beat you up, strip you, and fuck you until you explode.”

“I’d like to see you try,” I scoff and head for the doorway.

Ayame brings her thick, ample thigh up‌—‌fully exposed in her little skirt‌—‌and swings her leg into me with a solid THUD. I’m totally unprepared and it drives all my breath out of me hard and leaves only a burning sensation behind. I stumble back and tumble into the couch, gasping desperately for air. She skips forward.

“Ayame, knock it off!” I snap.

She leaps forward and straddles my lap with her thick, ample thighs. The sweet, soft, plump mound of her pussy presses and rubs over my groin and she slaps me hard with her open palm, then backhands me. I grab her perfect waist and‌—‌straining with all my strength‌—‌I throw her off of me. She tumbles across the floor and lets out a little whimper as her head bangs the ground.

"Go fuck yourself!" I spit at her and make for the door. She's up‌—‌unhurt‌—‌in an instant, and her front door is bolted. I fumble with the locks and she's on me again. She drives her fists into my abdomen in quick succession. "Ayame knock it off! I'm not fighting a girl!"

"Well then you're losing to a girl!" she says in the same honey sweet tone. I shove her away and turn to fumble with the locks but she's back on me in a moment, wraps me in a headlock, and then tips us backward. I land on top of her but she uses the momentum to roll us so we flip over and she's perched above me.

I could actually lose to a girl, the thought sends a shock through me. Ayame is strong, about my height, lithe and athletic, and she seems to know how to fight. Think, Hayley, what do you do? She’s choking me in the headlock and I tug back on her arm, getting a gasp of air in.

If I fight back, it’ll be my word against hers and I could get in trouble. But I have her father’s fake letters back at school. And I have my complaints to the head of the school. I have a record against her. If I don’t fight back then she could actually incapacitate me. If she does that I have no idea what she’ll do‌—‌she could take compromising photos or try to frame me for something. I need to fight just hard enough to subdue her and get out of here. Then I’ll go to the school head with the letters and tell him the whole story.

“You asked for this!” I say. I feel a guilty delight in the thought of getting to beat the hell out of Ayame. I tug her arm forward as hard as I can and drive my head back into her face. She lets out a real whimper this time and I twist with all my might so that we’re facing each other. She head butts me back and I see spots and feel dizzy.

We grapple furiously on the floor, both of us silent and concentrating now. I can’t get her off of me. She’s a girl but our bodies are almost perfectly, evenly matched. I think maybe if I get up I can punch her out. I suddenly have no problem with the thought of hitting a girl as hard as I can, if it’s this girl. I shove her away and we both spring to our knees then our feet. She comes at my head with punches and I let her hit me and drive my fist deep into her stomach. She gasps, whimpers, and nearly collapses. I drive my knee into her stomach and then grab her by the hair and throw her as hard as I can into a wall.

She crumples into the ground, the wind knocked out of her. I drive my foot into her stomach and she gasps out all the air in her body. For a second I look at her crumpled body on the ground and I think I have her. I swing my foot again but she catches it this time. I drop to a knee and try to hit her in the face but she blocks it with her forearms, then swings her lissome legs up around me, wrapping around one of my arms and partially trapping me. She hits me in the face and I see stars as we tumble over.

I strain as hard as I can, break free from her legs, and stumble up. She swings her legs over her head and kick-flips up onto her feet. I come at her and she aims two fast kicks at my face and side then throws herself into me. We crash through a wall into a bedroom on the other side. She lands on top of me and rains punches onto my face and stomach. I grab her waist, hurl her off of me, and leap up, but I stumble as I do. I realize that my body is trembling.

I never knew how exhausting fighting is. It feels like it’s straining every system that I have‌—‌mental and physical‌—‌and we’ve only been struggling for maybe two minutes, tops.

Ayame’s on me in an instant, before I can catch my breath. I feel a jolt of panic. I could actually lose to a girl. What’s she going to do to me? She rains more punches on me before I can throw her off again. She kicks me as I stumble up and I catch her leg and drive my fist into her gorgeous, exposed thigh, making her flinch. But she actually leaps into the air and twists around smashing her free foot and shin into my head.

We both crash into the floor and she crawls to me and hits me in the face again and again and again. I bring my forearms up to block her fists. Her ample butt sits pressed against my stomach and keeps me down. Finally, I let her hit me again so I can free up my arms and punch her in the stomach then the face. She topples off of me and I try to stand up but feel dizzy. She’s…she’s winning.

I crawl for her door, desperately reaching up for the locks and trying to escape the fight.

