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Summary

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 plump bottom?

When Casey joins a gym in a new city he meets Amber, the girl at the front counter--gorgeous, curvaceous, witty, competitive Amber. He falls for her immediately and starts visiting the gym every day. They hit it off. He brings her coffee in the mornings and they talk about movies and books, passion and power, tragedy and triumph, and everything in between. When Amber’s workout partner moves away she invites Casey to start lifting weights with her, and--once they both start taking a grappling class--she invites him to be her sparring partner, too. Amber only does girly exercises, which only makes Casey’s already feminine body even more womanly, but he doesn’t care since he’s getting to spend time with her. He doesn’t have the guts to ask Amber out, though. He thinks women like big, manly guys, and he’s always had an embarrassingly voluptuous, girly figure. As Amber becomes secretly hurt and jealous because his inability to ask her out, she becomes more competitive, and tension starts to build between them.

Things come to a head when Casey clumsily propositions Amber at a gym get together then seemingly wanders off with Brittany, the resident skinny rich girl, even though he can’t stand her and actually goes off on his own. Amber and Casey get in a scuffle at the next day’s sparring class and Amber lays down an ultimatum: beat her in a fight, or leave the gym forever. But then she pushes things farther: if Casey wins, he gets to fuck her bottom and anything he wants. But, if he loses, she’s going to sissify him, humiliate him, and ravish his feminine body. She has tough punishment and a hard, long, thick cock and rigorous butt fucking waiting in store for Casey if gets defeated by her. She’s going to dress him up in lingerie, spank him roughly and thoroughly, and passionately make love to his submissive, slutty figure. Will Casey actually lose to a girl in front of everyone? Just how far will Amber go if she wins? Will Amber and Casey finally find the courage to admit the passionate love growing between them?

A very hot and steamy, 21,000 word, new adult, transgender romance novella full of crossdressing, first time feminization, femdom, F/F/M ménage, double anal penetration, public ravishment, and passionate love. The story has No Cheating and a Happily Ever After for our two young lovers.






1. Amber Bentley and Stenson’s Gym

This is the story of the the most humiliating and passionate experience of my life so far. It’s how I got into a fight and was beaten, feminized, and ravished--publicly, at a gym--by Amber Bentley. It’s also the story of how I fell in love, became a girl, and found true happiness. It was summer in New York City and I had just moved to Brooklyn. I decided to join a place to work out and take some self-defense classes. I have a really girly body so I get harassed a lot. I’m five foot seven inches, my waist and upper body are slim, and I have a fat, jiggly bottom and long, lissome legs. I have brown eyes, blonde hair, and pale skin; my features are delicate, elegant, and embarrassingly feminine.

I get mistaken for a girl from the back and the front. Perverted men catcall me on the street and grope me on the bus--sometimes they don’t stop even once they realize I’m a boy. Usually I’m too embarrassed and afraid to struggle. I came to New York to be a dancer, so I often have to walk around in very tight, revealing dance warm up clothes, which only shows off my bottom more and makes the harassment worse. I live in a dilapidated, cheap part of Brooklyn, too, in a grimy little apartment. So, yeah, some self defense classes didn’t seem like a bad idea.

I met Amber the first day I went to Stenson’s. It’s a small, dusty gym on the second floor of an old building a few blocks from my own rough neighborhood. It wasn’t even on the internet--there were no reviews of it when I searched. I found it by walking by one day and noticing people walking in with gym bags. The membership was $20 a month, which was perfect for me.

The layout was simple: a large room with free weights on one end, punching bags in the middle, and a boxing ring on the other. Bathrooms and showers were through a door on the far wall from the entrance. The ceiling was high and the place was dimly lit. There was a counter at the top of the stairs, in front of a little office, and Amber was standing there behind it, leaning on the countertop and reading an old, dusty book. The sun trickled through from the dusty windows and bathed her in a warm light. She was strikingly beautiful, standing there in that worn down place.

Her hair was auburn and fell in tresses down to frame her face. She kept it bundled in a messy, braided bun in the back, though when she undid it it fell past her shoulders. Her eyes were amber, like her name. She had a cute button nose and delicate, elegant facial features. Her skin was soft and pale. Her body was full and gorgeous--she didn’t look like a girl you’d find at the gym, exactly.

She stood just a hair taller than me--maybe five foot eight. She wasn’t a skinny girl but she wasn’t fat either. She was voluptuous. Every curve of her was ample and full. She had dainty hands and feet like me. Her breasts were full melons that could barely be controlled by the sports bra she wore. Her waist was slim and lovely, as were her shoulders, and her bottom was thick and fat and enormous. Her thighs were plump and lovely to match. Her body had the perfect, sexy ratio of waist to bottom to everything.

“You want to sign up or something?” she said. She’d looked up from her book and I realized I had been caught in a trance, staring at her in that warm sunlight. She folded her cover shut--it was a Philip Marlowe detective novel. I was already in love with this girl.

“Yes, can I?”

“That’s what gyms are for, kid.”

“I thought they were for working out,” I joked.

“Nope. They’re for making money from suckers with sign-ups.”

I wanted to ask her out that very first day, in those first few moments, but I didn’t have the guts.

The gym only took cash and I had to go out to an ATM at the bodega down on the corner. I payed for six months in advance, rather stupidly, since I didn’t know if I’d actually like the place. But I had a good feeling about it. I was drawn there, magnetically, by Amber. She showed me around, went over basic etiquette--wipe things down, put your weights away, don’t hog stuff, don’t damage equipment, don’t play stupid music out loud, don’t be a dick--and she set me up with an old locker in the changing room.

I started coming to the gym daily; the promise of getting to see Amber was the best motivation to exercise I’d ever had, and she worked there nearly every day, sitting at her front desk and reading her old books, or moving around cleaning and organizing things. She was young but professional and in control of everything she did. She always seemed sure of herself--she payed attention to what the right thing to do in any situation was, and then she did it. She didn’t overthink or hesitate; she merely considered things seriously and then took decisive action. She was one of those people who seemed like they had had their shit together and been an adult before they were even an adult.

“Are you going to school?” I asked, stretching before my workout as she cleaned one of the weight racks nearby.

“Are you being a nosy little bitch?” she fired back playfully.

“Yes.”

She often acted annoyed when I questioned her but I could tell she was flattered, just a little bit, that I cared to ask.

“Fuck no. Why would I pay a bunch of idiots twenty thousand dollars a year when library cards are free?”

“Library cards don’t help you in job interviews. Degrees do.”

“You don’t need a degree to buy stocks or write books.”

“Do you want to be a writer?”

“I am a writer. I don’t really care about getting published, though. I do it because it amuses me. But I could.”

“What do you write?”

“Mysteries, investment books, life advice, philosophy, editorials, investigative journalism, histories, sociology...other shit...”

That is so fucking amazing, I thought. But I tried to play it sort of cool. I failed. “Neat. You sound prolific.”

“Are you calling me fat?”

“Nope.” But I fucking love your curves. “How old are you?”

“Nineteen. How fucking old are you?”

“Twenty two.”

“Where did you go to school?”

“Tische, for dancing.”

“Damn, you really didn’t want to ever have any money, huh?”

“How do you think I ended up at this dump?”

“Hey--I take that personally.”

“I’m kidding. I really like it here--I’d come even if I could afford more than twenty dollars a month.”

I was a little embarrassed at liking Amber so much knowing she was as young as she was. I was also embarrassed by just how much she seemed to have her life under control compared to me.

The rest of the gym denizens were pretty great, too. Usually there’s a macho terror in gyms--everyone’s a little wound up and overly concerned about appearances. They want to be the coolest. To assure everyone that they know what they’re doing. That uncertainty translates into aggression and false bravado--which is ironic because it comes out of being a coward deep down. But Stenson’s seemed to draw a crowd less concerned with appearances. They were there to work out, they did it earnestly without trying to oversell their abilities, and they didn’t seem to mind making mistakes or getting corrections from each other.

Everyone was nice to me as I learned the ropes and corrected me in a warm, laid back way when I made mistakes or stepped on toes. I didn’t actually have many friends in the city--my fellow dancers from Tische had all been neurotic, and I’d thrown myself into the work so completely when I was there that I hadn’t had very much time for socializing or partying, anyway. It had left me somewhat lonely once school was done; I was left with free time around my waitering job and dance auditions and not much to fill it with.

There were one or two meatheads but even they weren’t bad, and there were a few ditzy gym girls, the worst being Brittany; a blonde rich girl who didn’t need to be there but who was set on living a bohemian lifestyle in the oh so exotic land of Brooklyn. Her dad owned an investment firm in the city. She was attractive in a generic, Starbucks kind of way, and she always talked annoyingly about her “gym booty” even though her butt was unremarkable and her skinny body was bland as cardboard compared to Amber’s luscious curves and otherworldly beautiful features. Unfortunately, Brittany also seemed set on acquiring me as some type of dancer gay best friend--to show off her bohemian credentials to her wealthy family, I presumed. The fact that I wasn’t actually gay, or interested in her at all, didn’t seem to deter her in the least. I attempted to avoid the gym around the hours she seemed to be there. It was Amber and her books I was interested in.

I’d always liked to read and I found myself spying what Amber was churning through each day, then stopping by the Brooklyn public library on the way home--a gorgeous old Graeco-Roman building--and picking up a copy myself. I kept a list so I wouldn’t forget things because I couldn’t keep pace with her in real time--she was a rapid, voracious reader. She read every kind of book imaginable. She loved detective novels best, though, and she also devoured romances with delight and in great numbers. I blushed a little checking those out from the library, but I did it all the same.

I also simply spent more time at the gym then I ever practically needed to for physical fitness alone. In the very first week I’d already shown up enough for everyone to remember me and for Amber to take note whenever I came in.

“Hey, new kid, my lifting buddy just moved to San Francisco. You want to be his replacement?”

I tried to keep cool--I was absolutely delighted that, of everyone there, she’d singled me out for extra, private, personal time with her. “Yeah, sure,” I said, but I was blushing with delight and my words caught a little in my throat.

“You’re not going to fuck this up, are you?”

“Nope. Just show me what to do and I’ll obey your every command.”

She smiled at that.

Amber and I started working out together regularly. I had come to try to build more muscle but it hadn’t seemed to be working. My body just didn’t put on very much muscle mass--I’d gone to several gyms over the years and I never seemed to be able to build anything but more fat and plumpness in my bottom and thighs--presumably from all the protein to support the weight lifting. This time was no different. Actually it was worse.

Amber had a girly routine--squats, leg lifts, and other free weight and body weight exercises meant for women. They were meant to build plumper booties, thick thighs, slim waists, and flat stomachs--not manly upper body mass. But I was so enamoured with working out with Amber that I cut out all my other weight lifting so I could work with her every day, and for simplicity I copied her workouts so we could alternate with each other evenly. She seemed to think it was a little weird that I was willing to do that, but at the same time it was something that she actually didn’t tease me about, which made me think she actually liked it in some strange way.

The point being, within a week of arriving at the gym I was actually making my already curvaceous body more girly and feminine, all because I liked this girl so much.

2. Andromeda Park, Sparring Class, and Blossoming Rivalry

I also did yoga there everyday--It was a rough little gym but it was still Brooklyn, so there were still yoga classes available--and three times a week there were grappling and sparring classes. They were new; they started right after I found the gym. I signed up for those immediately.

They were taught by the absolutely stunning owner of the Stenson’s, Andromeda Park, who could incapacitate you with a single hand or foot or, probably, a fierce look. She was a few inches taller than me--five foot nine or ten--and had the body of some alien, voluptuous model. Her waist and upper body were slim, her hands and feet dainty, but her breasts, hips, bottom, and thighs were heavy and thick and ample. She moved with incredible grace and had striking raven black hair and deep, brown eyes. She was part Chinese, part Mongolian, and part Russian, and the combination had been some type of genetic super lottery. It was hard to stay focused around her but she had an incredibly pleasant, warm, welcoming personality.

Amber took them too and was an excellent student--Andromeda often let her lead the exercises, even though we were both new to it. The sparring class was where our rivalry really started. Amber loved to tease and spar in words--she delighted in it. But the classes turned it physical, and she seemed to love that, too. Some people in the class took it lightly, goofing around. Most were diligent and dutiful. But when you were matched up with Amber, you had to be ready to go all out. She always pushed whichever exercise we were doing to the limit--doing it to the greatest extreme of her ability. Because of how she pushed, she got good, fast. I was the second best, at least, behind her. Neither of us had the strength to win easily, but we both had the diligence to make up for it. 

We both liked the classes enough to want to practice in our free time, and we agreed to schedule time in the afternoon--after our morning free weight and body weight exercise sessions--to work together on whatever we had learned from the previous class. It was incredibly arousing working with such a curvaceous, jiggly, attractive girl. Our bodies were always sweaty and as we closed in and wrestled we were forced to press and rub and strain against each other. We would often end up on the floor, ample thighs trying to wrap around each other, stomachs and chests pressed together and heaving. One of us would usually end up on our backs or prone, the other straddling them and pinning them down.

