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Summary

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

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

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






Chapter 1. Cordelia de Havilland

This is how I met the love of my life. It’s also how she took me, ravished me, and made me her girlfriend. The first time I laid eyes on Cordelia de Havilland was on a cold January morning in the dusty, dimly lit basement of the Business Department at Rocky Creek University in New York, in a suburb a ways outside of the city. It was my junior year and I was late for my class. I was on track for the most boring degree in the world--a business degree. When I stepped into the room, though, it wasn’t the professor up in front of everyone. There was a girl there. Her eyes--like emeralds--flickered to me at the door then back to the crowd. She had red hair the color of dark fire that stopped a few inches above her shoulders. I stood there, in the shadows of the back corner of the room, not wanting to interrupt her and a little afraid I was only in a dream.

She was calm and confident in front of a crowd--the people in my class were terrible public speakers--they were always nervous and locked up when they were forced in front of people. But this girl stood straight and spoke easily. She was confident yet relaxed. Her energy engaged the whole room. She was opened to us all, drawing us to her. I drank her in with my eyes. Her body was absolutely stunning. She was voluptuous. She was wearing grey jeans, a black tank top, and brown leather boots. The tight jeans revealed a full bottom and lissome legs. Her tank top showed her lovely collarbones and shoulders and her ample breasts were nestled in a little bralette that just barely contained them beneath the shirt.

Her voice was rich and melodious. She looked and sounded like a young, redheaded Scarlett Johansson, I thought. Or Marilyn Monroe reborn. I tried to savor the chance to get to strip this beautiful girl in my mind while I could stare unabashedly from the dark. She was inviting the class to dance tryouts for a production she was doing and I felt all of a sudden that I badly wanted to learn how to dance.

“Thank you very much!” Professor Mowbray said when she was done, impatient, for some reason, to start another boring class. I followed the girl out into the hall. “Mr. Lee class is beginning!” Mowbray called after me. I pretended not to hear and closed the door safely on my boring professor and boring life.

“Can anyone join the production?”

The girl had been heading for the stairs and she turned and smiled. I was afraid if I let her go now she’d disappear forever. “Sure. Have you ever danced before?”

“Um, no. I’ve never done anything before.”

“That’s great! I mean, Rocky Creek has an atrocious arts program--which is why I’m wandering around business classes recruiting people--so if you’re up for showing up and participating, you pretty much have a good shot of getting in.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I mean, I’m also the director, class president, and head of the student dance club, so if I say you get in you’ll get in.”

“Oh...that was easy.”

“Well, you were enthusiastic enough to follow me out of class. That’s a good start. Don’t be late to dance practice, though. Be ten minutes early at least.”

“No problem!”

“My name’s Cordelia, by the way. What’s your name?”

“Anson. Anson Lee,” I reached out my hand stupidly, like we were in some business meeting, but I was compelled by an irresistible desire to actually touch her. To feel her warm, living, perfect skin. To prove myself that she wasn’t a dream, or if she was, at least a dream real enough to live in.

She took my hand and shook it warmly. Her skin was soft and wonderful but her grip was sure. She pulled out her phone. “I just added you to our Facebook page and email list. First meeting is at 7 p.m. tomorrow--it’s on the third floor of the performing arts building. Remember to be on time.” And with a smile, she turned and headed for the stairs. “Nice to meet you, Anson Lee.”  

Ask her out--ask her to coffee at least! My mind screamed. I didn’t want to let her go. But I told myself to calm down and not freak her out and she disappeared up the steps. Business majors are all neurotics overly concerned with money and safety. If you ask them why they do what they do, they’ll say something stupid like, “I’m going to make 200K a year,” as if that was something to live your life for, instead of something to use to live your life. Speaking in front of people, connecting with people, and communicating your message are the essential skills of business, but no business students have any ability in these--they all focus on spreadsheets and poorly done PowerPoint presentations, which will all do literally nothing for you or your career.

So, after three years of that, Cordelia was like nothing I’d ever seen. She was like seeing a tree when all you’d ever seen before were cardboard cutouts of trees. She was as radiant as some new goddess who had fallen to earth. Once she was gone the enormity of getting to talk to her washed over me. I can’t believe I did that. She’s so....cool. I can’t believe I bothered her. She probably thinks I’m an idiot. She must’ve invited me to avoid an awkward conversation. I mean, what else was she going to do?--I had her trapped one-on-one in the hall. I have nothing to offer her. I can hardly give PowerPoint presentations...

Chapter 2. Dance Club

Doubts washed over me for the next day and I wandered around in a light trance. I could only think of Cordelia. I had promised my parents I’d do well at school, graduate with high grades, get safe degree--a business degree, and end up at a safe desk job in a temperature controlled set of cubicles that would eventually lead me to a lifetime in middle management and a secure retirement that would allow me to wait peacefully for the grave. I can’t waste time with dance classes or whatever this is, I told myself. I need to study and focus.

And yet at 6:47 p.m. the next day I was there, out of breath but on time and in the right place: room 307 on the third floor of the especially dusty and old performing arts building. And waiting inside was beautiful Cordelia, smiling at me. I turned out to be just about the best new member in the club. Cordelia had a small group of well trained dancers but most of the kids who showed up were like me--they’d never done it before and had only been drawn in by Cordelia’s charisma. Most of them were hesitant hobbyists though. I was a desperate lover. I threw myself into every exercise she gave us, mortified by embarrassment but recklessly ignoring it. I flailed my arms and legs about desperately and awkwardly, out of time with the music and beats and everything else in the world, my lungs and muscles burning for air. By the end I was drenched in sweat, red in the face, and clad in a gross set of soggy jeans.

“I’m so sorry, I’m terrible at this.”

“You’re great,” she said.

“I like this a lot. Can I come back?”

“We’re having another day of auditions tomorrow, and then another two rounds next week that you have to be invited to--the rest of the club board and I will decide on that,” she said loud enough for the rest of the members to hear as they trailed out. But then she leaned in close to me and spoke in a conspiratorial whisper, “But you’re getting invited back for the second week.”

Cordelia de Havilland is out of your league, I told myself. And she could never be interested in me. And I don’t have time for girls. Especially girls outside the business program. She would be a distraction. If she ever was willing to take me it would eat up all my time trying to make the relationship worth it for her--trying to be worthy of her. This was the hardest semester of the business program yet. I had advanced calculus and statistics classes to climb through and a rigorous internship three days a week with a boss named Chet, who thought he was put on this earth by God for the sole purpose of making a profit. It was not forgiving on my time.

But I was there the next day. And then the next week, when my class was on a trip to the city to tour investment firms, I was out sick and forced to stay behind. I had a miraculously quick recovery, however--one of those two-hour flus, and was happily on time to dance auditions. Cordelia needed technicians for her early season show and I eagerly volunteered.

“You don’t want to dance in it?”

“Would I be ready?”

“Maybe.”

I sacrificed myself for the sake of the lighting, though, and a month later I was sitting up in the rafters of the theatre, training a spotlight on her as she soared across the stage. Cordelia de Havilland performing was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and I felt connected to her there, from my little perch up in the darkness, by the tenuous beam of light between us, only illuminating her for the audience because of my attentive gaze and careful hands keeping it locked on her as she flew across the boards.

I knew most dancers needed to start when they were tiny and be born in Soviet Russia and beaten daily to be any good. I knew twenty-one years old was too late to start. But I didn’t care. I started auditing three dance classes and volunteering in another--all the girls needed guys to dance with so my presence was welcomed, even though my feminine figure was hardly different from their own.

“I hear you’re filling up all the beginner classes,” Cordelia said at dance club a few weeks later.

“I am. Don’t tell my parents.”

“If you ever need any practice help or pointers, let me know. We could find some time to work in the evenings.”

“Cool, I definitely will,” I said, grinning stupidly and trying to calm my racing heart. She turned to go and I said, as boldly as I dared, “I mean, can we actually do that? I’d love to practice with you. I have about twenty years of things I need to catch up on.”

“Are you free tomorrow at seven?”

I wasn’t. I had economics study group. “Yep!” I flicked on my phone and flipped the group notification off my calendar, replaced by Cordelia’s name.

Chapter 3. Private Sessions and Shameful Desires

We started to train three or four times a week. It came naturally because all of her friends had become my friends. I followed her to lunch. We met up over dinner and planned out routines. Hanging out and practice naturally blended into each other. I would wake up bleary-eyed each morning and struggle through half done assignments that had been left for dancing each night before. Cordelia could love me, someday. I told myself wistfully. I’ll get a business degree, and a successful job, and then I’ll come to the city and find her in a dusty little dance theatre somewhere and sweep her off her feet...or whatever girls like...and I can support her and still leave my cubicle and go and see dances, at least every once and a while.