Ayame grabs the end of my leg and drags me back into her living room. “Running away from a girl? Pathetic!” she says disdainfully.

She swings me with all her strength and knocks me into a wall. I feel myself crumple into the floor. I've never been in a fight before. I've never lost a fight before. I feel shame washing over me as I realize what's about to happen.

No! You can’t lose to a girl! This is so humiliating! She’s going to take pictures of me or say something crazy like I tried to break into her house. Just push! You can beat her!

I throw all my energy into a final effort.

And I can barely stand.

I swing at her and she easily sidesteps it. “Look at you: you’re done. You’re pathetic, Hayley. Just admit that you want this. That you love losing and being beaten by me.” Ayame’s drenched in sweat, her outfit’s torn and scuffed, and her body’s bruised and trembling. But she’s more stable and quicker than me.

I swing again, she easily sidesteps again, and then leaps into me, wrapping her thighs around my waist and using her momentum to carry us both to the ground. “Loser,” she whispers into my ear, almost lovingly, then hits me one more time. It’s almost a love tap. I collapse, limp, beneath her gorgeous, buxom body.

I’ve lost to a girl.


Chapter Three: Ravishment
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She rips her own blouse off, letting her incredible, large titties spill out. They're just barely contained by a tiny pink bralette. I woozily feel her roll me over. She binds my hands behind my back, incapacitating me and finishing my defeat. I strain against my bondage but she tied it expertly. I can't get my hands free. I feel hot tears of humiliation spilling down my cheeks.

I fought as hard as I could and I was still beaten by a girl.

She turns me back over and lets out a long, taunting, “Aw.” She wipes up a tear and licks it off her finger. “Little sissy bitch tears taste delicious to me. Admit your a loser. Say, ‘I’m a loser.’”

“Fuck you.”

She shrugs. “I don’t really care either way. It’s pretty obvious that you lost, Hayley. Do you think denying it makes it any better? Any less humiliating? It doesn’t.”

She steps up off of me, a little wobbly on her feet, and goes to a cabinet in the corner. She comes back with a pair of scissors and I flinch.

“I’m not going to hurt you. I’m not that crazy.”

I feel strangely grateful for the assurance, then disgusted with myself for feeling gratitude. She cuts up the front of my shirt, then cuts down the sleeves of the shirt and jacket and pulls them away from me. She cuts down the waist of my pants and down both legs, then pulls them off along with my socks.

I'm in too much shock to think of anything to say. Finally, I manage to blurt out. "Ayame, stop, this is crazy!"

She leans over me, close, breathing her breath into my mouth. “Admit you fucking want it. Admit you love this. Stop fucking lying to both of us!” I realize I’m trembling in her hands and I can’t think of a response.

She reaches the scissors down and cuts the last piece of my clothing away. She tugs the destroyed underwear off of me and tosses it to the side. She’s sitting so close to me. Her thighs are pressed against mine. Her body is nearly completely exposed. Her gorgeous, ample curves are nearly completely revealed to me. Humiliation curses through me. Her look is so imperious and dominant.

It’s all too much for me to resist. When she pulls my underwear away, my cock is already half erect. I blush in shame and she cocks an eyebrow. “Well, would you look at that, Parker-san. Getting aroused from being defeated and stripped by one of your students. How shameful and humiliating for you!”

“Fuck you, Ayame! You’re such a bitch!”

She rolls me over onto my stomach and slowly massages my fat bottom, tugging it around and apart. “MmmHmm. Let it all out. Maybe it’ll make you feel better about being such a pathetic, masochistic loser.” She pulls one fat buttock way to the side with one hand, then caresses my nubile asshole with her thumb. She tugs playfully at the little hairs around my knot‌—‌pulling a few out‌—‌and I gasp in surprise.

“You’re so cute when you’re humiliated and surprised!” she coos. “What a dirty, shameful asshole, though. We need to make it smooth and clean like all good girls have.”

She rolls me onto my back again then gets into a squat, sits me up, and tugs me over her shoulder as she stands. Her gorgeous, thick bottom and legs flex as she lifts me. I’m surprised a girl can carry me but her lithe form manages to support my dainty body, even after our fight.

She walks through her house to her backyard.

"No, Ayame, please! Someone could see!" I'm terrified enough at the thought of public exposure to beg. "So what?" she says. "But no one will. My backyard is private." I see that it's sheltered by fences and trees on both sides, and at the very back, it leads into the forest that runs up into the mountains. There's an outdoor, rainforest style shower. She sets me on my feet under it and undoes my hands. As soon as I'm free I try to swing at her but she catches my wrist. We slowly struggle there‌—‌a contest of strength, and slowly, slowly, she twists my wrist and bends my arm up, above my head.