I had blushed profusely and been very embarrassed for our first few sessions but I loved them. Even Amber, usually supremely guarded and controlled, was often blushing by the end. I had to always wear two pairs of underwear, and I would often masturbate--thinking about her--before going to the gym, so that I was less likely to get an erection, and the arousal I did have would be contained.  By the second week we were already ahead of a lot of the class in precision and still pushing each other hard.

“Stop hitting yourself! Stop hitting yourself!” Amber taunted, repeatedly trapping my wrist in holds and twisting and forcing my hand back into my face.

I let her push towards me then twisted and pulled her past me, tripping her as she went. She tumbled into a pile and I was on her in a second, pinning her wrists back over her head and straddling her. She bucked and twisted wildly, cursing. “That wasn’t part of the fucking exercise, Casey!” she spat out.

“Have to be ready for anything, baby!” I teased, riding her as she bucked and kicked.

Andromeda stepped in. “He’s right Amber; part of this class is about learning to be balanced and ready whenever life throws something at you. But come on guys; get up, stop messing around, and focus.”

I climbed off of her and offered a hand but she pushed it away and got up on her own. Amber could annoy me a little when we sparred or competed at all: she was so concerned with being right and in control that she could be a sore loser--always protesting if she lost the upper hand. It was good to always try to maintain composure in regular life, but it was annoying when one couldn’t admit wrong or defeat in a practice where such things were inherent sometimes. It made me want to beat her even more.

That afternoon our training session was fierce. We decided to practice some of the more advance, striking moves we had learned--hand jabs and kicks. Amber finished up her work and we set up in the middle of the gym, between the weights and the boxing ring. I pushed her hard--sometimes I went easy on Amber because she was a girl, and that was always a mistake--she took any opening I left her and often trounced me if I wasn’t focused, which she always made humiliating. She was a sore winner along with being a sore loser.

We wore padded sparring gloves and soft, padded helmets. We worked back and forth across the room, limbs thwacking off each other, sweat slicking our bodies. We both had ample, gorgeous bottoms and thighs--mine embarrassingly so for a boy--and they jiggled pleasingly in our tight gym clothes as we worked. I noticed appreciative stairs from the guys at the gym, and some of the women, and they weren’t all only directed at Amber. That made me blush. Amber got a trip in and I went to a knee, then she absolutely slugged my jaw and I crashed into the floor with a grunt and gasp.

She was on me in a second, slamming her fists into my face and abdomen. I felt anger and frustration flair inside of me and I struggled as hard as I could but it got overwhelming and I panicked and cried out, “Yield!”

She stepped up, her luscious body flexing and rising beautifully before me, and muttered under her breath but loud enough for me to hear: “What a little bitch.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” I spat.

“Don’t be a weak little bitch, then,” she shot back. She was still annoyed from the class that morning. I decided to put everything into making her pay for that. We reset and started working back and forth again. I feigned a little weakness in my right leg, and pretended to be more exhausted than I was, letting her push me and force me around the floor. She started over extending herself--really throwing everything into her blows. I smiled to myself but kept my face blank, then pretended to nearly stumble from fatigue. She went in hard and I quickly sidestepped her and drove my fist deep into her soft, flat stomach. She gasped and went down choking. I spun around and drove my foot across her helmet padded face, sending her into the floor with a gasp.

She tried to get up but I was on her in a second, pressing my bottom and thighs to her back and sides and twisting her arms behind her. I shoved her face into the mat and ground it down. “Come on now, Amber, don’t be a little bitch!” I teased, echoing her words.

“Fuck you!” was all she managed--we usually cursed and insulted each other jokingly, but it was slowly getting more and more real over the last few days. She shoved me away as I stepped up. “You like beating up on girls, huh? That’s really impressive.”

“You don’t seem to have a problem with it when you’re winning,” I snapped back. We fought hard and viciously for the rest of the session until Amber ended it to take care of more gym duties.

We went on like that for another two weeks. I worked as a waiter in the evenings, so I had free time during the day whenever I wasn’t going to dance auditions. Half our time was spent leaning on the front desk, talking over the books Amber was reading--and which I had always happened to have just recently read myself--and the books she planned to write. The other half was spent competing against each other more and more bitterly, both at sparring and wrestling and at squats and weight lifting--Amber’s competitiveness began spilling over into our other activities. The other gym users took notice and our sparring matches--inside out and outside of class--started to draw observers, and the occasional whoop, jeer, or cheer. That only made Amber’s revelry when I did lose to her all the more embarrassing.

3. Falling Out

I couldn’t decide if I was in love with her or I hated her. Amber seemed indifferent to me--more indifferent than I would’ve liked--when she wasn’t annoyed at me because of our contests. We had only known each other for a month, and for two people who had known each other for such a small amount of time we had a more intense relationship than most. I wanted her but she didn’t seem to want me--only to show me that she was best and then move on to whoever her next competitor was. Amber competed with everyone at the gym--weight lifting form against two hundred pound, six foot two, muscle bound hulks; squat form and knowledge against the other cute gym girls; business know-how against Henri Rackham, the manager; literary knowledge against the old guy who lived across the street and occasionally stopped in to argue books with her; and pretty much anything she could think of with me.

I’d never been good with girls--I’d always been embarrassed because of my plump, feminine figure. I didn’t feel worthy of girls, who all seemed to want--understandably I suppose--muscle bound hunks. I just didn’t have the body to impress them. And secretly--deep down inside--I wasn’t domineering in nature, either. I liked it when Amber bossed me around and tried to humiliate me, in a strange way, even though I felt deeply ashamed at that twinge of passion and enjoyment I felt from her doing it. Men are supposed to be dominant. That’s what girls like. That’s what Amber would like. You shouldn’t waste your time.

So I kept going to the gym, reading everything she read, talking with her lovingly, and competing with her bitterly. I usually brought her coffee--since she had to get there extra early to open everything up--and we’d have a our own private little book club on the desk over coffee every morning.

Occasionally Brittany would show up and draw me away to spot for her, acting like she was doing me a big favor allowing me to interact with her. Then she would do the most ridiculous, faux provocative squats as if this was a big treat she was giving me. Those days were the worst. Other times Henri would be at the desk filling in and I’d give him Amber’s coffee, chat politely, then glumly workout on my own. After a while though Amber started to let me know her schedule--when she would be off and on--which delighted me. She wants me to know when she’s here! Or doesn’t mind if I know, at least.

I badly wanted to take our relationship to some other level, but I was too timid and didn’t know how. I wanted to know where she lived, to be able to call her and take her to coffee on her days off, to sit in her living room and massage her feet and talk about books and writing for hours. I wanted to get to explore the city with her--walk the parks and ride the Roosevelt Island Tramway; go to little dance performances in obscure buildings uptown; and see the museums and get her opinion on every piece of art. But our relationship stayed in a strange limbo--intense but confined to the gym. We were people who saw each other at the gym; we hadn’t broken the barrier to being friends in general--to admitting that it wasn’t just the gym that brought us together but the fact that we just liked each other.

I was just too awkward and hesitant--made worse by how much I liked her--to make the leap. And Amber didn’t push our relationship from her end, which made me assume that she didn’t want more anyway. If Amber wanted something she would let me know--if she hasn’t said anything it means she isn’t interested in me. I had done this before with girls; met a girl I really, really liked and let her slip through my fingers. We would always become good friends, the notion of romance would become absurd between us, and we’d slowly drift apart since I could never have enough from the relationship and the girl would be interested in no more.

Five weeks into my time in the gym things came to a head in our class. Amber was pushing me, physically and verbally, as usual, and I threw a punch hard enough to split her lip. “Oh fuck, I’m so sorry!” I said, affection and concern overruling my defenses and competitiveness. She responded by smashing her head into my face in a headbutt that gave me a black eye and knocked me onto the floor.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Andromeda said, fluidly stepping between us to keep Amber off me as I lay dazed on the floor. “What’s going on with you guys?”

“I don’t know,” Amber practically spat, holding her split lip. “Casey’s being a girly little bitch.”

“Hey,” Andromeda warned.

“I’m fine,” I spat back, even though my head was reeling and I wasn’t actually sure I could stand back up without tipping over. “She can’t hit that hard.”

“You two are done sparring together in this class,” Andromeda said. “I expect better from both of you--come on, guys.”

We both protested at once, strangely enough, turning our attention from each other to her, but she shut us down in a tone that told us both not to push it.

“Fine--I can’t work with him anyway. Look at his girly, ridiculous body. He’s so feminine. I mean look how thick and fat his butt is. He’s practically a girl. The rest of him is so dainty. I can’t fucking learn and push myself with someone so pathetic--I hope you let me work with a real man next. Fuck, even Brittany would be an improvement.”

“What?” Brittany said, stupidly.

I could feel myself blushing in shame. Amber had teased and poked me about my body before--my fat bottom was always on full display when we were squatting, no matter what I did, and my girlish features were apparent to everyone, but it was still humiliating to be called out on it in public, in front of the whole class. I tried to spit something back at her but I could feel tears welling up and my throat felt thick.

“Look--what a little bitch--he’s crying,” she spat.

“At least I’m not an over competitive cunt!” I managed to spit back, although my voice broke at the end. “You can’t admit to losing at anything even though you fucking suck at this!”

“Hey!” Andromeda snapped at both of us.

Amber’s face was red and I could see tears suddenly in her own eyes. “Fuck this,” she spat out and stormed off to the lockers, even though class wasn’t over. Andromeda let her go, though she was usually strict about arrival and departure. There were laughs and murmuring.

“What’s up with her, like, am I right?” Brittany managed to get out. I ignored her.

“You okay?” Andromeda said.

“Yes. Sorry,” I said. I spent the rest of the class sitting on the sidelines watching the moves. When I went back into the locker room to shower and change Amber was their. Her gorgeous, ample curves were wet from the shower she had just taken, and she was wrapped only in a small white gym towel that was all too tiny to handle her bountiful body. It just barely kept her breasts covered, with cleavage almost pouring over the top of it, and the edge just barely reached the end of her bottom.

She bent just slightly to reach into her locker and I got a lovely view of her booty cleavage--the crease where the soft mound of her fat, pert bottom met her thigh. I was struck nearly breathless with how attractive she was, and she looked up and caught me staring. I glanced away and busied myself at my own locker in the guy’s part of the locker room.

I bit my lip and swallowed. “Amber…” I said, struggling to have the courage to actually say something I needed to for once in my life. I wanted to apologize but I was still angry, and it was awkward and hard to find the words.

I heard her quickly tugging on her clothes and before I could get more words out she stormed out. I showered glumly and dressed myself. When I came out she was at the desk, determinedly talking to Darren--who was one of the biggest meathead, muscle-bound alpha males at the gym--and laughing overly loud. I guess that’s who she wants, then. He was the exact opposite of me. I walked past and left.

4. Party Foul and Broken Glass

I didn’t come back to the gym for two days, but then ran into Henri, the manager, at the local grocer and he invited me to a party at the gym the following night. “We have a party every month or two--just a chance for everyone to hang out and drink together instead of working out like we usually do.”

“Thanks,” I said. I hadn’t realized that Henri even knew who I was. I guess giving him Amber’s coffees on her days off payed off.

“Amber will be there,” he added before he left.

I wanted to ask everything about her--was she still angry at me? What did she even think of me? What was she like from his view? What kind of guys did she usually date? Did she date guys? Could she ever love me? That’s fucking stupid. Why would you want her to love you--you don’t love Amber. You just… I didn’t know how to finish the thought. All I managed to Henri was a lame, “Oh,” and then he went off to continue his shopping.

I got ready for the party carefully. I donned a pair of skinny black jeans, low top white canvas sneakers, and a black button up shirt. I had never been able to grow facial hair--my face had always been completely smooth--so I didn’t need to shave, but I tried to arrange my hair carefully. No matter what I did my blonde hair always ended up looking cute and girly.

When I got there the gym was packed--all its regulars were there at once. Calm, edgy dance music was playing, the lights were dim, a table was set up with food and a ton of alcohol, and people were milling about dancing and talking. Brittany Connors emerged like some horror movie monster out of the crowd and immediately latched on to me. She was talking about her family’s yacht adventure, going to a club last night with girlfriends, and how, “That Amber girl is so weird, isn’t she?” Everyone at the gym likes her except you, you dumb bitch, I thought miserably. What made things even worse was that it was clear Brittany wasn’t willing to fuck me; she wanted me as a sort of dancer boy toy to go along with her collection, which made me feel pathetic. I couldn’t even use her to make Amber jealous, I thought miserably. I resolved to drink heavily.

Amber had been sitting in a corner with her own drink. I’d missed talking with her the last three mornings--and training with her in the afternoons--badly, but I was also too angry and bitter to try to patch things up. I drank for most of the night and didn’t enjoy myself. By eleven o’clock I was hammered and felt ill, but I was so drunk that my inhibitions were crumbling. I wanted Amber back. I desperately needed her.

She had moved to the counter, where the drinks were, and was serving as a bartender for the party. She was always so cool, calm, and composed--when she wasn’t trying to beat the spit out of you. She was wearing a tiny little black dress and six inch heels that went halfway up her gorgeous calves in an ornate design. The dress showed off every inch and curve of her body wonderfully, and her naked, lissome legs were on full display.