Cordelia and I started rehearsing intensely for a possible two-person show for the end of the semester. She’d been training nearly all her life yet she was willing to let me be her partner. I was ecstatic.

“Don’t worry--it’s just that you’re my only option,” she joked. But it wasn’t true--there were others she could’ve picked. But no one went at it with the tenacity I had, even if I was clumsy and raw. We left every session exhausted and drenched in sweat.

It was strange dancing with Cordelia. She was often the dominant partner--she often led. We were the same height--both around five foot eight. And nearly the same weight and body type. I had always been girly. My hands, feet, shoulders, and waist were slim and dainty. I’d never been able to put on much upper body muscle. I had lissome legs and a bottom that was far too fat and round for a boy. I had been made fun of in gym locker rooms a lot for how feminine I looked, and I even occasionally got catcalled in the city--my delicate features didn’t help with that. It wasn’t always clear I was a boy, even from the front. Anyway, the point is: she was the one in control, physically and mentally. And it felt strangely good.

She stopped me one time in the middle of our routine.

“Slower,” she said. “You think pushing harder means going faster. You need to go slow first before you learn to go fast. You need to go so slow that you can do the move perfectly in every aspect. Speed only comes with mastery. Beginners have to go slow. Haven’t you ever played basketball?”

“Sure.”

“Slow is fast.”

“Is that from basketball originally?”

“It’s where I learned it.”

She walked around behind me. “Just stand. Let me guide you,” and her hands trailed up my inner thighs. I was only wearing tight exercise pants. I was actually wearing a pair of Cordelia’s exercise pants--that’s how close our bodies were--and how girly mine was. They were almost humiliatingly revealing, but I didn’t have my own dance clothes and I needed something that would stay out of the way and let me move. It had seemed natural for her to lend me a few old sets of her clothes once we realized we were just about the same size. Wearing her things made me feel strangely good, too, even beyond the dancing, but I always pushed those unexpected feelings away. 

My whole body was on clear display, though I’d never thought of displaying it for her. She’s not interested. “Spread your legs just enough--a slightly wider stance.” She guided me as she spoke, her confident touch pressing the warm, ample flesh of my inner thighs. I spread my legs for her. “Good. Now just breathe--breathe from the bottom of your stomach. Let it fill you.” She trailed a hand down my abdomen to just above my pubic bone. It was tantalizingly low. Her hand was just above where the little patch of pubic hair beneath my pants began. “Breathe to here,” she said. She trailed her other hand down my spine and let it come to rest in the small of my lower back, just above my bottom. “Straighten your shoulders back and then drop them and relax.”

“Like this?”

“Yes. You’re perfect. Arch your back a little more,” and her hand trailed off my lower back, and suddenly it was cupping my ample bottom. She lay both hands on my butt. “More--arch out into my hand,” and I did, pressing my warm butt flesh into her sure palms. I could feel arousal suddenly flooding my cock and it brought a wave of confusion. I’m not supposed to feel this from anyone touching my butt! I was afraid she’d see the slight swelling in my tight leggings but she seemed too focused on the practice to notice or even care. And that reminded me that I should be focused on the dance, too, not my embarrassment. I shook my head and took a deep breath.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes. I’m great, actually,” I said, and blushed for some reason at that.

“Now just let yourself settle into your stance, breathe all the way to the bottom of your toes,” and she ran her hands from my bottom, down my thighs and off of me. “Let the breath flow through you; let it center you and root you in the floor.”

I stood there and breathed, for a moment--just a moment--perfectly peaceful and in the present with her.

“This is how you take this stance. And this is where you move from. Can you feel the difference between this and trying to just hit it--like, with mechanical speed and precision--in a series?”

“Yeah...yeah, I really can.”

“Good. The speed comes afterward. Now let’s do this with the next seventeen steps.”

I laughed happily. We worked for three more hours--way over our allotted practice time--Cordelia’s hands and words molding me and guiding my body and breathe. It was sublime. It confirmed for me everything I loved about dance. My soul and my body were slowly becoming one--if that zen sounding shit makes any sense.

When I got home that night I was still wearing Cordelia’s old dancing tights. A compulsion moved me in spite of myself: I stripped off everything else then pulled on the tights again, tugging them up and giving myself a wedgie with the stretchy fabric--making it wrap as snugly as possible around my bottom. My penis got throbbingly hard and I thought back to Cordelia’s hands touching my bottom. I spanked and rubbed my butt in her tights, confused and intensely aroused, and brought myself to an intense orgasm.

I hadn’t had a girlfriend for two years--I’d been too busy with school and the last relationship had ended in a miserable breakup that made me never want to date again. I hadn’t ever really loved her, even though she was beautiful, and it made ending it miserable, even though I was the one doing the breaking up. I spent a lot of my free time watching pornography, now. It had started out as normal stuff--sexy men and women writhing their bodies together. But the more I watched the stranger my tastes became--even two years ago when I was going out with my last girlfriend, I was spending some of my free time watching sissy, feminization porn.

Now I watched a ton of it. Cute femboy traps being dressed in panties, spanked, and ravished by powerful women and men. Even when I watched regular porn, I found myself fantasizing about being the woman--about having big, hard cocks and dildos plunging in and out of my gaping bottom. I was deeply ashamed of all my fantasies and I tried to resist them. But I kept coming back to watch more. I was determined that no one find out, and I told myself I’d never act it out in real life. I always just masturbated then closed the window. But Cordelia’s hands running over my body, controlling me while I was in such girly clothes, and set a burning passion somewhere deep inside of me. I couldn’t resist it. I tugged on my girly tights and spanked myself hard as I came. I felt shame and revulsion wash over me afterward, yet I didn’t stop. I kept watching my shameful pornography as we trained, and after our sessions, I’d have to go back to my dorm and masturbate--desperately aroused by being dressed up and guided by her.

Chapter 4. Things Fall Apart

I was deeply ashamed of the part of myself that yearned for feminization and submission, but I was blissfully happy overall. Dancing made every part of my body and soul feel alive, and dancing and Cordelia were irrevocably intertwined.

But things started falling apart in other ways. My business classes were all slipping.

They were slipping so much that they triggered an auto-generated email from the university to my parents.

I didn’t know this. In fact, on a weekend in mid-March, I brought my parents to a dance show when they visited campus. It was a little one-weekend production and I had a side part in it. I guess I kind of wanted them to cheer and say: “Wow, we were wrong all along. Art is the way to lead your life! Throw caution to the four winds and be free!”

I even introduced them to Cordelia after the show, and after she spent a long speech talking about how talented I was, and how great it had been working with me, they both, in the coldest tones possible, wished her the best of luck in finding “any job with that kind of degree.”

“We have to go. We’re late for lunch. I do hope you find some stability after graduation,” my thin-lipped mother added. And to finish things off, “I don’t think I really get dance theater. I didn’t get it,” as if it was somehow Cordelia’s fault in how she had made the show. They trapped me in the local diner down the street to reveal that they knew about my grades. D-minuses were not what they had been hoping for in return for their tuition payments. They were not what they’d been hoping for at all, in fact. I should’ve probably cried or yelled. But as their lecture oozed over me like some corrosive sewer sludge I just felt myself growing cold. My body felt like granite. That is, it didn’t feel at all. All the wonderful sensation of the last weeks drained out of me. I’m a failure and I’ve been in denial about it. How could I throw away a fucking degree on dance classes?

They were so angry that it seemed like if I took one wrong move they’d explode. It was agreed I’d work over the summer to retake most of the classes and squeeze the rest in in my senior year. I’d pick up a part-time job to pay them back for the extra tuition they’d have to spend. I wouldn’t speak to them of Cordelia ever again--that part wasn’t explicit but it was clear.

There was no big explosion or falling out between me and Cordelia. I went to our final dance performance the next day and my feet felt like lead.

“Sorry about my parents,” I said that morning.

“It’s fine--they seemed nice,” she said, determinedly ignoring the cold shoulder they’d given her and the criticism of the show. She also ignored the fact that I should’ve stuck up for her. I ignored that too.

We finished the performance and I stopped showing up for dance club for two weeks. I dropped the dance classes I’d been auditing except for two where I had to finish group performances with partners. It made me sick having to practice, now, knowing these would be my last ones. I took on some extra credit assignments for my business classes to see if I could get my grades back up to anywhere near usable. Cordelia, in what I assumed was an attempt at a gesture of goodwill, which she totally didn’t owe me, helped get me a job through a friend at a high-class restaurant in the upper-class downtown area a little off campus. I started to spend my free time working to save up money for those classes I would be retaking.