I strain and struggle for breath and my little gasping moans sound shockingly, embarrassingly womanly to me. Slowly, she forces my other arm above me, too. She presses her breasts into my chest and forces me back against the granite-tile wall of the shower. My bottom and back press into it and I strain as hard as I can but she has me pinned.

And then, through my gasping moans, she presses her lips to mine.

Ayame’s kissing me.

I'm so shocked that I can't think of anything to do. I just let her kiss me. And, slowly, I give into it without thinking. Her firm mouth dominates mine, sucking on me and exploring me with her tongue. Finally, we pull apart, both gasping for air.

She binds my hands above me, to a hook hanging from the ceiling of the shower, and then steps back and casts her eyes over my body with an admiring gaze. “You have such a girly, fuckable body.” The arousal in her voice, palpable even in my hazy state, sends a shiver through me, and I don’t know why.

“Do you want to see how I’m going to fuck you, Hayley-chan?” her eyes are heavy with passion now and slowly she starts to strip off the rest of her clothes. She slips her bra straps off her shoulders and pushes it down to her abdomen. Her breasts spill all the way free. They’re large and perfect and I get even more erect. Ayame is naked before me!

And then she unclips her skirt, lets it drop to the ground, and steps out of it.

My mouth drops open.

Between her legs, just barely contained and bursting out of her the little pink triangle of her panties, is a throbbing, thick, perfect cock.

I'm so stunned that I literally can think of nothing to say, nothing to think. The girl tugs her pink panties to the side and her big cock pops free and stands out from her body, erect and beautiful.

She doesn't say anything, only watches me. She wraps one of her dainty, girly hands around her girthy shaft and slowly strokes it. Finally, I manage, "Ayame, you're…"

"A man? No. I'm duel-form."

“What…?”

“I’m a girl in everything. But I have a cock. You like it, don’t you?” It’s hardly a question. More a confident statement of fact.

“I didn’t know…such a thing was possible,” I gasp out in my confused, defeated haze.

“Few people do.”

She unclips her bra and tosses it aside, then tugs her pink panties off her cock, peels them down her enormous, gorgeous bottom, and steps out of them. She’s left naked except for her sexy, white, thigh-high stockings.

“Tell you what, little Hayley, I’ll give you one last chance to beat me. You’ve failed at every one of them so pathetically that I pity you. We'll compare our cock sizes. If yours is bigger than I let you go and you get to fuck me however you want. If mine's bigger, then I'm going to ravish you and make you my little fuck toy, just like I was going to do. Deal?"

It’s one last chance. I can’t possibly have a smaller cock than a girl! This is my chance.

“Fine,” I say defiantly. “Deal.”

Neither of us is fully erect yet. She starts to masturbate hers and it grows a little more. "Hmmm, since you lost so pathetically and are all tied up, I guess I'll have to masturbate for the both of us, huh?"

She puts our cocks together and spits down on them, then begins to slowly, luxuriously stroke them up and down. I gasp and shudder. My cock gets fully erect and is throbbing in her firm hand and against her own hard shaft.

And hers just keeps growing.

She’s bigger than me by inches and far thicker. I sob in shame and she takes my chin in her hand and presses a second, warm, wet kiss to my lips. “So fucking pathetic,” she says sweetly. “Time for your dirty asshole to get shaved and then fucked. I think you’re more of a girl than I am, Hayley. So pathetic. I’m going to make you my little girlfriend now and show everyone.”

“Please,” I beg, “it’s so shameful!”

“I know it is!” she coos sweetly. “You must feel so embarrassed and humiliated. Hmmm, it makes my cock throb. I think that’s so hot.”

She turns on the shower and a stream of wonderful, warm water washes over my defeated body. She massages soap over me and rubs our bodies together, cleaning us both. She has an elegant silver razor sitting on a granite shelf in the shower and slowly, carefully, she shaves my body. She starts from the ankles and moves up my legs, then shaves my armpits, then moves to my crotch and bottom. I have very little hair on my body to start and it doesn’t take long to make me completely smooth.

She shaves a cute little heart-shaped patch of pubic hair ending about an inch above my cock. Then she turns me. “Arch your back‌—‌pop your bottom out,” she orders me matter-of-factly. I obey without thinking and then blush because of it. I feel too confused and exhausted to resist her. It just seems easier to go along. She tugs my bottom apart and slowly drags the razor over my trembling anus until I’m completely smooth there.