I was still stinging from her making fun of my girly body--I wanted her to apologize and I wasn’t willing to take back my own cruel words on my own. She has the most perfect, voluptuous body I’ve ever seen and it pales in comparison to her personality and her mind. She could’ve easily been a porn star or an actor. Her body dripped with power and raw, open sexuality. But I would’ve loved her if she was a brain in a jar. Do I love Amber Bentley? Finally something broke down inside of me. I couldn’t bear my desire for her anymore--her body and soul ruled and controlled me, even from afar with her doing nothing. I couldn’t resist her. I felt myself stumbling to the bar as if I was caught in a current.

She looked up, bit her lip considering me, and started to say, “Can I get you something?”

“Come home with me,” I blurted out. That’s how guys do it in movies, right?

Her mouth dropped open a little and then she snapped it shut, blushing, and started to speak, but I cut her off.

“Look, I don’t want anything from you. You don’t have to date me,” I know you want some muscled stud, not me. “Just one night,” I practically begged. “I mean--no--what I’m saying is: just let me go home with you, just…” What the fuck am I saying? All I wanted to get out was that I wanted her desperately--needed her desperately--and that I would do anything to be with her--to be hers. I would be her dog if that’s all she would let me. But I was an idiot and an awkward coward, so I couldn’t just say that. I was still angry at her, too, and it was hard confessing my deepest feelings to the girl I was in love with--especially when I wouldn’t even admit to myself that I was madly in love with her. All of it, and the alcohol, tripped me up.

“I’m not worth dating, huh? Just good for a one night fuck?” she said bitterly. “Wow, what a flattering offer, Casey. Is it because I’m too fat or too much of a cunt?”

Her anger bit into me. Suddenly I felt embarrassed for trying to lay myself before her like this.

“No, I…” I tried to correct but couldn’t find the words.

“What?” she asked.

“Casey we’re going to get tapas--come on!” Brittany yelled from the other side of the gym, standing with a few of her group.

What the fuck are tapas? My drunk brain wondered. “Just a...just a minute!” I said, waving my hand and trying to get her to go the fuck away.

“Am I not pretty enough for you to date? What, do you need a side chick until Brittany’s available?” she spat out.

“What the fuck are you even talking about?” I spat back, both genuinely confused and angry at how unreasonable she was being. I’m trying to fucking fix this.

Darren came over and took Amber’s hand to pull her onto the dance floor. “Why don’t you get out of here and have fun with your crush, Casey.”

“Why don’t you go fuck yourself!” I whispered back so only she could hear.

“Maybe I will because I know you couldn’t do the job with your pathetic, girly cock! Or maybe I’ll have Darren do it!”

“What?” Darren said dumbly.

“Fucking dumb cunt,” I spat back at her.

“Pathetic, girly, sissy bitch,” she replied, and I actually knocked her drink off the bar and sent it smashing into the wall.

“Enjoy clean up,” I said and in the same motion turned and stormed away from the bar, reeling and drunk, following after Brittany and her group but splitting off as soon as we were outside.

I didn’t see it then but behind me Amber was kneeling down over the broken glass, cleaning up the shards and blinking tears from her eyes.

5. Emotional Explosion

The next day I was so angry that I stopped avoiding the gym and went in for grappling class. Andromeda was calmly leading it and directed me to work with Kent, a nice regular. Amber was on the opposite side of the floor working calmly with Darren. Things went smoothly.

Until Kent had to leave early to pick up a friend stranded at the airport.

“It’s fine, I can work with him,” someone said from behind me. It was Amber. “Darren sprained his wrist.”

Andromeda considered her carefully, as if to say, “Don’t fuck around in my class,” then shrugged and said, “Whatever you two want.” I blushed a little at that for some reason. I squared up next to Amber to practice some simple holds and blocking drills.

We were supposed to swing from the side just to practice forearm blocks. Her first strike hit me square in the face. I let out an indignant cry and grabbed at her. She stepped back and got another square blow right into my face. I felt dizzy and disoriented.

“Fucking cheater!” I spit out as she leapt forward and pressed her advantage, raining punches and shin strikes into me.

“Fucking crybaby!” she spit back.

“Hey!” Andromeda snapped.

“What, want teacher to break it up for you?” Amber sneered, throwing another two jabs before Andromeda moved in and she stepped off.

“I could destroy you!” I shot back.

Andromeda shoved us a apart and Amber fumed for a few seconds then turned and shoved her finger at me. “I can’t deal with him anymore. He’s harassing me. He needs to go.”

“That’s fucking ridiculous!” I spluttered back at her.

“I’m not kicking Casey out,” Andromeda said.

“Amber works here; I think she’s the one being unprofessional,” I said.

“Relax,” Andromeda said to us both.

“I’m sick of you hanging around all the time--it’s weird!” Amber said.

That made me blush and I could feel tears coming to my eyes.

“You like having me around!”

“I don’t,” she said flatly and convincingly.

“You’re such a bitch!” I said. I was never good at arguing, but passion for Amber and anger at her made my tongue quicker and sharper than usual. I was getting responses off at least, even if they weren’t particularly inventive.

“Watch it,” said Andromeda.

“What if he agrees to leave?” Amber said.

“Well I wouldn’t stop Casey from leaving if he chooses to,” Andromeda said dryly.

Amber turned to me, her eyes sharp. “I don’t want to see you anymore. Will you please stop coming to this gym?” she said with a sickening sweetness.

I could feel tears again and took a moment, then said, flatly, “No. I’m planning on taking extra classes, actually, and I signed up for six months, if you remember.”

Everyone was watching us like we were a dramatic scene in a movie. I could practically see the popcorn bags in their hands. Amber considered me for a second then continued. “Fine. Then I’ll make you a contest, if you’re not too much of a girl to take it: fight me in the boxing ring.”

“Why?”

“If I win you have to leave. You’re not going to be a sissy and turn down a fight, are you? I mean, you’ve clearly shown you’re willing to fight girls.”

I glared at her for a moment, fuming. “Fine with me. But if I win you have to leave--quit your job here and everything.”

“Fine.” Then to Andromeda: “Do you hear that: if Casey loses he has to leave.”

Andromeda shrugged. “If you two both agree to this stupid thing, I’ll enforce it.”

“Tomorrow,” Amber said.

“Fucking fine,” I muttered, tugging off my gloves and checking my nose for blood. I turned and started to storm out of the gym without showering and Amber called after me.

“Wait.” I turned. “I’m upping the stakes. If you agree to fight me, and you lose to me, I’m fucking your girly butt.”

“...W-what?” I felt myself blushing.

“You heard me: I’m going to take a strap-on and pound you in your fat, jiggly bottom like the girl you are.”

My mouth was hanging open and I was blushing. Amber was blushing too; flushed with anger and exertion and...maybe passion? I pushed the thought out of my mind.

“You deserve to be used and humiliated and I’m going to give it to you, unless you agree to just leave the gym right now without a fight.”

I couldn’t stop myself from looking questingly at Andromeda. Her mouth was a little open too, and she looked surprised, but she only cocked an eyebrow and shrugged again. “I’ll moderate the fight. You can do what you want afterwards; I’ll make sure the loser abides by the rules as far as possible. It’s up to you two if this is what you feel like you...need.”

“Fine. I agree. But I get to fuck your...bottom…when I win.” I struggled to say such dirty things in front of everyone. It sent a shiver of pleasure and excitement through me just thinking about getting to stick my hard cock into Amber’s ample, fat ass and pound her until we both came. This is so strange and so wrong and so hot! Is this really happening? Did she really suggest this? Do I have a concussion or something?

“I would hate that, but you’re not going to win, so: deal,” she said. 

“Well I would hate to get butt fucked by you. But there’s no way you’re beating me, so I agree, too.”

6. Fight Night

I had butterflies in my stomach for the rest of that day and the next. The match was in the evening, after regular gym hours. I washed myself thoroughly then headed over. As I entered the gym I heard a buzzing. I reached the top of the stairs: the place was packed with regulars. I felt my heart rise into my throat. Amber was in the ring warming up. She was wearing a tight, white top and a very tight pair of little black spandex booty shorts. Her long, lissome legs were sheened with sweat and on full display. Her gorgeous breasts swayed and jiggled even with the sports bra underneath her shirt. Her lovely, petite feet were bare.

I went and changed and stretched in the locker room, then took a few deep breaths and stepped back out and into the ring. I was wearing a tight little navy t-shirt and a very short, tight pair of navy running shorts. They strained to stretch over my bottom and I felt very exposed in them, but they would stay out of the way, too, and wouldn’t get me tangled up. I heard cheers and laughter. The crowd was in good spirits--they did love competition when they could get it. Plus, this was a private, special contest that only they got to see--a strange new ritual, almost, that could really only happen in this strange gym.

Scenes of me passionately pounding Amber’s bottom as she sweated and sweetly moaned floated luridly through my mind.

Andromeda stepped into the ring with us--tall, elegant, and powerful. She was wearing a really sexy, tiny referee outfit: tight, very tiny black spandex shorts and a tight, striped referee top that left her ample breasts on full display. She usually dressed in slightly more reserved clothes while she was running the gym, and it was fun to see her in a more playful outfit. There was something really sexy about the contrast between her playful outfit and her elegant, regal figure and features.

Amber and I both tugged on padded striking gloves and padded headgear.

“We’re going to the first submission--however long that may take,” Andromeda said. “Per the agreement of both the contestants, the winner gets to do anything they want to the loser, for however long they want.” The crowd whooped at that. Andromeda seemed to be enjoying herself. “Do you both agree to that and understand?”

“Agree,” Amber said.

“Agree,” I said.

Andromeda had us touch gloves then stepped aside and the fight started. I leapt at Amber and pushed hard, hurling strikes and kicks at her. Amber backed up, blocking and shoving my blows away. I got her against the ropes and hit her several times in the face but she finally ducked and barreled into me. We both crashed onto the floor of the ring--grappling--then scrambled apart, neither of us wanting to risk getting pinned by the other so early. I circled her, waiting for an opening, then leapt forward. We started hitting each other, back and forth, as hard as we could.

We were both still sloppy--we’d been doing this for all of a month, and our blows were imprecise and slow compared to any real, trained fighter. Fighting in real life doesn’t look anything like the grace and power of a Rocky movie, anyway, even if it is between professionals. But still, we had been working hard, and we weren’t completely talentless. Plus, anger and passion pushed us far beyond our normal limits. That passion and anger made it compelling, too, and people were perched on the edge of their seats and leaning forward.

Fights are exhausting. This fight was exhausting. I was using every part and system of my body. Every single muscle I had burned. My lungs burned. My mind strained to its limits looking for openings and advantages. My breath quickly became ragged and desperate. My arms, shoulders, thighs, calves, and bottom were all straining in exertion. Every part of me was straining. I felt like I was going to throw up. Pain lanced through me from each one of Amber’s strikes. We were both drenched in sweat--soaking our tight clothes and making them cling all the more.

Amber was flushed and gasping in breaths, too. I should’ve been stronger, as a man, but I had been following her workout regimen for the last month and a half, and I was petite anyway. I realized with alarm that she was actually, possibly, a fraction stronger than me. She was fast, too, and she had an inch of height on me. And--because of her perfect work ethic and constant need for competition--she had slightly more endurance than me. Her breath was still ragged and gasping, but she was handling it better.

I had been sure I was going to be able to crush her. I’d spent the day fantasizing about her body and even avoided masturbating because I wanted to be ready to pummel her butt. I’m going to get to butt-fuck Amber Bentley I had thought in amazement. Now, though, the fight was slowly shifting. The faintest smirk trailed across Amber’s lovely lips. My blows were getting weaker and weaker and she started to press, now, driving me around the ring. She got in a hard strike to my stomach, then another to the side of my head, and I started to feel dizzy and off balance. Fuck, fuck, fuck! my mind was screaming. The thought of losing was mortifying--unimaginable. I can’t get publicly butt-fucked--butt-fucked by a girl in front of a crowd of practically everyone I know in the city! The spectators were cheering, jeering, Ooo-ing and aah-ing.

No, I can’t lose, I told myself. She’s exhausted, too, and she’s a girl! I pressed, hard, and drove Amber back across the ring, but then she tripped me and was on me in a second. We rolled around in the ring, our sweaty, voluptuous bodies straining and twisting over each other. We grunted and moaned and gasped for oxygen. Struggling against another person is one of the most physically strenuous things I had ever done--more difficult than any weight lifting, or running, or sprinting. Amber was giving her all to beat me and I was giving my all to beat her--it was about pitting everything you had against everything someone else had.

It was also incredibly arousing. Her lovely, sweaty thighs slapped and wrapped around me. My stomach pressed against her own gorgeous, heaving stomach. Her ample breasts squished against me and rubbed over me. Her lovely neck was there right next to my mouth. Her sweet grunts filled my ears. Her wet sweat covered me. Anger flashed in her beautiful eyes, so close to mine. Her lovely smell filled my nostrils; sweat and a lovely girly smell--flowers and girly soaps and conditioners.