Cordelia texted me a few times about practice and I begged off with imaginary head colds, which she knew were lies. I’d been nearly zombified with the actual flu two weeks before and, after getting her permission to show up and maybe get her sick, I’d been at all of our practices, dancing in a cold sweat and shivering through routines. I hadn’t missed dance for anything. By the end of the first week, she stopped texting.

It was just like what I thought. I can’t even keep Cordelia as a friend. I could’ve never made it work with her as my girlfriend. It would’ve eaten all my time. I can’t date. I can’t fuck around. I need to study.

Chapter 5. Costume Party

I didn’t see Cordelia for two weeks after my parent’s visit. I’d planned on never getting to see her again. However, all my newfound dance friends were having a spontaneous costume party. Terrence, one of the actual, real, trained dancers and intensely decent dude, trapped me on the quad and insisted I follow him to the party, and deep down I wanted to see everyone again too much to refuse. He followed me back to my room, I donned a Power Rangers t-shirt--the Green Ranger shirt, the best one--for my costume, and got dragged to the party. It was at Allie’s house, another real dancer, off campus. Everyone was there. Cordelia was there and she hugged me. She was dressed as Hannah Montana. Not current day Miley Cyrus. Glittery, garish Hannah Montana. She looked kind of hideous. And she was so beautiful that it didn’t matter one bit. She was still the most attractive girl in the room.

“I hope you’re feeling better!” she said, graciously buying into my lies about being sick.

“Thanks.” It hurt being there. I felt like I was back from the dead but only for a single day. I wanted to take Cordelia into a bedroom and run through all our routines--they were quickly being forgotten by my still-new muscle memory and it hurt to lose the steps I had worked so hard on.

I resolved instead to drink heavily.

I didn’t see Cordelia for nearly two hours. It seemed like she mostly stayed on the opposite sides of the room from me. She had a gorgeous blonde friend visiting from the city--she was literally a model. She was a plus-sized model, too, which meant she had gorgeous curves instead of the slimmer kind of figure that was less attractive to me. They seemed content to wander around the party without me. I was never special to her. I thought glumly. And why should I be? I’m some talentless idiot she’s known for three months. She doesn’t like--

My thought was interrupted by a very drunk Cordelia plopping down beside me on the couch.

“Alcohol does not mix with being a dance zen master,” she mused. “But sometimes one must drink. How are you? I miss you.”

I’m not sure if you’ve ever been told by the most beautiful girl in the world that she personally misses you, but it feels pretty good. I didn’t know how to respond, though. “Yeah, I’ve decided thanks to my parents that dancing is a flippant waste of time and also nearly ruined my life over the past three months. Time for me to get serious and leave the thing you love most in the world behind.”

“I’m fine, I guess. Just...busy. How are you?”

“Um...busy, I guess. Do you have a girlfriend, Anson?”

I felt the color rising in my cheeks.

“No, I haven’t dated anyone for a long time, honestly.”

“Why not?” she wasn’t teasing or critical--her face seemed opened and earnest and interested.

To me, it was an opportunity to explain myself, in part, and I jumped at it.

“I’ve just been too busy. It feels...overwhelming, I guess. The thought of managing a business degree, graduating, getting a job, living on my own--it’s already too much to handle. I just can’t see...bringing a whole other person and their set of problems into my life. I...I wouldn’t be able to give them the time they needed, you know?” I wouldn’t be able to give you the time you deserved. Do you understand?

She nodded at that, staring off into the middle distance almost bleary-eyed. Finally, she said, “You know, sex can just be fun sometimes. You don’t have to make it a full commitment. Girls like sex, too.”

I glanced nervously across the room at Amanta, her model friend. Is she trying to set me up? Or is she hitting on me? The thought sent a mixture of thrill and alarm through me. “Yeah, I know,” I said, even though I totally didn’t know.

She was quiet for a long time again, looking out across the room, then looking over at me and considering me.

“Sorry, am I making you uncomfortable? We don’t have to talk about this.”

“No--not at all. I love talking about myself,” I said.

“Do you want me to set you up with someone? I know a lot of cute girls, you know.”

That sent an alarm through me again. All the stress and sorrow in my life seemed to come down on me like a pile of bricks flattening a cartoon character. Parents. Degree. Responsibility. Safety. You don’t have time for girls. You don’t have time for dancing. And my heart added: You don’t have time for other girls because you love Cordelia. But I couldn’t hear it over the rest of the cacophony in my soul. I don’t love Cordelia, I thought. I find her attractive. If we started dating I’d get bored with even her. And then I’d be stuck with her. And it would be a distraction. And I’d resent her for taking time away from my school work. And she would be miserable.

With my one girlfriend before this that was roughly how it had gone. What I didn’t realize was that I actually just didn’t like her very much in the first place.

I realized I was staring off into the distance and hadn’t answered Cordelia’s question. “Um...I’ll let you know when I’m up for that. Maybe at the end of the semester when I’m less busy, you know?” I said, matter of factly. A gorgeous girl was offering to set me up with her gorgeous friends and that was the best response my stormy, confused mind could manage. Cordelia got up shortly after, seeming to think I probably just wanted to be left alone, and wandered off, and my heart hurt. I drank until I felt sick and the next time I was aware of the world Terrence was helping me stumble into my room.

Chapter 6. Grinding to a Revelation

The next morning was unpleasant, to say the least, though the hangover paled in comparison to the dull misery of the next days. My internship boss, Chet, was unforgiving of my numerous absences over the semester and had piled even more grunt work onto me. Homework in all my classes built in intensity as finals approached, and I was behind already.

It was pouring outside, too, and I spent the evenings drinking and the days studying calculus, statistics, economics, and business principles. But it felt like I mostly spent them staring out the window and thinking about Cordelia.

I cursed myself for not balancing my business classes better.

“If I had just kept up with them I could’ve had it all--dancing and my future plans and my parents’ fucking approval. Or at least I could’ve still had my business degree in good condition, once I woke the fuck up about dancing.”

I was sitting in the campus coffee shop--the one on the other side of campus from the Arts buildings and away from any possible encounter with Cordelia--whining to my friend, Ned. Ned was a fat, laid-back kid who took our business classes about a third as seriously as I did. He was going to design Legos for a living. He was a genius at them and was only taking classes to appease his own parents and because he thought a degree would help him get hired at his favorite toy company.

“Yeah, why didn’t you just do that, you dummy?” Ned wasn’t good with gentle words.

“‘Cause Calc Three and Advanced Statistics are hard as fuck--they’re not something you just take care of in your free time. Those classes would’ve taken all my time if I’d done them right this semester. I would’ve hardly been able to dance at all. And I’m terrible at dancing--if I’d only taken a class or two--only done it one or two times a week--I wouldn’t have gotten anywhere this semester. I just...I guess I just loved it. And I didn’t want it to be just a hobby.”

“Yeah, but that would’ve been better than all or nothing, wouldn’t it?” Ned added, unhelpfully.

“You don’t understand. It’s like...it’s like I had to marry a passionless, bland, cruel woman because she had a large fortune. But one day I wandered into the woods and there was a girl there. Not any girl--the most beautiful girl in the world. Some kind of fucking elven princess out of a fairy tale. And she loved me. And you say: why don’t you just split your time between the rich shrew and the maiden?--How could I? How could I bear it? How could I not spend every waking moment with the magic girl from the other world? How could I bear to make love to that other woman I’m married to when I’ve found true love! When I know it’s out there and exists and is waiting for me? Wouldn’t that be worth anything? Any risk?”

“It’s like your Legos,” Ned said, understanding.

My phone buzzed and I flicked the message away and silenced it.

“It was like your Legos,” I said.

I fell dead silent for a moment. I looked down at my phone. The message had been from Cordelia, inviting me to her place for an end of the semester celebration with the dance kids. I had finals that night. I couldn’t even bear to respond. I went into my messages and deleted it. It hurt my heart to look at it for some reason.

“Was that girl Cordelia the princess?” Ned said.

“Dancing was the princess, Ned. It was a metaphor.”

“Oh.”

“But yeah, Cordelia was the princess, too. Cordelia and dancing are the same thing. She is dancing. Dancing is Cordelia.”

And that was the thought that was running through my head at eight p.m. that night, as I stared down at my Advanced Principles of Business final. It was asking me something about PowerPoint and spreadsheets. I couldn’t think of anything in the world more meaningless and useless. I was actually doing okay in the final, though. I thought I might be able to get a C in the class instead of a D. Maybe. Just focus. You can decide about Cordelia later. On your own terms. Once you have your degree back. Don’t wuss out and quit and run to dancing just because you slacked off in business and don’t want to face up to it.