“Such a gorgeous, tight little asshole now.”

She takes my arms down, twists them behind my back, and binds them again. She forces me to my knees and presses my face to the wet floor. Then she takes down a pink, cylindrical object from another shelf on the side of the shower. I realize that it's a butt plug and I blush intensely. It has hole that goes all the way through the center of it and I don't know what it's for.

“Ooo, I see you know what this is,” she says, seeing the crimson rushing across my cheeks. “So shameful, isn’t it? You look so cute when you blush though, Hayley.”

She squats down behind me and, lewdly, she buries her tongue in my bottom. Her warm, rough tongue drags up and down over my naked sphincter. I gasp and tremble but her hand squeezes into my butt cheeks and holds me in place.

Ayame is tonguing my bottom. How unbearably shameful! How is this happening!

But as I think those thoughts my cock throbs in pleasure. It feels as if I’ll explode if I get any more erect. She presses the butt plug into my naked, defenseless bottom. She penetrates me. I gasp and moan. I can’t help myself. I can’t control it. Pleasure shoots out from my anus through my whole body.

“Oh Ayame,” I gasp lewdly. “Oh fuck!”

“It feels wrong, doesn’t it? It feels like something so shameful shouldn’t feel so good but it does.” She reaches a finger out and flicks my cock playfully, then flicks my balls the same way. The plug settles all the way into my bottom and my sphincter sucks tightly around it. She slaps and spanks my cock, punishing it, then she brings her hand back and slaps my fat, exposed bottom hard, leaving a red handprint on my pale flesh.

I gasp and moan. This young woman is completely dominating and controlling me and most shameful of all: my body is absolutely loving it.

She spanks my bottom hard until I’m red and trembling and begging her to stop.

“Please‌—‌please, it’s so tender.”

“Your cock loves it though, doesn’t it? Look how it’s throbbing‌—‌revealing you as the slutty little fuck-pig that you are,” she coos.

She takes a small black bowl down from one of the shower shelves, fills it, and pours the water over my bottom. I gasp: some of it is running into my anus. I realize what the hole in the plug is for: it lets her pour water directly into me to give me an enema. She keeps filling the bowl and pouring it into me. My stomach starts to swell out, making me look like her little, submissive, impregnated girlfriend.

She spanks me as she does it‌—‌spanking my fat thighs and bottom‌—‌and it makes me moan in the lewdest, most embarrassing ways. I try to control it. I try to tell myself to stop‌—‌to be a man. But I just can’t control myself.

“Oh fuck it feels like my stomach’s going to burst!” I beg her.

She runs her hand over my swollen abdomen. "I like you looking like this. Maybe I'll try to impregnate you later on," she muses. "Oh well. You feel like you really can't take any more?"

"No. Fuck. Please!"

She shrugs as if my shame is no big deal. "Fine then. I guess I'll let you expel, like a good girl. I want to get you cleaned out anyway." But she pours another bowl into me as she says it. My rectum is trembling with the pressure but at the same time, it feels so good. The water presses on every sensitive, delicate part of me. I try to strain to expel, but for some reason having the plug buried in my sphincter, keeping it spread, keeps me from doing it.

“I know, Hayley. I’ll let you expel, but you just have to say a few things first: admit that you’re a loser, and you lost to a girl, and now you’re going to get fucked by her cock. Admit that that’s what losers deserve. Admit that you love being submissive to me.”

My pride flairs up and I try to resist her. “Fuck you!”

"Hmm, that's not what I said to say, is it?" She reaches her hand around and deeply massages my stomach, pressing around all my delicate parts and overwhelming me with the pressure. I groan in agonized ecstasy. Why do these shameful, disgusting things feel so good? They shouldn’t feel so good!

“Okay,” I gasp. “Please, I’ll say it!” She keeps massaging my swollen stomach as I try to get the words out. “I’m a loser. I got beaten by a girl. I…I love it when you humiliate me.” That sends a twinge of excitement through me. It feels good to admit it and I realize that it’s because it’s true. It was sexually exciting for me being humiliated by Ayame in front of everyone. A spasm rushes through my anus at admitting it to her.

“I deserve to get fucked in the butt!” I gasp. She keeps massaging my stomach.

“By what?”

“By that big, hot girl cock!” I nearly squeal out. I didn’t mean to say “hot.” Where did that come from?