She slipped around behind me, wrapped her legs around my waist, and twisted my arm backwards, forcing my face into the mat. Pain shot through my arm and back. I panicked--bucking and kicking hard--and just managed to break free again. I wrenched my arm away and we both flew to our feet. I fucking did it! I pressed back at her, attacking, and then threw myself into her, knocking us both back to the ground. I wrapped my arms around hers from behind, putting her into a headlock. She bucked and twisted. My crotch was pressed up against her jiggly, spandex clad booty and it ground and mashed against me wonderfully. Arousal and exhaustion and desperation flooded through me. Amber drove the back of her head into my face once, then again, stunning me, then managed to bend a flexible leg up and drive it into my stomach then crotch. It was an awkward angle but it was enough to push her away and to make me flinch.

She wrenched free and we both scrambled up. I was swaying and dizzy. She circled me now. “Bit off a little more than you could chew, huh?” she taunted.

“Fuck you!”

“Did little Casey think that it would be easy to beat a girl? How humiliating that you’re going to lose, now.”

“I haven’t lost yet! I’m going to fucking kick your ass!” I spat out. My words came out in gasps.

“I’m going to fuck that sweet, fat butt so hard. Fuck it’s going to be so humiliating for you getting pounded in front of all these people. I’m going to make you cum from your bottom. You’re going to get butt-fucked by a girl in front of everyone!”

The crowd murmured and laughed and cheered on her smack talk.

“Fuck you!” was all I could gasp. “There’s no way I’m losing to you!”

“You’re right. Enough talk,” she said matter of factly.

Then she skipped forward, still light on her feet, and started raining blows down on me. This can’t be happening! I blocked desperately, trying to hit back, but she was relentless. She drove me onto the ropes and hit me again, and again, and again. Just hold on! I screamed to myself. Then there was an opening--I drove my fist into her stomach and she stumbled back, gasping like a pig. Fuck yes I did it!

But then my world turned upside down. I tried to leap forward and my legs practically gave out. I was exhausted. Amber ducked my swing, sidestepped, and drove her knee into my stomach then her fist into the side of my head. I went down, hard. No, no, no I can’t lose! This can’t be happening! I desperately tried to struggle to my feet but only made it to my knees. She spun and elegantly kicked me back into the floor.

“You feel so certain, so deep inside of you, that you’re going to win. But you’re going to lose all the same,” she said, gasping but matter of fact. I screamed at myself to get up, but it was over. I got onto my hands and knees and she kicked me in the stomach. I tried to crawl away from her, pathetically, and she kicked me again, then knelt and hit me in the face. I was dazed and exhausted and overwhelmed. Amber’s gorgeous body pressed over mine--she lowered her thick bottom onto my stomach and her thighs squeezed my sides--then she rained blows onto my face, chest, and sides.

Don’t tap out! Fight! I begged my body. My chest was heaving. We were both absolutely soaked in sweat. I tried to raise my arms in defense but she disdainfully twisted them out of the way and kept pummeling me. I let out a yell and used everything I had to try to shove her off of me, but she rode me and stayed on, pushed my hands out of the way again, and tugged me up off the ground by the collar of my shirt, ripping it. I grabbed at her arm desperately, trying to free myself. “How pathetic,” she said with disdain.

“Fuck you!” I moaned.

She hit me hard in the face back into the ground and I went limp. She tucked my arms to my sides and pinched them with her thick thighs.

“He’s fucking done!” she shouted. The crowd was loving it.

“Yep. It’s over,” Andromeda confirmed. Everything was warm and hazy from my beating.

“I want to hear him confess it,” Amber said and rolled me onto my stomach. She pressed her knee up between my legs, squashing my tightly wrapped cock and balls. She twisted my arms up behind me as she did it. Pain shot through my body. I held out as long as I could, trying to strain against her, but my body was exhausted--she had beaten me down and simply worn me out. It was hopeless. The pain became too much and I was overwhelmed by her.

“I yield!” I moaned out, pathetically, and went limp beneath her. 

7. Humiliating Public Submission

“Say it again!” she commanded, making me beg pitifully.

“I yield!” I moaned.

“Say: ‘I’m a pathetic loser.’”

“I’m a pathetic loser!”

“‘I lost to Amber. I’m a boy and I lost to a girl!’”

“I lost to Amber! I’m a boy and I lost to a girl!”

“‘I’m going to get my pale, fat butt fucked!’”

“I’m going to get my pale, fat butt fucked!”

“‘Amber is going to reveal me as the pathetic little girl I am!’”

The spectators jeered playfully and laughed and taunted at what Amber made me say. I was blushing and I could feel tears of shame welling up in my eyes but the pressure on my cock from her knee, the pain of having my arms twisted so cruelly, and the exhaustion were all too much for me to resist.

“Amber is going to reveal me as the pathetic little girl I am!” I sobbed, completely debasing and humiliating myself.

“Now beg me to let you go.”

I looked to Andromeda for help through my hazy vision but she just shrugged, as if to say: “You get what you agreed to.”

“Please, please Amber let me go. It hurts!”

“Not convinced!”

I struggled. “You won. You’re better than me! You were always better than me!”

“Still not convinced!” She pressed her thigh into my cock harder.

“Please! I’ll do anything!”

“Say what you’ll do,” she breathed dominantly into my ear, pressing my cock and arms even harder.

“I’m your slave now! You’re my master!” I squealed and moaned desperately. “Fuck my butt, turn me into a girl, humiliate and ravish me in front of everyone! Own me! I’m yours! I’m nothing but your pathetic fucktoy slave slut!” I gasped out.

She let me go and flung my arms to the mat, disdainfully. She stood up and planted her foot on my fat bottom. “Pretty fucking pathetic, huh?” she called to the crowd, and they cheered and laughed. They weren’t being cruel about it--it was all part of the fun; part of the game our strange community had decided to engage in, led there by Amber.

“Bring him to the center of the mat,” Andromeda said.

Amber twined her fingers through my hair, yanking me up to my hands and knees and making me crawl to the center. My limbs were trembling and I could barely make it. She tugged me up so my fat butt was sitting back on my feet and my face was pressed against one of her ample thighs. “Clasp your arms behind your back,” she commanded, and I obeyed, miserably.

“The winner!” Andromeda said, taking Amber’s wrist and raising her arm over her head in victory. Everyone cheered. “And the loser,” she finished, and planted one of her own bare feet against my chest and kicked me over, laying me out on my back.

“He’s yours. Do whatever you want with him,” Andromeda said.

“Gladly,” Amber said with a smirk. 

8. Publicly Shaved

We had been wearing padded gloves, so neither of us was actually bleeding, but my entire body was covered in bruises, and I felt sore and more exhausted than I’d ever felt. Deep shame and revulsion coursed through me. Amber stepped outside of the ring and carried a duffel bag and a bucket back in. The bucket had soapy water in it.

“Look at you: you’re disgusting. I could never fuck you like this. We have to clean you up,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear and cheer her on. She squatted down and, tentatively for a moment but then becoming more sure, she ran her hand over my naked thigh, then up and down my leg, feeling the hair and the soft, exposed skin. Her eyes were full of strange passion that surprised me. Almost in a trance, she reached up to the waistband of my shorts. “Are you ready to be exposed in front of everyone for losing to a girl, loser?” she said.

I could only blush in shame. “Please, this is so embarrassing,” I mumbled.

“Tough luck; shouldn’t have made the bet then, huh, baby?”

She let go of the waistband and forcefully tugged me up by my hair so that I was standing, lissome legs trembling. She told me to clasp my arms behind my back and I did. Then, so the whole crowd had a perfect view of my fat bottom, she tugged my shorts down. I had on just a little white pair of underwear beneath them. She tugged them down, too, and I stepped out of them. My cock and bottom were on full display for everyone to see; I was left completely naked from the waist down. Everyone cheered and egged her on. I was sweating and blushing profusely. I had never felt so ashamed in my life. My naked cock and fat, naked bottom were just hanging out--I’d never felt so vulnerable and exposed!

Amber forced me back down onto the mat, onto my hands and knees. “I’m going to have to shave you now so you’re not a dirty little pig when I fuck you.” She got the bucket and took a sopping wet, soapy sponge out of it. She slopped the soapy water over my naked ass and thighs and calves. It felt really good--having the girl I was in love with touch me forcefully like that. Soapy water ran down my naked buttocks and across my exposed, trembling anus.

She took a pink razor from the bag and began working on me. The blade slid and tugged over my skin, taking the hair with it. She dipped it in the bucket from time to time to rinse it. It felt really, really good, and I realized, mortified, that my cock was starting to get erect. Amber noticed immediately. “Well, well, well--it looks like we have an exhibitionist slut! Do you like getting shaved, baby? How shameful--getting turned on from a girl publicly beating you and shaving you. Are you so embarrassed? Answer for the crowd!”

“Yes,” I said, pathetically. People were laughing nervously and urging Amber on. She shaved all the way up my fat thighs until they were silky smooth and bare. She ran her hand over them and it felt so good--my skin was like velvet. I’d always had only light hair on my body, but I’d never shaved before and I had no idea it felt so wonderful. I willed my cock to not respond but it was hopeless--I was already half erect. My nipples were pert and hard, too, poking through my sweat drenched t-shirt.

Amber reached my most delicate and private place and, hand trembling with excitement, she reached her fingers down and caressed my anus. She’s touching me there. It was the strangest but most intimate moment we’d had so far. I can’t believe Amber is touching my naked anus. She’s caressing my sphincter!

“I can’t believe I’m touching you here,” she blurted out, not for anyone but me to hear.

“I...I know,” I said, voice faltering, unable to find the words.

She tugged on a few of my little hairs down there, teasing me, and then raised her voice for the crowd, “Look at all these dirty, slutty little hairs--a good whore keeps herself shaved to be ready for when she gets fucked. What do you have to say?”

I thought I was going to explode with shame. “Sorry,” I blurted out. “Sorry I’m dirty!”

She tugged another few hairs out, making me squeal involuntarily. “‘Sorry, Mistress,’” she corrected me.

“Sorry Mistress Amber!”

“Good girl,” she cooed. She tugged one fat buttock to the side then slowly, carefully soaped my anus and shaved the hair away. The razor tugging away the little hairs felt amazing. She moved very slowly and carefully until it was all gone, then she made several passes of the razor over the smooth skin. She set it down when she was satisfied and ran her bare hand over my naked, wet asshole. “Damn, you’re so smooth now,” she muttered. Her hand massaging my naked sphincter was too much to resist--my cock rose to a full, intense erection.

“This slut likes getting her ass shaved!” she said, tugging me up off my hands and back onto my knees to show off my erection to the crowd. She was kneeling behind me and while she had me up she took the opportunity to plant one warm, sucking kiss on my neck. I let out a little gasping moan and tried to bite it back. It felt really good. I had no idea my neck was so sensitive. “You like that?” she whispered, nibbling at my ear.

“I lost, so you can do whatever you want to me--I have to obey…” I mumbled, defensively. But I loved it.

“Eh, I’ll take obedience for now.” She pressed me onto my back and finished shaving my legs, then she spread them wide apart and shaved between them. Then she shaved my pathetic, throbbing balls and cock.

It was the first time she touched my cock.

Her delicate fingers moved it and my balls around domineeringly, putting it wherever she needed for my shaving. She moved it deftly and surely. Amber Bentley is touching my cock! I thought, in shock.

“Little slutty landing strip bush or shave him bare?” she asked the crowd. They cheered one or the other. “Landing strip wins it! Lucky girl--you’ll look so cute,” she teased me. She shaved the little bush of blonde hair above my cock into a neat little heart shape that ended about an inch above my cock base.

“I can’t wait to tug on this and tease you while I’m fucking your butt,” she said.

She tore my shirt open--like some rough romance hero ripping open the bodice of some innocent, gasping heroine--then tugged it off of me. She shaved my armpits, which felt surprisingly good as well. “Hands and knees again,” she commanded, and I obeyed. She took the bucket and poured it over my bottom and legs to wash away the little hairs and suds. The warm water cascading over my newly shaved flesh felt amazing. My legs and ass were still left slicked with a soapy sheen on them and they shone gorgeously.

“Hmm--out of water,” she said. “But I kind of like you all soapy and slicked up.”

“You’re cleaning this up later,” Andromeda said of the ring. She was leaning in a corner, watching with wide, interested eyes and a calm smirk on her face.

“No problem,” Amber assured her.

9. Spanking, Enema, and Confession

Amber lifted me up from my knees onto her shoulder and stood with me, carrying me around the ring on a victory lap--like I was her little, girly shoulder candy. Her confident fingers reached up and squeezed a big handful of my slick butt. She twisted it around and shook it, then planted a resounding spank on my booty--making my fat ass jiggle and shake under the blow. The spectators cheered and whooped, loving the show.

She spanked me five more times, alternating cheeks and rubbing each spank in. My bottom jiggled and shook lewdly under each one. It felt really, really good and I was incredibly turned on from being carried and manhandled by her. I just feel so helpless and vulnerable...I...I love this. “Look at that lewd booty jiggle--can you believe this is a boy’s butt? He works out his bottom all the time even though it was already fat to start with--he obviously wants attention here!” she said to the crowd. I blushed deeply.

She massaged her hand thoroughly up and down across my naked asshole. “Do you want attention here, slut? You know what to say.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped out in shock, intensely aroused. I didn’t want to answer but I felt like trying to protest and resist would be even more embarrassing right now--I’d agreed to the game and our deal, after all.