And then I looked up from the page and sat up. I took a breath. I remembered Cordelia’s hands on me. I remembered moving nimbly across the boards. “That’s fucking bullshit,” I said aloud to my thoughts.

“What did you just say?” Professor Mowbray said, a little too startled to just tell me to be quiet.

I wasn’t drunk. I blinked. I wasn’t imagining things.

“I realize the solution to the most difficult problem: there is no good or bad time to defer your dreams,” I blurted out. “Waiting till you’ve mastered a field you hate is merely lost time.” I stood up, ripped off the corner of the test with the staple in it, and tossed the loose papers across the room, sprinkling the students in front of me.

“Sit down!” Professor Mowbray said, now intensely dumbfounded but pretty sure that he was furious about whatever it was I was doing. I grabbed my bag and strode out of the room. Chet the internship boss was outside the lecture hall--he’d been there to give a little speech to us before the test about being a winner in business or something.

“Hey Anson!” he said. Chet studied everyone’s names on cue cards because his boss before him had told him that was a habit of winners.

“Hey Chet: fuck business,” I said. “I quit the internship.”

“The internship is finished bud,” Chet pointed out.

I was already nearly to the doors of the building. “I quit on principle!” I yelled back over my shoulder. Cordelia was waiting for me. I ran: across campus, over the quad, through a patch of woods, and out the other side to the student dorms. She had an apartment with two other dance girls--it was nice senior’s place, with two bathrooms, private rooms, and a living room that the dance kids always used for parties. 

Secretly, deep in my heart, I thought it might be all gone--vanished like mystic Brigadoon when I was foolish enough to turn my back on it.

I knocked on her door.

This whole semester--the dancing, the abandonment of my business school shackles, the whirlwind of feelings around Cordelia--had been just falling down the rabbit hole--a remarkable experience, without question. And I was Alice. But that night I reached the bottom and went through the door. That night I entered Wonderland proper.

Chapter 7. Truth or Dare

I could already hear the voices--the happy burble of friends. I already knew: it’s all still possible. The door opened. The world came alive again: every one of my dance friends, dancing, and Cordelia, standing in front of me, holding the door open. It was all still there. Dance hadn’t disappeared or been lost or destroyed. It was still intact, waiting for me. The second chance I had glowed in front of me like the sun. My words to Ned echoed in my head, “I found the love of my life, how could I not spend every moment with her?”

I handled the next part a little more poorly. I didn’t mean to. It’s just that Cordelia is so beautiful that I was a little dumbfounded. I could just barely manage to be her friend; the thought of asking her out made me terrified.

She smiled at me and we both were quiet for a moment.

“Anson!” the group cheered behind her.

“Hey,” she said. “I didn’t think you were coming.”

“Yeah, I had some tests.”

“How did they go?”

I walked out. I love you. “Um...they went fine.”

“Can you hang out tonight?”

“Yeah, sure, if that’s okay.”

“Yeah, that’s okay,” she said, smiling

I spent the next two hours sitting in a corner nervously, wanting to talk to Cordelia but settling for soaking in the room--the wonderful people all chattering and aglow. I thought the night was going to be over with a whimper. But then Cordelia stepped up onto the coffee table in the center of the party.

“We’re playing truth or dare!” she announced to everyone, making it true by saying it.

Everyone laughed nervously and looked back and forth at each other. These types of games were fun from our younger years when everything was kept boring by our innocence and fear. But revisiting them now in college everyone realized that we now had the courage and freedom to pursue things we’d only darkly dreamed of before. It made it terribly exciting. It was an excuse to make an arena where anything could happen--we were held back only by our imagination and our inhibitions, should we let them hold us back.

Cordelia had leapt up on the coffee table at the center of the room to make the announcement, and once she had our attention she stepped down and we all gathered in a circle around the table, sitting on the dorm couches and tables and sprawled on the floor. I found myself on a couch directly across the table from Cordelia.

“Does everyone know how to play?” Cordelia asked

We all nodded.

“We all know how games work here: you play on your honor!” she said in a faux-serious tone, which at the same time had a vein of true seriousness underneath it. “You better stick to your truth or dare once you’ve agreed to it. You better tell the actual truth. And if you are foolish or brave enough to choose dare, then you better be prepared for follow through on what you’re given.”

“What happens if we don’t?” asked Leyland, another of the top dancers.

“You get kicked out of the party. And ridiculed for being lame for the rest of the semester. ‘Cause you would be lame if you did that,” Cordelia said it with a tone that made it clear we didn’t want to cross her here.

“Okay, here’s how we’re playing: player one asks player two ‘truth or dare’ and player two picks one or the other. Player one then asks a question or issues a dare. Player two better fucking follow it. Once they’re done player two gets to ask ‘truth or dare?’ to the next player. We choose the person getting asked by spinning a bottle,” she said, holding up an empty glass root beer bottle. Here’s the catch: if you want out, you can drop out before your turn starts--but then you’re done and you don’t get to issue any more truth or dares to anyone else. Once you’ve agreed to the truth or dare, though, you better follow through or, as I said, you get the worst ridicule: ridicule for being lame. If you attempt a dare and fail it, then you’re out--but you only get mildly ridiculed.”

We were all flushed a little and looking around with bright, wide eyes. I could feel my heart racing. This is why I loved Cordelia’s coterie of dancers and artists. At business school parties everyone just played beer pong and tried to outdo each other at drinking shots. It was incredibly boring after one or two parties.

“We’ll spin to choose the first two players,” Cordelia said and spun the bottle.

It flipped about with an impressive velocity--like some great space apparatus on some momentous interplanetary maneuver. It spun and spun.

And it landed on me.

“Spin to see who you ask,” she said.

I spun it again, yearning for only one spot. And it landed on her.

The bottle slowly came to rest pointing back across the table at Cordelia. My face was very flushed now and my pupils wide, drinking in her every expression. Her mouth twitched in the faintest smile.

“Truth or dare, Cordelia de Havilland?”

“What would you like me to say, Anson Lee?” She had to show that she was fearless--would gladly accept a dare.

But I had too many burning questions. “Let’s start the night with truth,” I said.

“Truth, then.”

I paused, my heart racing at the strangeness of the questions rising to my lips. But I flung myself forward. I was sick of self-censoring and deferring my life.

“Do you forgive me?” I asked. Titters of nervous laughter circled the room at the strangeness and intimacy of the question, but Cordelia’s eyes never left me and her face was serious. She paused for a long, long time until the room was silent and I was only aware of the two of us breathing.

“No. Not tonight,” she said. More nervous laughter--people trying to pass over the awkwardness. But Cordelia and I both stayed in the seriousness of the question. We were both strangely comfortable in it.

I nodded. “Okay.”

Cordelia spun the bottle and it skittered and then landed on Josie, another of the top dancers.

“Truth,” Josie said.

The game continued around the room--small dares and little truths. Everyone was energized and delighted and a little terrified. We dared each other to flash the room, to reveal crushes and sexual acts performed, to admit our voting records, to streak across campus, to leap from the second story window into the bushes below, to kiss our friends, and to steal a hat from a stranger.

We played a long game of it. I had to steal the dorm entry ledger at one point--the notebook that the kid at the front door had to keep, recording who went in and out in the late hours of the building, and I actually managed to do it (sort of--I went down alone and paid the guy twenty dollars for it after he caught me trying to swipe it twice. But hey, you do what works). By the end, though, nearly everyone had finally failed a dare, chickened out, or lost their guts and had to quit. Cordelia, Terrence, Josie and I were left.

Cordelia spun the bottle and it landed on Terrence.

“Truth,” he said.

“Would you wear girl’s panties for twenty dollars?”

“Heck no!” Terrence said. “I don’t want those things wedged up my butt.”

“Come on Terrence--you’re gay as sin,” Josie said, smiling.

“Hey, that still doesn’t mean I want some little lacy panties--welcome to the two thousands, by the way. Are you a time traveler from the fifties or something?” Terrence joked back.

“I would do it,” I blurted out. Cordelia’s eyes whipped to me and a small smile had jumped to her lips. The group tittered at the awkward thought.

“It would be so embarrassing though,” Chloe, one of the newer dancers, said.

I gulped. I realized I was blushing a little. “I mean...twenty dollars is twenty dollars--it’s just a little piece of fabric.”

“Very little,” Cordelia emphasized, an almost wolfish grin on her face.

“You can wear women’s clothes, you know, Anson--it’s twenty eighteen!” Terrence said.

“I’ll just take the twenty dollars, thanks--I don’t need the outfit,” I said, trying to backpedal a little.

We rotated around until it was Cordelia’s turn again. She spun the bottle and it landed on me.