She finally stops kneading my stomach and pats it. “Good girl.” She tugs the plug out of me with a lewd slurping sound. “Expel, slut.” I push the water out and she squeezes and spanks my bottom as I do it. It feels so good and my cock throbs so hard that I think I’m going to cum right there. The water rushing out gives me an enormous, deep release of pressure that leaves only intense, warm pleasure in its wake.

My face is still down against the floor and she lays herself next to me and brings her cock to my mouth. “Are you going to bite me if I put my dick in your mouth?”

I look at her defiantly and I realize I don’t know what to say. It makes me feel so confused.

“I’m doing you a favor, you know, letting you slobber on this big dick before it fucks your cute, tight little asshole.” And she forces her cock to my mouth; I’m too worn out and destroyed to resist. Her fat, warm cock slips past my lips and presses into my warm, wet mouth. I’m sucking a cock. I’m sucking the cock of a beautiful girl. This is so disgusting and shameful! It’s so wrong for a girl to have a penis! It’s just…It’s just…it’s just wrong! But I can’t articulate why it’s wrong, or it shouldn’t be just as attractive and gorgeous as any other type of body.

Ayame is beautiful‌—‌incredibly beautiful and even more beautiful with her thick, enormous cock. The thought floats across my mind unbidden and I can’t think of a way to reject it.

She rocks her hips, pistoning her cock in and out of my mouth and making lewd, wet, slurping sounds. It hits the back of my throat and I make slutty, dirty gagging noises. Then she presses farther. Her cock is so long and so thick‌—‌it's nearly as wide around as my forearm and nearly as long. I can just barely fit it past my lips and I'm shocked that it goes down my throat. But I stretch to take it. She throat fucks me intensely and from the corner of my vision, I can see her blushing in arousal and passion.

“Fuck you’re such a hot little slut, Hayley!” she moans. Finally, she can’t take anymore. She pulls out of me and urgently, almost angrily, grabs me by my fat butt cheeks, spreads me open, and forces her cock into me, overcoming my straining, tight asshole.

I gasp and sob. It hurts so much. I'm being violated in my ass by a girl. But at the same exact time, intense pleasure explodes through me from how her girth is stretching my sphincter and from her cock hitting that spot inside of me‌—‌Is that my prostate?

She buries her length all the way inside of me and I sob and shudder as I’m violated.

Ayame just took my anal virginity! I’ll never be an anal virgin again. She’s…she’s claimed me with her cock!

I'm still on my knees. My face is still pressed into the shower floor. She takes me hard and rough in this lewd, submissive position. Slowly, the pain fades and fades, and then it's gone completely, replaced by even more intense shame. Because now it only feels good.

Be a man! You’re not supposed to like this!

She reaches down and massages my tender, pert nipples. “You love this, don’t you?”

“Fuck you!” I say but every inch of my body is screaming in pleasure. Every touch of her ample curves against mine sends ecstasy through me. I feel like I’m melting for her‌—‌melting into nothing but warm pleasure.

I collapse onto the shower floor, my cock, thighs, stomach, and nipples pressing into the warm, wet rock. She lays on me and her body presses into mine. It feels incredible‌—‌having the weight of this warm, wet, nubile, curvaceous girl pressing against me. She wraps her arms around me and pulls us as close as we can be. She moans in pleasure next to my ear, nibbles at my earlobe, kisses my neck, then turns my face and kisses my lips again and again and again.

I open myself to her. Kiss her back. My body responds to her rough fucking without me thinking. I arch my back beneath her, popping my bottom up and opening my wet, shaved hole to her completely. She rolls her hips and pistons in and out of me. Her thighs and stomach slap against my enormous, fat butt, filling the serene yard with the wet, lewd noises of our copulation.

“I’m going to breed your asshole. I’m going to impregnate you there with my hot, sticky, futa cum!” she gasps passionately into my ear. “Fucking admit you love it!” She drives her cock all the way into me and bottoms out against my stretched hole. Her cock reaches places that I’ve never even felt inside myself before. She goes so deep inside of me.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck, Ayame!" I gasp. I feel feverish from her rough fucking. I can barely think. Her cock is hitting all the delicate parts inside of me and it's making me lose control. "I'm going to pee! You're going to make me pee myself! And then I'm going to cum!"

She nibbles my ear and then rolls us over, so her back is on the floor and I’m laying splayed out on top of her, still getting fucked. “Just release, then,” she teases.

“But it’s so shameful!”

“Well then just hold it in!”