“Where do you want attention? Tell me.”

“I want attention in my big, fat bottom and my... my tight asshole!” I moaned out, humiliated.

“What a good slut!” she cooed. “Come here, slut.” She finished her victory lap around the ring with me over her shoulder and set me down in the middle. “Arms behind your back,” she said, and I obeyed. She went to the bag and drew out something little and pink. I felt fresh shame and mortification course through me. Amber lifted the pink lingerie up for the crowd to see and they cheered her on--she was an impressive showman.

She walked to me, sultry and smirking. “Is this what you wanted? Is this why you spent so much time exercising that booty? Put them on,” she commanded. I was blushing very, very deeply, but she had control of me; I couldn’t resist. She had beat me squarely and she just had so much power and momentum. It washed over me and I was carried along with it.

I took the panties in my trembling hands and stepped into them. My legs were still smeared with soapy water and grime and sweat and they dirtied the fresh panties. The lacy fabric felt incredible getting tugged up over my velvety, smooth thighs. The panties were small--too tight for my ample butt--and I had to hop and wriggle and tug to peel them over my ass. Finally they slid into place and my bottom hung out of them. They were only thong sized and they left me completely exposed. My cock peaked out over the little triangle in front which was snugly wrapping my tight balls. The fabric strained to wrap and contain my fat butt. It all felt so good. Amber hooked the bra onto me. It was a cut-out, cupless bralette. All it had was some little pink lacy straps. It framed my titties and left my nipples pert and exposed.

“Spin to let everyone see you,” she said. I did it--a cute, trembling dancer’s spin--then she brought me to the ropes with a hand in my hair. She told me to bend forward and hang onto them. “Count,” she commanded. “Losers get spanked. This is your punishment for pretending to be a boy. You need to learn that you’re a girl, and submissive, and meant to be fucked in your bottom by dominant girls,” and with that her hand slapped into one of my fat buttocks, setting it jiggling.

“One!” I gasped out. She spanked me and I counted. She wrapped her hand around my throat and squeezed gently as she beat my butt. Being spanked by Amber while she choked me was probably the the single most erotic thing I’d ever experienced up until that point, and it was just the start of our night. Her slaps were firm and fast. The sound of her hand smacking my wet flesh filled the room. I moaned and could feel tears spilling from my eyes. It hurt but it felt so good, and every five or so spanks she would stop and rub my butt, turning the sting to intense pleasure. “Twenty!” I gasped out, voice a trembling moan. She rubbed it in then rubbed deep between my bottom, teasing my anus.

“Pull these fat cheeks apart!” she commanded. I did, spreading myself for her with my hands. She delivered two stinging spanks directly to my anus--protected only by the thin strip of pink thong and peaking out around its edges. I gasped cutely and moaned and she kissed my neck and nibbled at my ear again. “Good slut, taking your spanking so well,” she said into my ear, voice trembling a little with arousal. Does Amber actually like me? I thought this was just to humiliate me...I pushed the thought away because it was too much to hope for. She can’t stand you. This is just a game to her. Just take your punishment for being a loser and get it over with. Fuck, I’m never going to be able to come back to the gym now. That sucks. I really liked it here.

She turned me around, laid me back against the ropes, and hooked my arms over the top rope. She tore strips from my shredded shirt and bound my wrists and elbows to the rope. Then she lifted my fat, lissome legs and bound them at the knees to the middle rope. My naked butt hung down--it was at a good angle for her to fuck me and left me on full display for the crowd. It turned me on so much being tied and made helpless by her, and my cock absolutely throbbed in erection. “You’ve been put into bondage now. Does that turn you on so much? Answer everything I ask you or I’m going to spank you more and pinch your cute, pert nipples. And don’t fucking lie--I can see you’re turned on from your pathetic, girly erection!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Yes what?”

“Yes I’m...turned on from being put into bondage by you.”

She went to the bag and drew out the instrument of my anal destruction. It was a big pink cock--fat, curved, long, and lifelike, except for the color--with veins running down it and a big, bulbous, mushroom-like head. It was easily eight inches long, and very thick around. It was double sided, too, with a smaller pink egg on the other side to fit into Amber and give her pleasure and more control of the cock. She bent sultrily before me and tugged her own tight, black little shorts off. She had only a gorgeous little set of black panties on underneath them and she tugged them off, too, leaving her in only her tight little top. My eyes drank in her gorgeous nakedness. I had never seen her naked before and I loved it. She was so beautiful. She was shaved completely smooth except for a short, neat little rectangular landing strip above her pussy. The crowd cheered her on as she got naked. She turned in front of them and I got to see her lovely, fat bottom. I drank in every exposed inch of her.

She walked to me, powerful and disdainful, and tugged my panties way to the side, letting my cock and balls pop out, and exposing my tight hole. She doused my entire bottom, anus, and cock in slick, sticky anal lube from the duffel bag, then slicked her own cock with it and tossed the bottle aside. She rubbed the lube around, spreading it over my butt.

And then, for a moment, we were all alone. It felt like it was just us in that ring--the crowd disappeared. Her mouth hung a little open with hunger and her eyes met mine. We held each other’s gaze. She wasn’t teasing or joking anymore. I could see only want and passion and...love, even? I told myself I was delusional. Don’t embarrass yourself even more; just get it over with. But when she spoke her voice was raw with emotion.

“Are you okay?” she said, words trembling with desire.

I paused for only half a moment and then nodded and managed only, “Yes,” in my own trembling voice. She stepped close to me, her stomach pressing against mine, her cock pushing my own smaller one around. She took me by the waist to hold us close.

“We can stop now, if you want,” she conceded. But then, not wanting to stop, “But I did win you, by right.”

I was too embarrassed to confess completely to her. But I didn’t want this thing to end between us--I was too in love with Amber. I wanted her too badly. I cast my eyes downward, embarrassed, and forced words out. “You won, fair and square. You get to do...whatever you want to me. I won’t resist what you do to me…”

She smiled, a small, happy smile, and pinched one of my nipples, gently and lovingly. “Well, that is true. I beat you and did win you by right.” She reached down and took my lubed up cock in a firm, commanding grip then started to slowly, luxuriously masturbate it, all the way up and down the shaft. I gasped and moaned in pleasure. Amber’s masturbating my cock! I’d never been masturbated by a girl before. It was incredibly hot. Her domineering, sure grip felt so good moving up and down my hard, trembling shaft. “Tell me when you’re about to cum,” she commanded loud enough for the crowd to hear.

“I’m already really close!” I gasped urgently.

She dropped my cock and stepped back, masturbating her own. “You want to cum?”

“No,” I lied, embarrassed.

“I think you do--that hard little cock gives away your lie. And that throbbing, passionate asshole. I could feel it throbbing when I touched you there. Don’t lie. Tell me you want to get fucked in your asshole, slave. Confess your desires in front of all these people--unless you want to get spanked again.”

I was blushing intensely but somewhere deep inside of me I wanted to say it, and Amber’s command let me--being ordered and in bondage broke down the barriers that had imprisoned me. “Yes, I want to get butt-fucked by you,” I moaned out pathetically.

“Beg more,” she said, stepping up and pressing the bulbous head against my defenseless opening.

“Please stuff that cock in my bottom and pound me!” I moaned. A deep scarlet blush was covering my whole face and chest, but I felt thrillingly aroused and alive. I can’t believe this is happening! It’s so humiliating and shameful! What’s fucking wrong with me? And everyone’s seen me! I’m going to have to move out of the city after to avoid all of these people…

But my thoughts were interrupted by Amber massaging my asshole and pressing something against it. She had retrieved an enema bag from the duffel and brought it over. The nozzle was large and pink--the size of all four of my fingers at least. “To help it stay in your booty,” she explained. She rubbed and massaged the plug over my tight gate. “Is this your first anal penetration?” she asked. “Tell the crowd.”

“Yes!” I confessed. “I’m a...I’m an anal virgin.” People let out some cheers.

“Fuck that’s so hot. I’m going to take your anal virginity, slut,” she said, teasing but with real want in her voice. People cheered some more. “I’m going to take it with my big, fat cock.” She worked the plug around and around, massaging my puffy, spanked anus. Then, slowly but firmly, she pressed it into me. It took a long time, straining against my tight hole, and she worked slowly. When it didn’t go in at first, she pressed one of her delicate, lovely fingers in instead.

Her middle finger--the first thing to enter my bottom.

“I wanted it to be me to penetrate you first, anyway. I’m the first inside of you, Casey.” The crowd let out a cheer at my bottom being breached.

“Yes Mistress Amber,” was all I could manage. Why do I love this so much?

It all became a blur and thought and hesitation was replaced by passionate feeling for both of us. She slowly, luxuriously worked her finger in and out of my bottom. Then she stuck her pointer finger in, too, then her ring finger, slowly tugging in and out of my butt. She pressed them apart and tugged them around the edges. “Just relax and breathe. Let yourself open and stretch out,” she said, and brought her mouth to my neck and kissed and sucked it as she fingered me.

When I was loosened and relaxed enough she took the plug and inserted it. It stretched my sphincter hard at the widest part and then got sucked up into me as my anus closed and slid down the other side, seating the bulb. She brought the bag up and squeezed it, letting warm enema fluid flow into me. “It’s a probiotic enema--it’s good for your butt and it’ll clean you out and get you ready for my cock,” she said. The pressure built and built and my soft, flat stomach swelled out with fullness. “You look like my little pregnant girlfriend, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress--it feels so full and good!” People laughed and cheered at my confession. The crowd was rowdy and turned on and loving getting to participate, at least verbally.

“Take the whole thing, slut. I’m impregnating that dirty hole.” She emptied the bag into me then tugged the plug out and quickly pressed her palm over my sphincter, keeping fluid in. “Clench! Don’t let it out!” she commanded.

“Yes Mistress!”

She spanked my jiggly bottom until I lost control and started gushing and squirting water out, then she spanked me some more for being a bad girl and being incontinent in my butt. My pale, fat booty was covered in red hand marks by the end. I felt feverish and was pouring off sweat but it felt so good. My cock was trembling with arousal and right on the edge of explosion. She kicked the bucket under me and commanded, “Release!”

I moaned sluttishly--I couldn’t help myself--and the liquid gushed out of me into the bucket. My impregnated, swollen stomach deflated and went flat again. It felt so good coming out that I almost thought I was going to cum right there. “Fuck that’s hot,” Amber muttered in arousal, and the spectators cheered and jeered good naturedly at the gushing stream of liquid erupting out of my bottom. It finally slowed to a trickle that ran over my naked bottom, and Amber shifted the bucket away and stepped close to me again, wrapping an arm around my naked waist.

10. Publicly Ravished

Amber grasped her cock in her free hand and carefully lined it up with my trembling hole. It was way bigger than her fingers or the enema plug but those had stretched me enough to give me a chance at taking the bigger size. Slowly and gently, with her head leaned right next to mine, and our breathing synced up--both of us taking heaving, passionate breaths--she pressed her cock into my bottom. My sphincter strained against it at first but it couldn’t resist it. Her cock was stronger than my defenses. It parted me, stretching me taut as my bottom swallowed its pink girth.

“Tell everyone what I’m doing to you,” she whispered into my ear.

“Oh fuck you’re penetrating my fat ass!” I gasped out, sluttishly, and the crowd urged us onward. They were all riled up and aroused watching this filthy spectacle. She pressed our foreheads together and held my face in her hands as she rolled her hips and pressed the cock into me. My mouth hung open in a passionate O. I felt incredibly full--like the most overwhelming time I’d ever relieved myself, but easier than that because there was no work on my end--just passively taking the dick into me. It pressed and pressed, centimeter by centimeter. It felt like it went on for minutes, and I didn’t know how I’d ever take all of it, but finally Amber bottomed out in me, her cock buried, deep, deep inside of my rectum.

“Fuck that’s hot. I’m all the way inside of you,” she breathed passionately into my ear.

I didn’t even know when but somewhere along the way I’d lost my filter and most of my inhibitions--my humiliation and submission was so complete that my barriers were completely destroyed. Fueled by hidden passion, I complied with every dirty thing Amber was doing to my body. “I feel so full!”

“It’s sounds like you love it. Confess that you love it.”

“I...I love it.”

“Shout it for the crowd!”

“I love it! I love being fucked in my bottom!”

“You know,” she said in her stage voice. “Casey’s a girl’s name, too. You must like that, huh?”

“Yes,” I confessed, realizing it was true as I said it.

“I’ve decided you’re going to be a girl from now on--I mean, look how good you look in a woman’s lingerie. And look at your cute blonde pixie cut--no boy would get a haircut like that. And look at your body. It’s so feminine, and you only worked out to make it more feminine when we were exercising together. You’re just begging to get butt-fucked, aren’t you slut?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said in shame. 

And then--tenderly and sweetly, with hesitation then intense want--she kissed me.