I looked at her and smiled. I felt eager and afraid at the same time, for some reason. I didn’t understand quite what was going to happen, but my lips spoke almost on their own:

“Dare.”

“Shave your legs and….everything else...and wear a pair of my panties,” Cordelia said.

Chapter 8. Shaving and Lingerie

The group “Whooed” and giggled at how bizarre and shameful the dare was.

A thrill shot through me--passion rushed to my cock and I felt a warmth deep in my bottom. I knew I was blushing intensely and tried to will it away. It was so embarrassing.

“You...you want me to shave my body and wear panties?” I said.

“Hey Cordelia, that’s kind of two dares in one,” Terrence said in my defense. “I’m not sure if that’s fair.”

“No one specified the exact nature or extent of the dares,” Cordelia said with a mischievous grin.

“Look at little miss lawyer,” Terrence said.

“I don’t want to ruin your panties,” I protested lamely.

“I have plenty--and our butts are just about the same size.” That simple statement of fact made me blush even more for some reason. “Or I guess you could quit.”

“No way am I quitting. How long do I have to wear them for?” I was trying to act like this was something I didn’t want to do--it was so embarrassing talking about it in front of everyone--talking over the terms of my shaving. But my mind fell back to wearing Cordelia’s dancing tights and clothes when she had lent them to me. It made me excited and almost queasy with confused arousal. Is she trying to punish me or play with me?

“Until next morning,” she said.

“Fine. If that’s what it takes.” The group murmured and exclaimed and giggled.

“Come on,” Cordelia said, offering me her hand. I took it. It felt so nice, just getting to touch her again. She led me back to her room and the group followed, but she shut the door on them. She opened up the top drawer of her dresser and I was greeted to a rainbow of delicate silks and stretchy strings. She considered them carefully. “Pick,” she said.

I bit my lip and considered them, too. I finally chose a black, lacy pair of boy shorts--they were the most conservative and modest ones I could spot.

Cordelia bit her lip and shook her head. “MmmMmm--I don’t think so.” She took them and tossed them back into the drawer. Then she selected a pair herself: she pulled out the tiniest, tightest pair in the drawer--a little pink thong that was just a string in the back and a little triangle in front. My heart raced--they were gorgeous. “This is what you’re wearing,” she said. Then she leaned in close to me and, quietly so no one outside could hear, said, “Are you okay with this? You know you don’t actually have to do the dare, right?”

It filled me with warmth, knowing she still cared enough to be concerned. She’s not angry at me. I smiled back at her, blushing. I was too embarrassed to totally reveal my true feeling but I didn’t want the game to end. Lurid images filled my head: Cordelia dressing me, Cordelia laying me over her lap and spanking me in girly panties, Cordelia crouched over my prone form, absolutely slamming me with a big cock between her legs. I couldn’t just say what I was thinking though--I was terrified of her laughing at me. Or maybe worse: her being super freaked out and grossed out. But she was the one who suggested the panties! I thought. Could she possibly be into such dirty, kinky, shameful things?” Could she want to domme me?

“Oh, but I think I do, Cordelia,” I said in a joking tone. “The pact of truth or dare is sacred. I would never dare break it.”

She grinned. “Come on,” she said, taking my hand again and leading me out through the group and into the bathroom. She laid out instruments for my shaving on the counter: a pink razor that she popped a new blade into, a pair of electric clippers, and a gorgeous looking pink bottle of girly shaving cream. She also put out a little bottle of girly lotion.  “For after, so your legs don’t get dried out. Do you know how to do it?” she said.

“Yes. I’m pretty sure I can figure it out,” I said. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

I lay the panties on the counter next to the shaving supplies. She set out a towel, stepped outside, and closed the door. I clicked the lock after me. I could hear excited giggling outside. My heart was racing with excitement. I can’t believe I’m actually getting to do this.

The shaving felt amazing. I turned on a warm shower, stripped my clothes, got myself all wet, and then covered my legs in the shaving cream. I also slathered my bottom and crotch in it. I started at my ankles and worked up my legs. I had very little hair on my body to start with--I wasn’t even able to grow facial hair--my face had always been completely smooth--and the hair covering the rest of my body was light and hardly visible. It was easy work. The razor tugged at the hairs, leaving smooth skin behind. It felt incredible.

I finished my legs and rubbed them together luxuriously. My plump thighs felt absolutely velvety passing over each other. I had no idea shaving could feel so good. I worked around my crotch, shaving between my legs. Then I pulled my fat bottom apart and shaved, very gently, around my tight little asshole. It felt incredible and so naughty and erotic. Once it was finished I passed the razor over and around my smooth sphincter several times. My cock rose to an erection from the slutty thing I was doing. My asshole felt like all the nerves in it were setting off fireworks of feeling. I wanted to be touched there, badly.

I took a few breaths to steady myself, then shaved my armpits, too, even though Cordelia hadn’t specified that. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be slutty. I finished with the little bush above my cock. I used the electric clippers to shave it down to a low level, then used the razor to remove the rest. I only left a little patch about an inch above the base of my cock, that I shaved into a cute little heart. It doesn’t matter you idiot--no one is going to see this.

I stepped back into the shower and washed my body clean, then dried off and rubbed the lotion up my legs. It felt incredible but I wished it was Cordelia’s hands doing the rubbing.

I picked up the panties and savored the thrill for a moment, then stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. They were really tight and I had to peel them over my big, round bottom. They strained to wrap over my plump flesh and the thin string pressed on my smooth sphincter tantalizingly. It felt so good. I pulled my tight jeans over my bottom, tugged my shirt back on, and stepped back out into the main room.

“Let’s see ‘em,” Cordelia said.

“You want…” I said, blushing.

“Just tug the sides up over your pants--give yourself a little wedgy so everyone can see you actually put those girly panties on.”

I blushed but I pulled my shirt up, then hooked my fingers into my jeans and around the little bit of string I was wearing. I pulled the sides of the pink thong up so that the waistband was high up above my hips. It pulled the string really tightly against my anus and also made the little triangle in the front squeeze my cock and balls very pleasingly. I was getting an erection from displaying myself. I turned a little circle for the group so they could see front and back, then went and sat on the couch.

Everyone cheered and clapped and laughed.

“Well done,” Cordelia said. “I think you definitely win the game.”

I smiled.

We hung out for a while longer, but in the end, it was sort of an early night--I’d gotten there around eight, after I ditched my exam, and by one in the morning everyone had trailed out and Cordelia and I were left alone in the apartment. Her roommates were out at boyfriends’ houses or already gone home now that the semester was over. I had lingered, as I always lingered when we were in groups, wanting to have alone time with Cordelia once everyone else had gone. I had missed her so badly for these last few weeks. I wanted to just talk with her again, as we had for the semester, over coffees, lunches, dinners, and breaks during our dance practice. But I didn’t quite know what to say. I still wasn’t even sure that she liked me. In fact, I was pretty sure she was disappointed in me for abandoning dancing and dropping our two-person, end of the semester performance. And she probably thinks I’m a fucking weirdo for agreeing to that dare. Why didn’t I just say “no”?

And what was I going to say: “I walked out of my exam. Let’s spend the rest of our lives together?” Suddenly fears overwhelmed me again. What was I doing? I realized that I had no plan. How would I eat? Where would I stay? What would I tell my parents about walking out of the test? What would they do if they learned I had disobeyed them a second time? I cringed and shrunk at the thought. I was suddenly terrified of the letter they would surely be getting, like the one they’d gotten before, notifying them that I’d forfeited my exam and failed my business principles class. Cordelia was standing in her living room, looking at me with her emerald eyes. I suddenly felt certain that she wanted me to leave even though I yearned to stay there with her. She’s all alone in her dorm. I could keep her company; I could have all the time I want with her! I thought. If only I didn’t have my degree. If only I was free.

“I...thanks for having me over. That was a fun party,” I said.

“I’m really glad you could make it,” she said, and her voice was a little sad. “I’ve missed you.” She stepped over to me and we hugged. I savored the feel of her warm, curvy body pressed into my own, and then I let her go. I went to the door and she leaned against the frame and watched me go. “Have a nice summer, Anson.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Stay in touch, Cordelia. I’ll see you next semester,” I said, and my voice was sad now, too. And I walked away, and her door closed behind me. I walked down two flights of stairs and out the front of the dorm.

“I need that ledger back eventually!” the student door guard said.

“Then I need that twenty dollars back, Edgar!” I said, letting the door swing shut behind me. The spring night air was warm and washed over my skin. I was still wearing Cordelia’s panties. I could still feel her hands on my body from all those weeks ago. What the fuck am I doing? I thought. I took my phone out and made three calls.