I want to be a man. I want to get control of myself. The shamefulness and humiliation of what I'm going through is so far beyond anything I've experienced that I can hardly conceive what's happening. I almost expect to wake up from all of this and realize it's a dream. But I've been exhausted in so many ways, mental and physical, that I have no hope of controlling myself. "Please, I can't!" I beg. "I'm…I'm going to…"

And pee gushes out of my throbbing cock as her dick thrusts in and out of my now gaping asshole. It erupts out and squirts, warm and wet, over my naked stomach and thighs and nipples. It runs down my cock and over my fucked bottom. It even hits my mouth and face. I cover both of us in my pee. Ayame seems only more aroused by it. She intensifies her pistoning in and out of me. She’s moving her hips nearly as rapidly as she can, absolutely destroying my bottom. She lets out a feminine growl and rolls us onto our sides, then turns my head to her and possessively kisses me, claiming me.

She vices her hand around the base of my cock, squeezing it really, really hard and keeping me from squirting out cum. “I control your body now. You only get to do what I say when I say it.” She bends her head down and bites on my left nipple, hard, making me gasp in ecstasy. Then she lifts my arm up and sucks and licks my armpit, tasting me and making me shudder with shameful pleasure.

She has complete control over my body. This gorgeous, nubile girl can play me like an instrument, make me feel overwhelming feelings whenever she wants. I’ve never been so overwhelmed. I’ve never understood the joy of submission before. Of being owned. Yet every modicum of my body screams out in ecstatic testament too it now.

She's pounding me so hard that it feels like her pelvis may be bruising my fat ass. I don't care. I'm twisting and writhing and shaking in her clutches‌—‌my body's absolutely begging for release but it's prevented by her vice-like grip on my throbbing cock.

Finally, after minutes of this unbelievably rough, intense fucking‌—‌harder than I could ever fuck a woman‌—‌her cock swells and spasms violently within me. She releases me. “Cum you fucking little slut!” she growls. I let out a pleasured, almost cat-like squeal and explode immediately on her cock.

I become her anal slut. I cum on her cock. I cum from anal stimulation alone.

My much more pathetic dick spurts out gush after gush of pent-up cum. Her own cock floods my rectum with a far large load than I could ever produce and the warm, sticky, fullness pushes me to even greater heights of orgasm.

It’s completely different from penis stimulation or masturbation. It’s a tension that releases in me and a warmth that rushes through my entire body and carries me away. I melt into warm, bright bliss and pass out in her arms.

I come back to my body. Ayame is tenderly, passionately Frenching my mouth, and I kiss her back without thinking.

She pulls out of my bottom and I almost whimper at the absense. My hands are still bound but I’m able to reach down and feel my hole. It’s gaping wide open. Her cock stretched me out so wide that I can fit all four of my fingers into my hole without touching the sides of it. I try to squeeze it shut but I can’t; it’s too stretched out.

She lifts her cock up to my mouth, and in my hazy, feverish state I don’t even think to protest. My dignity is lost. I take her cum slicked dick in and taste my dirty butt on her. It sends arousal flooding through me and I blush in shame.

"You came very hard from your asshole and bottom. You really are a slut, aren't you? I told you I was going to find out. It looks like I was right. If you had managed to resist at all I might've let you go. But clearly, you and your cute, slutty, curvy little body are meant for this. You're meant to be my pet. My little set of fuck-holes."

She rubs my throbbing asshole, rewarding me for being a good slut, and I twist and tremble in pleasure as I suck her cock.

She washes us in the shower and then lifts me and carries me, still bound, back inside. She sets me down on her couch on my back, then pushes my legs up and wide open to display my asshole for her.

“I love how you look, wet and presenting for me,” she says, stroking her cock as she gazes at me. “You lost very badly today, didn’t you? Think how shocking it is, Hayley, that you came here thinking you were a man and could boss me around. And now I’ve made you my little girl.”

I want to protest. I want to fight. But all I can think about is how good her big, throbbing, womanly cock felt buried deep inside my bottom. I want to beg to have it back. The absence is almost unbearable‌—‌my slutty hole just gaping open with nothing to fill it. How can I think such shameful things? The whole world feels hazy and confusing. The only clear thing is the pleasure of her dominating me, controlling me, owning me, and penetrating me. No. I have to get out of this. I have to resist her!

But my body and my soul don't care what I think. They crave Ayame. She sits down beside me on the couch and gently, almost absent-mindedly alternates between rubbing my asshole and stroking my still throbbing cock. With her other hand, she types first on my phone then on hers.