We kissed each other. Her warm, full lips pressed against my own and I opened myself to her. I’m being kissed by Amber Bentley. I’m being kissed by the girl of my dreams while she fucks me. She dipped her tongue into my mouth and probed and explored me. I darted my own tongue back, submissively meeting and giving into her while still eagerly exploring her mouth. We began to passionately and intensely make out, and as we did she rolled her hips and began to tug the cock out of me and then press it back in. Our mouths made wet, slutty, slurpy sounds as we kissed. Her cock made it’s own lewd, slurping noises as it pulled in and out of me. Her body was so soft but so sure. Her mouth so wet and warm. Her lovely smell--flower blossoms and sweat--filled my nostrils.

I’m being fucked. I’m a girl now. Fuck, I’ve always wanted to be a girl. The realization overwhelmed me. I want to be Amber’s girlfriend.

Her cock started to slap in and out of me faster and faster, and unbidden gasps rose to my lips and escaped me, highlighting my arousal and humiliation. They were met by Amber’s own passionate moans. She reached down and touched something on the dildo and to my shock and pleasure it began to vibrate deep inside of me. The egg buried in her pussy began to vibrate, too. “Bet your dick can’t do that,” she teased gently.

“Oh fuck Amber it feels so good!” I moaned. “You’re fucking my ass!”

“Fuck you’re so beautiful,” she moaned, kissing me again passionately. Her hands roved over my body--my titties, curves, hips, stomach, thighs, calves, feet, and then back to my bottom--squeezing and tugging and spanking. I strained against my bonds in arousal and they held me back pleasurably. She massaged the edges of my anus as her cock went in and out of me.

She raised her voice so everyone could here. “You’re only to be referred to with feminine pronouns from now on. Do you understand? Casey gets referred to as a girl from now on, like she is.”

Everyone “Wooed” and cheered at that.

She thought for a moment. “If you resist my anal assault on you, then you can go back to being a boy. But if you cum from your butt on my cock then you’ll have revealed yourself as the girl that you are, and I’m going to make you my little girlfriend. Do you understand?”

I moaned and nodded vigorously--so intensely overwhelmed with shame and arousal that I just barely managed to speak. “Yes Amber! Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed out in an embarrassingly girly voice in time to her thrusts. She was pummeling my butt with her cock and my fat ass shook and jiggled lewdly as she pounded me. It felt like it went on for minutes. Her thick, long cock was easily hitting some incredible spot inside of me. That must be my prostate. My special anal g-spot. Warmth was radiating out through my body from deep in my anus. Amber’s stamina was amazing--she was able to give me a hard, long fuck after the exhaustion of our fight. Her body was trembling with fatigue but passion carried her onward, giving me the rough pounding she knew I needed and deserved.

My cock was pressed warmly between our two stomachs, but she didn’t allow me any stimulation there aside from that. Anal stimulation took longer than the masturbation I was used to, but it was so much more suffuse and intense. I was bathed in deep pleasure. “Oh fuck Amber, I think I’m going to cum!” I gasped out.

“Louder!”

“I’m going to cum! Oh fuck, Amber, I’m going to cum on your cock! You’re making me cum from my ass!” The crowd cheered and pressed us onward. She wrapped her arms around my waist and back, pulling our sweaty, voluptuous bodies tightly together. Her wet, warm mouth met mine hungrily and sucked and explored it. We made out passionately as we fucked and she pounded me harder and harder.

“I’m going to cum, too!” she gasped.

“May I cum?” I gasped.

“Do it. Cum. Let go!”

Amber reached down and squeezed the balls of her cock. Warm goo exploded out of her dick and rushed deep into my rectum--fake cum to mark her slut and increase my pleasure. The warm, orgasmic feeling reached an unbearable pressure within me. My throbbing cock strained from how full and engorged it was. A wave of pleasure burst from within my anus and rushed through me, carrying me away and spinning me in ecstasy. My cock exploded and shot ropes of cum over our stomachs.

I orgasmed. I came on the cock of the girl I loved.

I felt Amber’s body ripple and shake against mine. She was orgasming, too. Pleasure lifted us and carried us away. The room went warm and bright. Everything else faded away. I had never anal orgasmed before. It was more intense and wonderful than I could’ve ever imagined. I was lost in a dream of pleasure with Amber. We were lost together.

11. Double Teamed in My Bottom

We slowly came back. The room returned to focus. She kissed me once more, sweetly, and then pulled back and watched my face carefully. People were cheering and catcalling, turned on by the show, but I could only look at Amber. “Are you okay?” she said.

My voice was trembling when I answered. “Yes. Fuck yes. You’re incredible, Amber. Oh fuck you’re so incredible.”

“You’re incredible, too,” she said earnestly.

We stayed there against the ropes for a while, her hands roving over me and us kissing gently as we both came down and luxuriated in the post orgasmic bliss. She flicked the cock vibrator off but left it buried in my bottom, which was still throbbing and spasming in pleasure. Finally she tugged her cock out of me and undid the ties around my wrists and knees. She lifted me off the ropes, I wrapped my legs around her waist, and she carried me to the center of the ring and set me down. She lay down on top of me and we embraced and started making out again. We spent a long time laying there making out. I eagerly let my hands run over her voluptuous body. I touched and rubbed her anus and she said, “Do you want that?”

I nodded “Yes” sweetly. She got up and fetched a small silver thing from the duffel bag and then knelt over my face and lowered your sweaty, wet asshole to my mouth. I eagerly sucked and licked at it. She reached down to my sticky cock and sucked it lovingly. A shock went through me. Amber has her mouth on my cock! Amber’s sucking my cock! Her warm, incredibly wet mouth took my whole head and shaft, then shifted to my balls, then back to my head and shaft. It felt so good. Finally she pulled off, leaving only a sticky sheen. Her own body trembled and shivered in pleasure from my mouth sucking eagerly at her anus and my warm tongue pressing as far into her as I could go. She reached down and clipped the silver thing around my cock. A chastity cage.

“You’re mine now. This is to remind you that you’re a girl and that I own your bottom and cock and body. And it’s because we have to train you to be a good anal slut who cums from her ass.”

People laughed and cheered at my caging. “Yes Amber,” I said, humiliated and turned on. The ring of the cage held around the base of my cock with just the right amount of pleasurable firmness. It had little silver bars that wrapped around my shaft to keep it limp. She moved her ass away once she was satisfied and I let out a whine at it’s departure. She licked down my stomach, collecting more of the cum, then brought her mouth to mine and fed it to me. “Swallow your cum like a good girl,” she commanded, and I did and opened my mouth wide to show her I had obeyed.

“Good slut!” she cooed.

She stepped up and took a fresh, flesh colored cock out of the duffel bag. This one was smaller--maybe seven inches and slightly less girthy. It had an egg for her pussy, just like the other one. She undid her harness and stepped into the new cock, then came back to me on the floor and started kissing me again. She must’ve been able to tell I looked disappointed at the smaller cock--I wanted the fullness of the big one stretching me--because she said, “Don’t worry, slut, I have a plan for you.” We kissed more and we both started to get aroused again. She rolled us over so I was on top of her, straddling her. “Do you want to fuck again?”

“Yes,” I confessed--so eager for her that I didn’t even hesitate.

It was just the beginning of a long night.

We were both physically exhausted from the fight but passion for each other and the energy of all our friends watching us fueled us onward. I lifted myself up and she lined her cock up, then I sank my fat ass onto it. My ass was still gaping open and warm, fake cum was drooling out of it. My o-ring slid over her cock a little easier this time. I started slow, thighs trembling as I lifted myself and sunk down--up and down, up and down. This cock vibrated, too, and she turned it on and then wrapped her hands around my waist to help stabilize me and lift and lower me.

“Andromeda, there’s another cock in the bag,” Amber said, and a wave of excitement and nervousness washed through me as I realized what they were going to do. 

Andromeda bit her lip at the invitation. Her eyes locked on my lewd, feminine body, then she said, “Fuck yes,” and went to the bag.

“I want to give you your first double penetration in public, in front of the whole crowd,” Amber said.

“I want that!” I moaned lewdly. “I want two girl cocks in my butt! I want to be dominated and shamed by you!” It felt so lewd and slutty and good saying anything I wanted.

Andromeda stripped herself completely naked, baring her large, gorgeous, melon like breasts and incredibly full, thick bottom. She had an incredible ratio--she was as tall as a model and slim and lithe everywhere but her full breasts, wide hips, and thick, plump ass. She strapped on a flesh colored cock that matched Amber’s and also had an egg and vibration, which she turned on. Amber tugged off her own shirt and bra, letting her gorgeous, ample titties spill free. Andromeda impatiently ripped off my lingerie--snapping it and tugging it away while Amber’s cock was still in my butt.

We were all left completely naked. Andromeda pressed me down and laid me over Amber, who wrapped her arms around me and clasped my arms behind my back, holding me in place.

“Just relax and breathe, baby,” Andromeda instructed. She doused my fat ass in more anal lube and then slowly, expertly began to work her fingers in around the sides of Amber’s cock, stretching me farther past my limits than I ever thought possible. Amber slowly fucked in and out of me and I flopped my cute, fat bottom up and down on her cock. I slowly picked up speed until I was absolutely flailing myself on her cock, then backed off as I felt my orgasm already building. Andromeda worked first one, then two, then three, then all four fingers into my ass, her hand wrapping around Amber’s cock and enlarging it. We had to work my butt for a long time to stretch it enough for a second cock--nearly half an hour, at least.

Andromeda tugged up on my anus, pulling part of its edge off the cock and leaving a gap into me. “You can look all the way inside of her!” she teased. I realized people were filming with their cell phones and blushed in shame and arousal. A few of the regulars moved up to get better shots and angles. She stuck both hands into me and gently tugged my anus apart around Amber’s cock. It felt so fucking overwhelming and good.

And then I felt her cock head pressing against me. She doused everything in lube again and then slowly moved forward. Thankfully the cocks were very soft and forgiving, but still just stiff enough to press and enter me. The head teased at my rim and slipped away again and again, but she guided it expertly with her hand and finally Amber’s cock slid to the side and Andromeda’s head popped in. I gasped and moaned, trembling against Amber’s body. “Just let it go, hottie, let it go and take those dicks,” Andromeda said. She sunk further and further in until both girls were buried in my butt, bottomed out.

“Tell the people what we’re doing to you,” Amber said.

“Amber and Andromeda are double teaming me! I’m getting double penetrated in my butt because I’m a loser! I’m getting double anal penetration!” It felt so slutty describing it. I love feeling slutty.

Andromeda laid over my back, her gorgeous breasts pressing into me, and both girls rolled their hips and fucked in and out of me. We fucked and fucked and fucked, their cocks gaping and vibrating and stimulating me and the eggs in their pussies and the act of lewd domination stimulating them. My cock strained against it’s cage, throbbing in pleasure even though it was forced to stay limp and pathetic.

“I’m going to cum again!” I whined.

“Are you ready?” Amber asked Andromeda.

“Yes, I’m going to fucking cum!” she said.

“I’m going to cum too! Let’s cum together!” Amber said, breathless and blushing.

And we did. They pummeled in and out of my sticky, jiggling bottom. My hungry hole was completely overwhelmed by their powerful anal assault. The warmth filled my body again and washed me away.

I orgasmed anally.

Cum squirted out of my pathetic, limp, caged cock--it felt amazing orgasming in the cage, for some reason. I felt their bodies spasming and trembling against me and we were all washed away in warm, bright bliss. I didn’t come back for a long time. When I slowly returned to myself my whole body felt incredible. They squeezed the fake ball sacks of the cocks--filling me again with more fake cum--then gently tugged out of me. They rolled me off of Amber onto my back; I tugged my legs up and to the sides to show off my gaped, drooling asshole; and they squirted more fake cum over my whole body--stomach, thighs, titties, feet--bukkaking me and marking me as their fuck prize.

They lay on either side of me and kissed me passionately. We luxuriated in the post orgasmic bliss and enjoyed making out with each other for a long time. I just got fucked by Amber and Andromeda! I’m kissing and making out with Amber and Andromeda! Amber caged my cock and fucked me! Amber turned me into a girl... I was in a haze of humiliated pleasure.

Amber finished off the night by inviting everyone up into the ring.

The entire crowd washed over me: person after person came up and fingered my slimy, drooling, naked bottom--gorgeous girls and muscle-bound studs from the gym. They pressed in and out of my girly hole, exploring me for their own pleasure. Hands grabbed and groped and squeezed me. Amber commanded me to get on my hands and knees to present, and my sticky, fake-cum-covered bottom and plump thighs got pleasurably spanked until they were bright red. People choked me too, and a few kissed me, or sucked and pinched my nipples.

It made my public humiliation complete.

It felt so good and so lewd. There was something wonderful about sharing myself in a communal sexual experience--being their little gym slut and being used by everyone. I realized I was getting turned on again from being roughly used by so many people.

Amber took a large, spherical clit-massaging vibrator and pressed it to my gaping asshole. She sunk it into me until my bottom enveloped it then rubbed her palm up and down on my caged cock--stimulating the parts bulging through the cage as if she was stimulating a woman’s aroused pussy. I came a third time as I was touched and groped by the crowd and then completely collapsed in drooling, fucked exhaustion.