Chapter 9. Wonderland

A half hour later I was knocking as loudly as I could on Cordelia’s door. I could hear her step up and peek through the peephole. The locks clicked and the door swung open. Her hair was messy and she looked like she’d just fallen asleep. “Hey,” she said, almost annoyed. But then she seemed to realize it was me and her look softened. “What’s up?”

“I think I just disowned myself from my parents,” I blurted out. “And I skipped a business exam earlier today--I just walked out of it. I kind of told my professor to go fuck himself.”

She was grinning ear to ear as she listened. “Come on,” she said, offering her hand. I took it and she drew me back inside and shut and latched the door. She pulled me to the couch, sat us down, and wrapped me into a hug. “What happened? Tell me everything!”

Her response made it easier. Barriers were coming down within me like something was blossoming deep inside. “I’ve been an idiot,” I said.

“Yeah, that’s true. But no you haven’t. You’ve just had a lot of shit to deal with.”

“I should’ve never left. I feel like I fucked everything up. Those last three months--getting to dance--getting to dance with you--it’s the most alive I’ve ever felt. They were the best three months of my life.” She was blushing at my words and smiling happily.

“What did you tell your parents?”

“I told them I was going to be a dancer, and that I was quitting business school.”

“What did they do?”

“Well, I got my mom on the phone first--she thought it was an emergency since it’s like one in the fucking morning. And when I told her she brought my dad in on speakerphone. They both argued about it for a while but I just kept saying ‘no.’ And then they said they weren’t paying for any of it, or to support me while I did something so stupid. And they said I owed them for three years of wasted tuition. I told them they could come after me in court if they wanted.”

She squealed with delight at my response. 

“They said they were cutting me off. That we could talk when I came pleading back to them. The said they wouldn’t even consider anything else until I cut off dancing completely, came to my senses, and re-enrolled in classes. And that I’d better be working my ass off to repay the tuition I’d wasted this last semester if I wanted to hear from them again. I’m pretty sure they’re bluffing--I think they think I’m going to be calling them crying once I have to leave my dorm at the end of the month and don’t have anywhere to go.”

“How did it end?”

“I said, ‘see you around,’ and hung up on them as they were expressing their intense disappointment. Oh, and just before that I told them they shouldn’t have been assholes to you after our dance performance, and that you were the best person I’d ever met.”

She squealed and hugged me again. “I hate your parents.”

“They’re kind of awful people.”

“But I like you--somehow they produced you. I’ll give them that.” I wanted to kiss her so badly in that moment and it almost seemed like she wanted to kiss me. We hung in that energized silence. “So what happened then?” she finally said, just as I was going to lean in and try to press my lips to hers.

“I freaked the fuck out. Then I remembered: I already have a job--they made me get one to pay them back to for wasting their tuition money! And you set me up with one! I realized I was already set up to be free of them. I hadn’t even realized. I can work as a waiter--I’ll pick up more hours. I’ll figure out a way! I mean, people live like that, right?”

“Yeah, totally!”

“Then I called Ms. Norell and then Mr. Caprizie,” two of my favorite dance instructors.

“Did they pick up?”

“Yes! Ms. Norell sounded like she had been sleeping, but I’m pretty sure Mr. Caprizie was at a bar in the city--or somewhere.”

“Were they cool?”

“They were really cool. I told them I was having a crisis, and I was sorry to bother them. Then I asked if I could audit their classes for free next semester--like, unofficially--because I needed to keep training but I probably wasn’t going to have the money for school.”

“What did they say?” She was excited.

“They both said yes! They said just don’t tell anyone in the registrar’s office. They both basically said I’d been a joy to have in classes this semester and they’d been really sad when I had to drop their classes. I apologized for that--said I’d been freaking out about business school but I’d figured it out.”

“You’re amazing.”

“You’re amazing,” I said back to her, passionately. “I guess I need to figure out how to be an adult now, right? I mean, I don’t even have my own cell phone plan or my own bank account--mine is linked to my parents and I have a phone on their plan.”

I leapt up from the couch and paced the room--pirouette and twirling and throwing in little dance steps--and thinking aloud. It felt like I was planning an escape from some great prison, and Cordelia was the heroic resistance fighter there to help me to freedom--the knight to carry me from my captive princess tower.

“You should go to your bank first thing tomorrow and withdraw all your money from your account before they think to do it--even better: set up a Venmo account tonight and send as much to me as you can, then I’ll pay you. That way you’ll have some. Get the rest in the morning and open a new account that only you have.”

“That’s really good!” I said.

“I’ll see about adding you to my phone plan if you want--you may need to get rid of your smartphone for a while. A flip phone with a simple plan will be a lot cheaper and you don’t need a smartphone to work and dance for the next few months.”

I don’t need anything but you Cordelia de Havilland. “That’s good too!”

“I’m going to move off campus next semester. Do you want to live with me?”

I grinned at her in silence for a long moment and she grinned back. It was the delight of two people starting to mutually recognize that they both really, really liked each other.

“Yes!” I finally said. “When did you decide to move off campus?”

“Like, ten seconds ago.”

“You’re amazing.”

“This is so exciting!”

“I guess I need to learn how to budget and plan finances and save, right? Like, spreadsheets and all that?”

“Yeah, but it’s easy. To start you just need to make sure you’re making more than you’re spending each month. More needs to go into your bank account than out--that’s the principle and the reason you track things. Make sure you have enough for essentials: groceries and rent and health insurance. As soon as you can, start squirreling away every extra dollar. Don’t go to the movies or eat out. You need to have three or four months of pay saved in case of an emergency.

“I’ll need to get health insurance, too, once they realize I’m not coming back and kick me off of theirs.”

“Yep--that’s straightforward. You’ll need to do some extra paperwork to get on a plan in the middle of the year, but it’s possible.”

“You know so much stuff!”

“I mentor all my little dancing birds about this stuff. Artists need to have their shit together if they’re going to survive.”

“I think that’s it, right? Did we cover everything? I think we just made an escape plan for my life!”

“Yep, I think we did!”

“I’ll work and save and live with you and audit classes next semester and become a dancer! Now I just have to wake up tomorrow and start doing it!”

A warm silence hung between us again, then I plopped down on the couch opposite her. My heart was racing with excitement. I wanted her badly but I was still afraid to act. With my one previous girlfriend, I’d managed to fuck everything up. I didn’t want to fuck everything up with Cordelia de Havilland.

Also: there was the problem of how much porn I watched--the sissy, feminization pornography, specifically. Because of it, and the masturbation that went along with it, I’d often failed to get hard with my previous girlfriend. It made me feel pathetic, but I was desensitized from all my jerking off and extreme pornography, and I couldn’t get turned on by normal things. I had been way too afraid to bring up my strange, weird feminization kinks and try to act them out in real life. I’d been worried she would ridicule me. But Cordelia already had me shave and put me in panties--and she invited me to live with her! That must mean something, right?

Fantasies of wandering around my and Cordelia’s apartment in little lacy panties and lingerie flashed through my mind. It would be everything I’d ever wanted. But I was afraid now--afraid she’d be weirded out and pushed too far if I confessed my shameful desires. And I was afraid that if I tried to sleep with her my pathetic cock would fail and she’d think I wasn’t attracted to her.

Finally, Cordelia spoke and released me. She made the first move. “Do you want to shower again? You’ve had a long day, and you probably only had time to rinse quickly after you shaved.”

“Yeah...a shower would be nice,” I said.

Chapter 9. Baring Everything

I could feel the want between us. I was almost sure of it. But we were both struggling to break that final barrier and just admit it. I went to her bathroom, stripped off all my clothes and my little thong, and stepped into the warm shower. The knob turned against the lock.

“Yes?”

“I thought I’d just come in so we can keep talking...while you shower,” Cordelia’s voice came from the other side of the door. “The curtain will hide you, of course,” she added, awkwardly.

“Right, of course,” I said. I stepped out, dripping wet, and turned the lock, then jumped back into the shower. Cordelia stepped in. I could see her lean against the sink counter through the opaque curtain.

“I’ve missed you a lot, you know,” she said.

“I couldn’t believe you even liked me that much,” I said, my voice trembling a little against my will.

“I like you a lot,” she said. 

“You’re just so amazing, Cordelia,” I loved saying her name. “And you’re so good at everything, and I’m just some idiot stumbling around. I’m such an amateur. I can barely dance. I feel like I can barely function as a person. Honestly, sometimes I don’t see how you could possibly like me.”

“Because you throw yourself into it! And you’re going to get good really soon if you keep working as hard as you worked most of this semester.”

“Thanks,” I said. I felt full of a wonderful warmth--Cordelia’s words meant entire worlds to me.