"How interesting that your girlfriend is arriving today," she coos. "It looks like she's going to have to come out here to meet you." She types some more into her phone as she strokes me and I desperately try to protest. "And after that, I know a nice black man with a very large cock who loves little white girls, and fat, white sissy bottoms, too. I think you and Vivian will make a sweet little pair for him to meet," she sweetly coos. "Who knows. You're such a gaping slut that we might have to double team you in order to keep you satisfied. Or maybe we'll compete to see which one of us can impregnate your girlfriend first?"

“Please! It’s so shameful!” I beg.

She strokes my cock. “Yes it is my beautiful slut.”

She presses her lips to mine and I open myself to her, giving into her kiss and drifting away again in this strange, new pleasure.

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“I love being ravished by you,” I said…‌
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Feminized by Cordelia: A Novella of First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, and Love

“My secret crush wants me to shave my body, dress in slutty lingerie, and submit to her. I think I’m in love with her. What do I do?…”

Anson wants Cordelia from the moment he sees her. The thing he doesn’t realize is she wants him, too, in shameful ways. She’s a dancer and he’s a business major with a humiliatingly feminine, voluptuous body and a plump, jiggly bottom. As the semester progresses Anson gets drawn into Cordelia’s world, becoming her submissive dance partner and getting touched and groped by her when they practice. They have a falling out when he’s forced back to his business degree, but a late night game of truth or dare gives them a final chance to confess their feelings and break down Anson’s resistance to the feminization and transformation that Cordelia wants to put him through. When the game ends the two are left alone together and Cordelia reveals that she has crossdressing, sissification, spanking, enemas, and humiliation in store for him. She puts him in the shower, makes out with his wet body, and fingers his gorgeous bottom. Once he’s been filled with an enema she takes him to her room and continues his intense ravishment with a thick, long strap-on dildo. Her massive girl-cock stretches and overwhelms his nubile asshole and fat ass, absolutely pummeling him into passionate submission to her.

Will Anson find the courage to confess his feelings? How far will Cordelia push his limits once she has him under her control? Could such shameful acts really lead to love? A very hot and steamy 18,000 word romance novella with no cheating and a happily ever after.

***

…It was a long, slow, tender kiss. She stayed on my lips, kissing me again and again until I opened my mouth to her. Her tongue dipped into me, probing and exploring, dancing with my own wet tongue, making love to my mouth. She sucked on my lips and tongue and then went back to kissing me. We frenched for a long, long time before she finally pulled away. My cock was rock hard. My body was trembling with desire and both of us were drawing in ragged, impassioned breaths. I could feel her own body vibrant and alive against mine. She pressed against me with her breasts and stomach and thighs and kissed me again and again and again.

“You want it. You want it all.” It was a statement.

“Yes,” I whimpered, voice hardly above a whisper‌—‌I didn’t dare say more. But that confession was enough. I was blushing hotly, my heart was hammering in my chest, and sweat poured off my naked body. I felt like I could barely breathe. I was trembling in her hands‌—‌I could hardly stand. She pulled away from my mouth and pressed her warm lips to my neck, kissing and sucking that sensitive erogenous zone. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!” was all I could moan, over and over. She took my wrists and pinned my hands above me, against the shower wall, gently dominating me.

“This gets you hard, doesn’t it?” she said. She moved her mouth down and sucked on each of my pert nipples. She left red lipstick kisses circling each of them‌—‌like little frames to put them on display. She moved down and kissed my soft, flat stomach. She sucked on my belly button and then kissed all the way down to my little patch of pubic hair, burying her lips in it. She stopped before my cock and stood back up, pinning my hands above me again with one hand then reaching her other hand down and tugging on my pubic hair playfully. It hurt a little but felt so good…
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The Feminization of Amari Vale: First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, Reluctant Sissification, and Love (A Novella)

“Can you be in love with your worst enemy? I’ve shamefully fallen for the girl who defeated, feminized, pounded, and humiliated me…”

Amari is a gorgeous young man with a feminine, voluptuous body who likes to secretly dress in sexy little lingerie. But when this cute, closeted trap crosses the the mob he gets publicly feminized, humiliated, and ravished by one of their gorgeous enforcers, Scarlett‌—‌busty, blonde Scarlett with the emerald green eyes. Amari’s life falls apart and he has to support himself by dancing at a strip club as a trap in the seedy, neon, noirish underbelly of the city. He yearns to get revenge on Scarlett but she’s determined to complete his feminization and make him her submissive lover. As they clash Amari is passionately ravished again and again. Scarlett give him thorough spankings, puts him in anal chastity with a large butt plug straining his tight hole, and passionately pounds his fat, girly bottom with a huge strap-on cock until he cums over and over again. Will he find a way to turn the tables on this beautiful girl or will he finally give in to his secret, shameful desires and submit to her? How far will Scarlett push and ravish his slutty body? Will either of them admit the love blossoming through their hatred?