12. Intimate Locker Room Passion and Confessions of Love

Everyone slowly filtered out of the of the gym--drawn away by jobs and lives waiting for them in the morning. Amber and Andromeda kissed, passionately and intimately. I realized they had never had sex with each other before, either. They seemed curious about each other, and in mutual admiration, even though Amber was younger and less experienced. I was too exhausted to do anything but lay in my own filth for a long time. Amber stood over me and snapped photos of her triumph--me laying on my back, legs spread wide for her, bottom gaping open, and my whole body covered in fake and real cum and sweat and saliva and grime from the ring.

Everyone eventually left and I was left alone, sucking in breaths and trying to process what had happened to me. I’ve been completely shamed and humiliated. I lost my fight and was defeated. Amber can kick me out of the gym now. And she made me realize I want to be a girl and admit it in front of nearly everyone I know. My entire shame and ravishment was filmed and will probably go up on the internet for people to find.

I was mortified and deeply ashamed. But I was so turned on and in love with Amber that I wanted it all--everything that had happened. I couldn’t resist her. I finally stood on trembling legs and walked to the showers. Amber had left my cock cage on--it wasn’t locked, only fastened, but I didn’t want to remove it. She hasn’t given me permission. I let the warm water wash over my bruised, beaten, fucked body and massaged the soap in from the dispenser.

I washed off and wrapped a small towel around my abdomen like a woman--it covered my nipples and only reaching to about halfway down my bottom, leaving my butt exposed for anyone who walked into the locker room. The place felt empty. I glumly went to clean out my locker. I thought the connection we had had when she ravished me in the ring was real, but Amber had left, and I had to follow the rules of the bet. She’d defeated me and fucked me, and now I had to leave. I put all of my things into a bag and set it on the bench.

And then suddenly Amber was there, leaning against the end of the row of lockers. She was still wet from her shower and completely naked, except she was wearing the pink dildo again. It sprouted up lewdly from her crotch. I stared at her, hesitantly and unsure. “You better not have taken off that chastity cage,” she finally said. I smiled--just a flash--and she smiled back at me. I pulled my towel up to reveal myself to her. “Good slut,” she said. “What are you doing?”

“Cleaning out my locker--the deal was the loser had to leave, right?”

“Nope. I told you: if you came on my cock I was going to make you my little girlfriend. And you came pretty hard, sweetie. Everyone saw. So the deal’s altered.”

I grinned girlishly back at her, still deeply embarrassed and blushing at the memory of my public ravishment, but turned on and deeply in love, too. We didn’t need words. She walked to me, took me in her arms, and kissed me. I opened my mouth to her submissively and we made out there in the locker room.

“Did you ever consider the fact that I’m not a crazy, competitive maniac around everyone else--that maybe I’m just that way around you because I’m wild about you?” Amber said.

“I thought you hated me,” I said.

“Maybe I was just fucking jealous because all you would do is bring me coffee then go off and follow Brittany around! Maybe you’re like a drug to me and I can never fucking get enough of you!”

“I can’t stand Brittany! She was pulling me away--I just couldn’t get her to leave me alone!”

Amber shoved me down onto the bench on my back and lay her luscious body on top of me, kissing me, her big, lewd cock pushing my little caged one and my tight balls around. “Really?” she said, happily. “I thought you wanted her tight little gym body?”

“I think she’s gross and boring as cardboard. I’d rather have your gorgeous, luscious, dirty butt smother my face every day for a million years than have anything to do with her. She pales in comparison to you--she can’t hold a candle. I’m not interested at all in her body or personality. You’re literally the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen!” The confession all came out in a rush and it was all true.

“Fuck, I want you again,” she said, her voice heavy with arousal.

“Take me,” I practically moaned out.

She rolled me over so my stomach was pressed against the bench and my legs were straddling it. My fat butt hung over the end. She spread my buttocks apart with her hands and my sphincter gaped wide open--easily and shamefully--from how thoroughly Amber and Andromeda had double penetrated me and stretched me. My slutty bottom swallowed her pink cock all the way down. She fucked me passionately, vigorously, and deep--the cock vibrating in us--until we were both on the edge of orgasm again. She flipped me over on my back and unclipped the cage, setting my cock free. It shot to full erection. She pumped my cock hard with her hand and pistoned in and out of me. I was blushing with shame and arousal and I felt something melting away in me. I felt like I was free for the first time with her, and something was blossoming in me. I was blossoming.

“Amber...I...I love you!” I confessed, moaning.

She leaned into me and kissed me passionately as she rolled her hips in and out of me. She looked into my eyes and spoke with an intensity like she was saying it for the first time, instead of responding to me: “I love you, Casey.”

I couldn’t take it. Her words, her body on mine, her hand pumping my cock, and her cock pumping my butt. I exploded in orgasm, cum spraying over both of us and ass spasming on her cock. She trembled and shook against me, rocked by her own intense orgasm from the egg and the arousal of dominating me. Pleasure carried us away once again. We lay together again for a long time, catching our breath. Eventually, we both sat up on the bench, close to each other, and licked up my cum like playful schoolgirls sharing a treat.

“I don’t want this night to end,” I tried to hint. She took the opening without hesitation, clasping my hand in her own.

“Come home with me,” she said. She was watching me intently.

“Okay!” I said. We’d never even hung out outside of the gym. It was all moving so quickly but it was all so wonderful. We sat there grinning at each other for a while like idiots. Finally we kissed some more then went to shower again, together. We delighted in soaping and lovingly washing each other’s curves. We kissed and made out there a lot, too. We couldn’t keep our hands or our lips off of each other. I put my stuff back in the locker and Amber gathered her things. Before we went Amber knelt down in front of me and clipped the cleaned chastity cage back on around my cock

“I love it,” I said. “It’s like being given a ring or a beautiful necklace. It’s beautiful.”

She fished a key and chain out of her bag and hung it around her neck. “I have the key for it,” she said.

“I want you to lock it,” I said immediately. “I only want to belong to you.”

“Fuck, you’re such a cute little slut,” she practically moaned out. She fitted the key into the little lock at the base of the cage and turned it, locking it shut with a satisfying click. She sucked her mouth lovingly over my cock and the cage--a little reward for my slutty submissiveness--then stood, kissed my lips, and gave my red, tender bottom a playful spank. “Turn around and lean against the lockers,” she said. I did it, playfully and obediently popping my pert bottom out for her. She reached into her duffel and drew out a thick, large pink butt plug.

“Oh fuck!” I said cutely, looking back over my shoulder.

“Oh fuck is right, you little slut,” she said lovingly. She squatted down behind me and buried her tongue in my warm, gaping hole, licking and lubricating me. She got up and dipped the plug into my mouth and I sucked it obediently, wetting it for my ass. She pressed it against my sphincter and my gaped hole slurped it in with embarrassing, shameful ease. It was still stretching me impressively though, and it felt really full and deep in my butt.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped again sweetly.

“Damn you’re fucking cute,” she said. She turned me around and pressed a hand over my plug, wiggling it and pumping it in my butt. She wrapped her other hand firmly but gently around my throat and kissed me. “From now on I control your body. You have to ask me for permission to take the plug out if you need to use the bathroom; when you want to shower; and, obviously, when you want to masturbate.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, happy and very turned on. She kissed me again and I smiled back at her. “I feel like I’ve fallen into a fantasy. I...I can’t believe this is happening. It’s all like a dream!”

“Me too,” she said. “I feel like I’m in a dream with you!”

My panties and bralette had been destroyed during my ravishment--and neither of us wanted me to wear my old, boring boys clothes--so I just put on my white canvas sneakers and Amber gave me her little khaki colored raincoat. We were practically the same size except for her ample breasts, and it fit me perfectly. It was the kind a femme fatale would wear in a detective novel, except it was a short one and just barely came down far enough to cover my bottom. Men would be able to see up it to my exposed, plugged butt if I bent over or walked up any stairs in front of them, and that gave me an excited thrill. I belted it around my waist and it showed off my curvy, hourglass shape nicely. Amber tugged on her gorgeous black lingerie, black skinny jeans, black tank top, and black leather bluchers. She locked up the gym and took my hand to lead me out. I felt like Eurydice being led by Orpheus out of the underworld, for some reason, but neither of us looked back, only forward.

13. Ravished in the Calm Dark of the Night in Amber’s Apartment

It felt so nice holding hands with her as we walked, and I loved the excitement of being dressed so revealingly out in public. It also felt really, really good walking with the heavy, thick plug in my bottom. It tugged and shifted inside of me pleasurably and strained against my tightness as I walked. My butt was practically on display for all the world to see, but it belonged to Amber. The warm wind blew several times and lifted up the back of my jacket, flashing strangers with my fat, ample bottom. We both got catcalled several times and it turned me on, hard. Thoughts of Amber and I being fucked by some muscle bound stud, or double or triple teamed by a group of them, flashed luridly through my mind. She smiled, as if reading my thoughts.

When we stopped at an empty crosswalk Amber actually pushed my jacket all the way up to my waist, exposing me to the world, and rubbed my cock in its cage and groped and spanked my plump butt.

“You like that?” she teased.

“Yes,” I said simply and passionately. “I love it. I want to be your slut.”

She led me back to her apartment. It was actually only a few blocks from the gym but in the opposite direction from where I lived. It was a dilapidated, very old building in a run down part of town--exactly the type of cool place I pictured Amber would live. We wound up the stories to her room. She walked behind me and I smiled because I could feel her eyes on my swaying bottom. I stepped up the stairs as sultrily as I could to put on a show for her.

She had a loft apartment on the corner of the top floor.  She opened the door and all the locks smoothly and ushered me in. The view out her windows was gorgeous--it revealed a glittering expanse the city at night. The inside was decorated with tapestries, banners, rugs, and rich old furniture. It was all deep burgundies, greens, and mahoganies. It smelled fresh and wonderful.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, and meant it.

“You’re beautiful,” she said and kissed me.

We were both ravenous and, now that time had passed, very sore from our fight. Like everything else about Amber, her apartment was well thought out and well maintained. Her kitchen was fully stocked. We collapsed next to each other on her couch and feasted on leftovers of vegetable lo mein and spring rolls that she had made herself. “It’s so delicious,” I said.

“I’m good at stuff,” she said, simply but truthfully. Once we had devoured that we ate cereal and milk until we were happy and full. Amber had a new toothbrush for me and we washed, then she took my hand and led me to her bed. It was large and fresh and clean.

We fucked that night, again. We didn’t mean to, but we started kissing once we had laid down. I moved down and licked her smooth, lovely pussy and asshole, sucking and delving into her holes worshipfully--like a suppliant who had stumbled on some young goddess disguised in divinely human form.

She came from my warm mouth licking and sucking at her ass and her hand rubbing her plump pussy.

She luxuriated in the orgasm then impatiently tugged my butt plug free and stepped back into her strap-on. We lay in the dark on the bed, moonlight streaming in through her windows, and she gently and passionately fucked my tender bottom. Her arms wrapped around me. I twisted around so we could kiss as she gently, lovingly fucked my butt.

I luxuriated in her cock plundering my ass; she took long, slow, deep strokes. Our smooth, shaven 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.

“I love fucking your gorgeous, sexy body,” she said.

We lay together in the bed--our soft, naked bodies wrapped lovingly together. Our breathing started to match up--deep, slow, peaceful breaths. Our legs entwined and arms wrapped around each other. We clasped hands, interlacing our fingers. I’m in Amber Bentley’s apartment, in her bed, and she loves me!

We slowly drifted off to sleep.

14. Being Amber Bentley’s Girlfriend

The next morning I woke up and the apartment was empty. Everything raced back into my head in a rush and I felt consumed by shame and revulsion. Did she leave? Fuck, I don’t even have any clothes! I looked around fearfully for a note telling me to get out. Maybe she’s disgusted with me and left for work and wants me to fuck off and--

And then the door opened and Amber was standing there smiling in red sneakers, black jeans, and a black tank top. She had a bag in each hand and kicked the door closed behind her. “Good morning, my little slut,” she said.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I said, smiling back shyly and forgetting everything. “What time is it?”

“Ten o’clock. Andromeda texted me last night and said I could come in late today. I thought I’d go out while you were sleeping--you looked very peaceful earlier; I didn’t want to wake you. There’s coffee and cinnamon apple croissants in one bag--I thought it was my turn to bring you coffee for once--and, well, the other one is full of special presents for you.”

“May I use the bathroom and wash?” I asked her.

“Yes, you may. Good girl for asking.”

I went and washed up then came and sat at the kitchen table, still naked and on display for her. “I want to be your girlfriend,” I said.

“I want you to be my girlfriend.”

“I want…” my voice faltered with embarrassment but the need to confess pressed me forward. “I want to be a girl from now on. I love it. And I love being under your control. I love being your submissive slut.”

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” she said passionately.

She reached into the bag and pulled out a silver collar to match the chastity cage. “Get on your knees and put your arms behind your back.”

I did it happily, beaming up at her. “Do you accept this collar and take me as your mistress and girlfriend?” she said. She said it with a faux-joking tone, but underneath was love.

I said, “Yes,” almost before she could finish.

“I’ve been thinking about collaring you, about fucking you, since that first day you walked into the gym. I never thought you would want it, too,” she said happily. Then she leaned over and clipped the collar around my slim, pale, elegant neck. It was comfortable which made me smile--I wanted to be able to wear it all the time. “A good slut has to have her own clothes and, since you’re my girlfriend now, I wanted to get you nice things.”