“Anson, why don’t you have a girlfriend?”

I paused for a moment, my heart racing. “Honestly? It’s so embarrassing. Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“I had a girlfriend two years ago. That was the last time I dated. She’s...the only girl I went out with.”

“Did you have sex?”

I blushed and I was glad I had the curtain to hide me. I knew Cordelia was way more sexually experienced than me. “Yes...but I was really bad at it.”

“Why? Tell me.”

“This is so weird and embarrassing. Honestly?”

“Yes, I want to know.”

“I...well I watch a lot of porn.”

“All guys watch porn--and most girls, too, in one form or another.”

“I watch...weird porn though. Anyway, the point was once we actually started...having sex...I was really bad at...staying ready, basically.”

“Oh,” she said.

“Is that bad?”

“No. You mean...you couldn’t get hard?”

I blushed at how bluntly she put it. “Yes. And when I did manage it I would lose it again. I think it made her feel bad but it wasn’t her fault. She was really hot. It was all my fault.”

She considered that for a moment. “What kind of porn were you watching? Or...are you watching?”

“Yeah, still watching.” I didn’t know how to put it. “I watch lots of stuff, I guess.” I took a deep breath. Just spit it out. “Are you sure you want to talk about this?”

“Yes.”

I was standing in that shower, naked, a diaphanous curtain the only thing separating me from the girl I was in love with, and confessing my dirtiest, most shameful secrets. I was so aroused by the whole thing. “Feminization porn.”

“Feminization porn?” she said. I couldn’t tell if she didn’t know what it was or just wanted me to further explain myself.

“Sissy stuff.” The words started to spill out of me. “Like: a guy...who’s really cute and girly looking...a trap or femboy or whatever you want to call it. And he gets dressed up and...is submissive…to a girl or guy. And to go along with that I watched...watch...a lot of femdom. Spanking. Um...anal sex. Pegging.”

“Hmmm,” she said.

She’s not storming out of the room or screaming “ew” and pointing at me, at least, I thought. I tried to peer through the curtain and see if she was filming me--if these three months had all been just a joke that I hadn’t realized and she was going to publicly humiliate me then cut ties forever. But she didn’t have her phone out or even with her, I didn’t think. She was standing with her arms crossed beneath her breasts. Her full, jiggly titties were easily visible and straining against the long sleeve, navy shirt she was wearing. I was pretty sure that she was watching the outline of my figure against the opaque curtain.

“So you can’t really get hard or perform with a girl?”

“No...no I can’t,” I said, humiliated. How could she want a guy like that?

“Have you tried just watching less porn and masturbating less?”

“Yes but I always fall back into it. I can’t resist it. And even if I did stop masturbating...well, I think the fetishes and kinks would still be there.”

I felt rotten all of a sudden. Now that I was confessing it, it was making me realize that a girl like Cordelia, who could have any guy she wanted and be treated however she wanted--could get any fantasy she wanted--would never be interested in some pathetic weirdo like me. Why did I confess to her? Why do I have to be such a secret freak? My cheeks burned all of a sudden at the thought of shaving my legs and wearing the panties in front of everyone. Why did I let her make that dare? She must think I’m ridiculous for accepting it. Suddenly I felt hot tears filling my eyes and running down my cheeks, and I was grateful for the curtain separating us.

“Hmmm,” she said again. “Do you feel pretty pathetic for being impotent--for having a soft cock?”

Her blunt words made me flinch but I wanted to confess to her. “Yes. I...I guess I feel pretty pathetic about it. I feel pathetic about the whole thing. It feels so shameful. I wish I could just be normal. I mean, most guys like watching porn but they don’t turn into...weirdos or losers like this.”

“Do you want to do what you watch porn about?”

“Do you want to be feminized and butt fucked?” was the implicit question. And I did, so badly. I wanted to be fucked by her. But I was too afraid to tell the truth. “No...I know the difference between fantasy and reality. It’s just a weird internet fetish.”

She challenged me: “But earlier you implied you’d be able to be pleasured if you’d been able to act out those fantasies with your girlfriend. Why didn’t you just ask her?”

“I…” I felt trapped by my own words but excited by what she was suggesting--Is...is she encouraging me? No. I’m fucking imagining things. Just cut this off before you make it even worse! “I knew she’d think I was a loser if I told her.”

“You’re sure you don’t want that in real life?”

Maybe this is my chance--maybe if I convince her I don’t--that I want to be normal--maybe something could actually happen between us!

“No, I don’t want it,” I said, voice trembling.

But suddenly the curtain pulled aside.

I flinched and jumped and nearly fell before steadying myself with a little gasp. Cordelia stood there: back straight, eyes steady and piercing. I clasped my hands over my cock. She stepped into the shower, the water soaking her navy shirt and tight, dark jeans and making them cling to her curves even more. She lay her hands on my shoulders and moved me back against the warm, wet wall--my back and bottom pressed against the tile.

“Fucking liar,” she said in a sultry, passionate voice.

And then she pressed her lips to mine.

Chapter 10. Thoroughly Explored, Filled, and Spanked in the Shower

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

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

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

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

“You like this, don’t you?” she said in an incredibly dominant, confident, sexy voice. She seemed so sure of herself.

“Fuck yes. Fuck yes!” I moaned. It was so embarrassing being taken control of by a girl like this--I’m a guy. I’m supposed to be the dominant one! But I was too turned on to stop or protest. Intense passion broke my inhibitions and washed them away. She moved her hand from my pubic hair to my cock and a thrill shot through my body.

Cordelia’s touching my cock! Her hand is wrapped around my cock!

She gave it long, luxurious, slow strokes, working all the way up and down the shaft and then palming her hand over my head, massaging and teasing it.

“I can’t believe this is happening!” I gasped. “I like you so much, Cordelia...I...I’ve liked you since the day I saw you in that class, inviting everyone to dance…”

“I fucking know,” she said. She knew she had complete control over me. She knew she could make me do anything she wanted. “Just say it, you pussy. Say you love me.”

Her permission was all I needed. I said it with complete earnesty: “I love you. I’m in love with you!” It was like she had flipped a switch when she decided to step into the shower. Where there had been uncertainty and hesitation before, now she acted with confidence and complete surety--as if she knew what I wanted and needed and she was going to give it to me. It was almost unbearably sexy.

“Turn the fuck around,” she whispered into my ear and guided me with her hands on my hips. I turned and she pressed my face and chest against the shower wall. She tugged my hips back so my back was arched and my fat, jiggly butt was popped out and open to her. She reached down and spread my plump thighs apart. She leaned in again and spoke in her normal voice: “Is this okay? Is this what you want?”

I could barely speak I was so turned on--my voice trembled. “Yes...yes I love it. Is it...is it what you want, though?”

“Fuck yes,” her hands roved up and down my body as we spoke--over my nipples and stomach, caressing my hips, and then dragging up my thighs and resting on my bottom. “Fuck you have a cute booty for a boy. You just have a cute butt, period.” She squeezed big, fat handfuls of my bottom and tugged them around. I could feel the tug on my sphincter and it made my erection throb.

She drew her hand back and spanked me as hard as she could. I yelped and flinched. My butt jiggled sluttily under the blow and I glanced back to see a red handprint on my pale flesh. “Fuck,” I moaned out in arousal. She squeezed the spank mark then rubbed it, spreading the sting out over my fat ass until it turned into warm pleasure. My cock felt like it was about to explode. She put my hands up above my head, pressing them against the wet tile.

“Fucking keep them there, understand?” she said.

“Yes, Cordelia.”

She brought her hand down and wrapped it around my throat, gently choking me, then spanked me as hard as she could again. “Your safe word is ‘Red,’ do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“If you need to stop you say that. Otherwise, you can say anything you want--I won’t stop.”

“Fuck that’s so hot,” I moaned.

She drew her hand back and spanked me again, hard. “Count,” she said, rubbing the spank in.

I did and she slapped my ass around until my pale flesh was covered in stinging red handprints. It jiggled and trembled sexily with each blow and she rubbed reach one in, massaging my butt and turning the pain to intense, erotic pleasure. “I’ve been waiting to spank this butt since I first saw you dancing. You have such a fucking slutty, girly body. I love it. And you had no idea. You always just seemed stupidly embarrassed by it, because you’re kind of an idiot sometimes, Anson. I had no idea you’d want this until you agreed to put on those panties tonight.” She kissed and sucked my neck between sentences, making me moan along with the spanks. “I dreamed--I thought I felt something when I touched you when we were dancing, but I was afraid I’d drive you away.”

“I love it. I love this!” I said. “I want it so badly. I want you so badly.”

She pressed a hand against my back, “Stay right fucking there. We have to clean your booty before I fuck you.”