A 23,000 word, very hot and steamy novella bursting with femdom, first time crossdressing, feminization, transformation, humiliation, passionate love, and a happily ever after.

***

…I gasped out. My little cock was standing straight up. It was so full of pressure that it felt like it was about to burst. With each beat of my heart, it throbbed. My whole body was full of an intense, warm pleasure.

“You’re like my little puppet now, aren’t you?” she teased.

I looked at her with passionate, desperate eyes. The words came to my lips without thinking. “Oh fuck, Mistress, I’m about to cum!”

“Oh, you are?”

“Yes! You’re going to make me cum from my ass!”

“You’ll cum when I say you cum, sweetie,” she said and she clamped her free hand around the base of my cock, behind my balls, and squeezed hard. I felt a pressure that seemed to prevent my release.

“Oh fuck!” I sobbed in frustration.

…

“Do you feel so shameful and dirty getting fucked by a little girl like this? Does it feel humiliating being a submissive slut and getting anal penetration?”

“Yes,” I sobbed out. “I feel so dirty and shameful‌—‌I usually poop from there and you’re making me cum from it!”

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

Tears streamed down my face. More mascara stained my cheeks. Trails of spit ran out of my lips and over my neck and chest. I love this, I thought in shame. I never want her to stop fucking me. My barriers had all been broken, in the span of just an hour, by this beautiful young woman. I had sunk so low that it felt like there was no point in filtering my words anymore. “I’m a dirty slut! I’m pathetic!”

Her ass-fisting of my virgin hole was overwhelming. I couldn’t think anymore. I threw my head back against the couch and moaned lewdly and continuously as she ravished me. My body was drenched in sweat and I was shaking and trembling under her anal assault.

“Do you want to cum so bad, you anal whore?” she said. Her hand was still viced around my cock, preventing my release.

I bit my lip and stared at her passionately and desperately. I didn’t want to say it but it would be torture to continue like this.

“Please," I heard a womanly voice beg in a dirty moan. I realized it was my voice. "Please let me cum, Mistress Loren…"
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Feminized by Riley: How I was Defeated, Dominated & Ravished by My Best Friend

Mason is thrown into a desperate struggle for his masculinity against the gorgeous Riley Monroe, his secret crush. Riley corners him and reveals that she’s dug up his internet history: Mason has made posts about his depraved need for feminization, sissification, degradation, humiliation, femdom, spanking, domination, and submission. Even worse: he’s always had an embarrassingly feminine and curvaceous body for a guy, and he’s posted pictures of his fat bottom and plump thighs online.

Riley threatens to reveal all his dirty secrets if Mason doesn’t give in to her dark desire to dominate and ravish him. He’s intensely attracted to Riley‌—‌her sharp personality, pale and slim body, ample breasts, and thick bottom and thighs‌—‌but he desperately struggles to resist her advances. Mason and Riley scuffle and wrestle. He briefly gets the upper hand and does lewd, shameful acts to Riley’s lovely body but she pushes back against him hard. If he loses, what kind of erotic, depraved things will his beautiful young crush do to him in her dark, secluded home? How much intense sexual punishment can Mason take before he breaks and finally gives in to Riley completely?

***

…“That’s right, moan for Master Riley,” she cooed. She undid her bra and tossed it aside, then peeled her panties off of her thick ass and tossed them away, too. She went to her closet and came out with a very skimpy set of pale pink lingerie. The bralette was a cut-out one like she was wearing and she slipped it onto me, leaving my hands bounded. It framed my pert nipples lewdly. She slipped the tight, pink string of the thong onto my fat ass. It was small and really tight around my big bottom, and it felt really good having it pressing against the plug and straining to stretch over my skin. “I want you to look like a slut the first time I fuck you,” she explained…
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Destroyed by My Bully: First Time, Gay, Interracial, BDSM, Menage Submission

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

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

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

But when the contest is over, it comes with completely unexpected consequences for cute little Hayden and that shamefully big bottom he’s got.

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He reaches his hand back to my ample, tender bottom and…
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Ravished by My Wife’s Bull: How Stalking Him Led to My Feminization, Humiliation & Passionate Submission

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

***

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