The bag was from Délicat Intensité, a high end clothing boutique in a fancier part of town. There were several sets of the most diaphanous, intricate, lovely lingerie I had ever seen; two skirts; some blouses; several sets of stockings; and a set of gorgeous heels. There were also several sets of very skimpy girls’ gym clothes. I let out a little, pleased sigh. “Oh it’s beautiful!” I was blushing at the thought of wearing it but it also filled me with arousal. “May I put them on, Mistress?”

“Yes. Change in front of me so I can watch you,” she said.

I stepped into a set of little scarlet panties that hugged my huge bottom perfectly and clipped on a matching scarlet bra. I clipped on a scarlet garter belt and rolled a set of black stockings up my legs. The nylon against my smooth shaved skin felt amazing. They came up to just below my fat butt--framing its size and showing off how big it was--and my flesh squeezed out sexily at the top. I rubbed my fat thighs together, luxuriating in the sensation of the stockings passing over each other. I threaded the garter belt clips through my panties to make sure the panties could come off first. “Good girl,” Amber said. “Thinking ahead to getting fucked in those stockings, huh?”

“Yes,” I said, blushing and turned on.

I pulled on a little plaid schoolgirl skirt that only just covered the end of my bottom, then a little blouse over top. Amber took me into the bathroom and fixed my haircut to make it even more of a cute, girly pixie cut. Then we did our makeup together--she showed me the essentials and made sure it was subtle and pretty. I wore mascara, blush, and a pale, virginal, pink lipstick. I slipped into my gorgeous new heels. My dancer’s body balanced in them easily. “You make such a good fucking girl,” Amber said.

“I can’t believe we  only met two months ago!” I said smiling.

“I can’t believe this is all happening!” she said, smiling back.

We walked hand in hand to the gym--although Amber got impatient and pushed me into an alley at one point to make out with me, grope me, and work the plug in my bottom until I was moaning and drooling onto my new blouse. “What a fucking dirty, submissive little slut!” she whispered in my ear, lovingly.

I was worried about everyone in the gym, but all anyone said was how cute I was and how hot it had been watching me get fucked last night. They all wanted Amber to fuck me again in public. Some of them asked if they were allowed to touch me and grope my bottom when I was in the gym. I asked Amber and she said I could say yes, which I did. I was so turned on by the thought of being used openly. Andromeda came over and told me I could work at the gym if I wanted.

“You certainly spend enough time here already,” she said, smiling. “And we all love having you around.” 

It didn’t interfere with my evening waitressing job and I gladly accepted. I spent the day helping Amber with gym upkeep. I stayed in my cute schoolgirl outfit, though--I wanted as much attention as I could get. People groped my bottom and thighs a lot, and some of them even spanked me. It was really hot. It was  only my first full day as a girl, but it was wonderful. I loved being the little gym slut. By midday Amber and Andromeda took me back to the showers and fucked me in my little schoolgirl outfit, double teaming me and then making me service them until we all came. I went back out and kept getting groped for the rest of the day. I had never been so turned on or so happy. They accept me. And fuck, they think I’m hot!

It was Brooklyn, so my waitressing job was actually fine with my new appearance. I actually got tipped a lot better as a girl. I flirted, giggled, and fawned and people really liked me. It came naturally to me because I liked the attention and groping so much that I sort of encouraged it. I started making nearly double what I had been making in tips.

My dancing had never been better, and I started getting some of the auditions I was going to. Amber cleared out the living room in her apartment to give me space to practice there, and she loved to watch me train as she wrote.  

At the end of the first week after my first ravishment, Amber gave me a key to her apartment and asked me to move in with her. I gleefully accepted. The move was easy--I’d donated all of my old clothes and didn’t have much else aside from books. Amber and Andromeda helped with what I did have. By the end of my third month living in Brooklyn I had a new group of friends, an amazing new boss, and the girl of my dreams. And I’d blossomed into being her girlfriend.

I still bring her coffee every morning--she goes ahead to unlock the gym and I go to the coffee shop. She writes novels and I proofread and edit them. I dance and she cheers and helps me practice. We manage the gym and sit around when we’re not busy, reading books and talking about them. And when I’m naughty I get punished and thoroughly fucked. And I’m naughty a lot. And we’re perfectly, blissfully happy.

END
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Feminized by Riley: How I was Defeated, Dominated & Ravished by My Best Friend
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…“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...

✦✦✦

Mason is thrown into a desperate struggle for his masculinity against the gorgeous Riley Monroe, his secret crush. When they’re left alone at her house after a party, Riley corners him and reveals that she’s snooped into his phone and 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 emasculate, dominate, and ravish him. She wants to dress him up in some of her own, very revealing lingerie and make him her womanly, submissive lover. He’s intensely attracted to Riley--her sharp personality, pale and slim body, ample breasts, and thick bottom and thighs--but he never meant to bring his fantasies into the real world. He desperately struggles to resist her advances, first in words as she deeply manipulates and humiliates him over his insecurities and shameful desires, and then physically when they agree to fight each other for control.

Mason and Riley wrestle in a passionate contest that builds towards an erotic explosion of desire. Mason briefly gets the upper hand and does lewd, shameful things to Riley’s lovely body but she pushes back against him hard. Will Mason be able to defeat Riley and keep his self-respect and former life, or will he lose and be deeply feminized, humiliated, and ravished? 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 into Riley completely?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0785VGSSF

Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him: How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet
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...You make a really gorgeous girl, Eva,” Steven said. “Your hair is perfect, and you have a really nice body, and that’s a really pretty circlet your have around your waist.” I blushed and kept sucking his cock and he stood up over me. “Come on, let’s get that big, gorgeous bottom up here,” he said, and he lifted me up effortlessly. I put my arms around his neck. His strong hands were on my enormous bottom, supporting me. My plump, soft thighs wrapped around his muscled abdomen and I interlocked my feet behind his back, right above his muscled butt. I felt Christie’s warm tongue and mouth on my anus again, and then, with her aiming his cock and pulling my butt apart, he slowly lowered me onto his himself. I could feel a pressure against my tender hole. It was intense and enormous and warm and wet. His cock head was much bigger than the radius of my entire anus.

“Oh fuck,” Christie cooed.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck...” I moaned. It felt like an eternity as my moist hole hung, poised and straining, over his rock hard, monstrous intruder. And then, slowly, my tender, taut butt-flesh began to give way, bit-by-bit. He was penetrating me…

✦✦✦

When the feminine, troubled, unknowingly beautiful Evan learns that his striking best friend, Christie, is getting married, he confesses his love to her and receives a startling response: Christie and her fiancé, Steve, want to draw him into a thrilling erotic game, but Evan’s fears and inhibitions drive him away. Yet as Evan’s life spirals into despair Christie lures him back again to a final, charged confrontation in her home.

Evan has always hated himself for many reasons, and he has been frequently mocked in gym locker rooms and daily life for his girly body: it’s slim yet curvaceous in all the right places and far too sexual and womanly for a man, especially with his plump, jiggly bottom and thighs. He’s never thought to embrace this side of himself; he’s loved Christie since they first met but has never felt like he was man enough for her.

Christie wants him all the same, though, and is willing to wrestle Evan--with her words and her actual body--into confessing his true desires. But will Evan be able to overcome his fears and inhibitions and give in to Christie’s advances? If he does, will he be able to satisfactorily use his gorgeously transformed body to pleasure Steve and become their servant, possession, and paramour? Will he finally realize his deepest, most secret dream of feminization, passionate submission, and true love?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B077VDCLKN

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

I let my thigh muscles relax and my body weight pulled me down. I slid along his enormous meat pole. I was pretty sure it was over nine inches and maybe nearly that much around--though I couldn’t really comprehend measurements at the moment. My sphincter muscles parted and I bottomed out on that big dick. His pubic hair teased the soft, tender, taut skin of my stretched anus. I was pressed up against him, letting all of my weight go. I could feel his balls pressing into my plump ass. I was trembling and too weak to hold myself up. I sunk forward onto his chest. He moved my arms around behind my back and held them in place with one hand. The other hand clasped my ass and squeezed big handfuls of my butt flesh. He began gyrating his hips, slowly tugging his cock out of me then pressing it back in. I was completely immobile and at his mercy and I loved it. It’s so humiliating but it feels so good! So right. I didn’t think this kind of pleasure was possible!

“Oh fuck…” I moaned. He slowly upped his speed, pistoning in and out of me. He spanked my booty a few times to go with the fucking and it felt so good. My cock was the most erect it had ever been. It felt like it wanted to get even harder but it had already reached its limit--it couldn’t push anymore and now it was just straining with nearly overwhelming pressure. Deep in my bottom something felt like it was radiating warmth. My butt felt incredibly full. Like his cock was meant to be there and fill me up to this exact, overwhelming size. Sweat drenched my body yet my skin had goosebumps, too. I was trembling as I was fucked and gasping and tears from the overwhelming emotion ran down my cheeks. I loved every moment of it.

He could sense I was about to explode…

✦✦✦

When eighteen-year-old Dani gets trapped with debts to the mob and no money to pay, he has to sell the only valuable thing he has left: his nubile, extremely feminine, absolutely voluptuous body. What will he choose when he has to decide between extreme danger and extreme sexual humiliation, feminization, and passion?

Dani lives a terribly boring lower-middle-class life and is beset by depression. He has a slim figure but a plump, jiggly bottom and thick set of thighs, and he’s been humiliated and ashamed because of it for years. But when his drug and gambling addicted parents go missing and the mob and their dealers come to collect, the only way Dani has to settle the debts is to sell his lovely figure into servitude. He does so via a shadowy organization that he finds in a dark corner of the internet. The organization drops Dani on the doorstep of the enormous mansion of one of their most powerful and enigmatic buyers--Byron Galt, a billionaire industrialist. The gorgeous young man expects to find a monster, but instead of a beast Dani is met by a passionate, dominant master who begins to strip away Dani’s defensive layers and make him realize the true beauty that he is.

Byron is going to feminize, sissify, shave, spank, lotion, and absolutely ravish the bubble butt of his delicious new trap. Will Dani be able to overcome his inhibitions and shame and take this chance at love, intense sexual ecstasy, and a life with Byron beyond his wildest dreams?

(A 22,000 word novella absolutely bursting with ardent, raw, forbidden, M/M, sissy ravishment.)

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B078G9JBXP

Please Ravish My Bottom: A Gorgeous Sissy Submits to an Alpha male

[image: ]

...I leaned forward and delicately laid my full lips against his throbbing cock head. Once I’d made first contact a gate in me broke down and desire flooded through to drive my actions.

I kissed his cock and kissed it and kissed it--all over the head and up and down the long, thick shaft. Then my warm, wet tongue moved out and licked it luxuriously. I dragged it up and down the bottom of his dick, then the top. I took his heavy balls into my wet, warm mouth, suckling on them. Then I licked up to the head, took it in my mouth, and suckled on it. Deep throating seemed scary but I didn’t care--I was eager to do it and lovingly started forcing my mouth and throat down on him. I gagged a lot, and spit flooded my mouth, making his cock even wetter. I keep working, determined. Tears welled up in my eyes and ran down my face from gagging, but I managed to get at least his cock head down into my throat, and about a third of his cock into my mouth. I pulled off and looked at him, sweet and blushing. "Is this okay? I'm sorry. I've never done this before..."

✦✦✦

This is Ash’s first submissive, sissy sexual experience. He’s always secretly dreamed about feminization, humiliation, domination, and ravishment but when he goes out for a jog one clear spring morning, fantasy turns into reality. His curvaceous, womanly body--particularly his thick, jiggly bottom and set of thighs--and his skimpy running outfit draws the attention of Brent, a young, hulking, muscle-bound alpha male. Brent boldly and lasciviously propositions Ash. Swept up by intense desire, they can’t wait or keep their hands off of each other. Brent takes Ash off the road into a secluded forest clearing, strips him, and begins to use his juicy, feminine body. They begin with a tender, sensual make out session, but they get much dirtier. Will any curious observers find them as they engage in such lewd public copulation? How deeply will Ash surrender to Brent’s passionate onslaught? Will either of them admit to the love blossoming between them?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0786RZNGB

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

[image: ]

...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...

✦✦✦

When a feminine young man, J. Ludlow, learns that his gorgeous wife, Aidra, is having a passionate affair with a hulking, wealthy black man, Ryan Dreist, he begins following them and documenting their filthy 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. 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?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B077X4JVGY

Ravished in the Wilderness: Alpha Male, Gorgeous Trap, Intense Feminization & Submission

[image: ]

...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...

✦✦✦

When the gorgeous, feminine Adrian is stranded in an unknown wilderness with his bully and rival, Brett--a hulking, muscular, alpha-male--Adrian must rely on him to survive the rigorous adventure. But when they reach a secluded cabin in the mountains Adrian’s struggle turns inward. Adrian tries to hold on to his pride while Brett tries to introduce sissification to him, eager to transform him into the gorgeous woman he could be. Will either of them discover or admit the passionate love growing between them? Will Adrian surrender to his deep, buried desire for submission?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0784R5HJ5
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