Before I fuck you. The words sent a thrill through me.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned out.

“Hmmm, good girl. I like that,” she said. “Call me ‘master,’ though, not ‘mistress.’”

“Yes, Master!”

I stayed spread and ready, the warm water still washing over me, and she disappeared for just a moment and came back with a large plastic water bottle. “I don’t have an enema right now, so we’re going to improvise with your booty.”

“You can do whatever you want with it! It belongs to you if you want it.”

It felt so strange and dirty and embarrassing saying these things to my friend--and having her say even dirtier things back. But we were both so turned on that we didn’t care about any propriety or embarrassment. We wanted to fuck each other. We wanted to say the dirtiest things imaginable--the things that had been trapped and yearning to be free in our imaginations.

“Good girl. I do want it. I want to own this whole body,” she grabbed a big handful of butt and squeezed it. “This is mine now. Do you understand? I own your body now.”

“Yes. Yes, Master, I understand.”

“Good slut.” 

She flipped the shower off and then licked her fingers--covering them in saliva--and buried them in between my fat butt cheeks. Cordelia’s fingers are pressing directly against my anus. She rubbed and rubbed, circling and massaging and pressing into my tender butt flesh until my sphincter was wet with spit. She opened the bottle and brought it to my lips. “Suck on it. Get it wet for your butt.”

I covered the top in spit and she tugged it free of my lips. “Tug your butt open, baby.”

I brought my hands down and pulled my fat cheeks apart, and she caressed a finger up my nubile sphincter, then brought the bottle to my opening. My sphincter resisted the hard plastic but she pressed it insistently, working it in at an angle.

The threaded top breached my virgin hole. It was rough and hard and uncomfortable but I loved it. She shoved it further in and I moaned and gasped. It felt so strange having some alien thing inside of me. She shoved it up until the wider part of the bottle nestled between my cheeks and halted its progress. She was able to press a little bit of the bottle in before it got too wide, and it spread and stretched my ass incredibly pleasurably.

“You like that?”

“Fuck yes!” I said. I felt overwhelmed and feverish and dreamy from having my bottom breached and violated like that. It wasn’t used to being used roughly like this. Once the bottle was seated she squeezed and water flooded my trembling rectum.

I gasped in pleasure and she smiled and sucked at my neck. “Yeah, you like that don’t you. Have you ever had an enema, slut?”

“No...no I’ve never had anything in my bottom before. It feels so big!” I gasped.

“Fuck you’re sweet. You have no idea what I’m going to do to your asshole tonight.”

It was a big bottle and the water pressed on every spot inside of me, straining my insides with pleasurable pressure. It didn’t hurt. It just felt overwhelming and really good. She emptied the whole bottle into me, squeezing it until it was flat and my stomach had a little bulge in it. She rubbed her hand over my abdomen. “You’re like my little pregnant girlfriend now. Did I just impregnate your butt, slut?”

“Yes! I want to be your little pregnant girlfriend! It feels so full! It feels like I’m impregnated in my butt!” I said, stupid with arousal and passion.

“Don’t let any out, understand?”

“Yes, Master!” she tugged the bottle out and pressed her palm firmly over my hole, holding the water in until I could clench down. She carefully drew her hand away and only a little trickle escaped me.

“Good girl,” she cooed.

“I love you calling me a girl!”

“That’s because you are a girl.”

“Oh fuck that’s so hot!” I practically sobbed. “Cordelia I fucking love this.”

She tossed the bottle aside and turned me around again with her hands on my hips. She pressed me against the wall and gently but surely pressed her lips to mine. “I love this, too. I fucking love you, Anson.” She rubbed her hands over my body as we made out, bringing them to rest on my big butt, then rubbing her fingers up and down my anus. My cock and my entire rectum were so full of pleasurable pressure that it was almost painful, but it felt intensely good. I’d never felt such intense pleasure in my whole life--never even close. It made the minutes drag on and feel like hours--all my nerves were screaming in ecstasy. I was aware of every part of my body and I loved it.

“Get down on that dirty shower floor,” she commanded. I did it eagerly. My stomach felt so full and pregnant that it was hard to move and squat down. I could feel the fluid sloshing around inside of me as I lowered myself. She shoved me down so my face and chest were pressed to the wet floor of the shower. I was up on my knees, my bottom hanging in the air, vulnerable and on display for her. “Look at this slutty butt. No boy has a butt like this. That fact that you have a butt like this and exercised it and kept it plump--that just means you were begging to get fucked, doesn’t it?”

“Yes!” I said, loving her dirty talk.

“Are you dirty, needy anal whore?”

“Yes!”

She squatted down next to me and pressed her middle finger into my ass up to the first digit, then withdrew it. I moaned with pleasure. “I’m going to spank the fuck out of you now. You better not expel any water, do you understand? If you squirt out that dirty butt water all over your bottom and thighs and slutty body I’m going to do even dirtier, meaner things to you, do you understand?”

I just had time to gasp out, “Yes, Master!” and she started to beat my butt. She slapped me really hard, like before, making it jiggle and shake. She spanked my fat, naked thighs, too. I bit my lip and squeezed my eyes shut, trying to keep the enema in my ass. But it was really hard to focus and keep it squeezed through the overwhelming spanking. It was too much pressure on too many parts of my body. Plus, we both knew that we actually wanted me to expel--to get punished by her for being a dirty slut. I held out as long as I could, though. My cock was throbbing from the fullness in my rectum and the intense erotism of being spanked by the girl I loved in a dirty shower. I was worried I was going to cum if she kept spanking me.

And then she spread my fat cheek and started spanking my cock, balls, and anus directly. It was too much. My body was trembling and pouring off sweat from her beating and my fullness. I broke. The first stream gushed out of my ass and ran down my fat, naked thighs.

“Bad fucking slut!” she said and started spanking me even harder and rubbing my puffy sphincter as it gushed out its dirty treasure.

“Oooh, please let me release, Master!” I moaned.

“Fine. Bad slut,” she said with faux-disappointment, still spanking me hard. “Push it all out--release. Fucking little gush-slut.”

I moaned as lewdly as I could--it felt so good being completely free and as dirty as I wanted; I’d never felt so free in my life. I pushed the enema out of me. Dirty butt water washed over my thighs and fat ass until I was empty. Then she flipped me over onto my back and lay her body over mine. We devoured each other, hands running over our bodies and mouths sucking and frenching passionately. We made out for a long, long time. My entire body was throbbing with pleasure. Her wet mouth sucked at mine. Her tongue explored me. Her hands groped me. Finally, she stood and turned the shower back on, then knelt down and rubbed soap over me, massaging and cleaning my naked body. Her hand firmly washed and rubbed my throbbing cock and my nubile asshole. It felt really good, being soapy and massaged by her.

“Pull your legs up near your head; open up that ass for me, slut.”

I did it and she grabbed the bottle and refilled it. “Now that your ass is cleaned out, we’re going to fill you up again. You already failed to keep your butt closed, so you’ll probably fail again when I fuck you with an enema in your ass, but there’s only one way to be sure.”

“You’re going to fuck my ass?”

“I’m going to fuck it so good, baby.”

She knelt down and plugged the full bottle back into my needy hole. It flowed in easily with me laying on my back and spreading my legs. She emptied it until I felt really full again, then went back and emptied another half bottle into me. I felt like I was going to burst. “Oh fuck, I don’t think I can take anymore!” I begged, but she kept squeezing it until I had two whole bottles’ worth filling and straining my insides. She tugged the bottle out and water erupted out of my ass before I was able to desperately squeeze it closed. She rubbed my sphincter up and down like she was rubbing a girl’s puffy pussy. She was in bare feet and she stood and placed a foot on my chest, pressing down on a pert titty. “Beg for cock, slut,” she said, grinning lovingly.

“Please fuck my butt with your big cock!” I begged eagerly. “I want Master’s big, thick girl cock to fill my bottom and pound me until I’m a drooling, fucked-stupid slut!”

“Good girl. What good, earnest begging. My cock is pretty big--are you sure you want to try to handle it?”

“Yes, Master! Just force my bottom! I deserve it for being a slut and asking for it by having such a fat ass!”

Her face flushed with desire at my ridiculous, slutty words. “Get the fuck up and crawl out of the shower. Follow me--hurry up!” She snapped her fingers and walked from the bathroom. I moaned and whimpered, rolling over and crawling with my full stomach. The water sloshed around and strained against my insides as I tried to move. It was a wonderful, overwhelming feeling.

Chapter 11. Ravished by Cordelia

I crawled rapidly down the hall after her, my butt and thighs jiggling sexily as I moved. She walked before me haughtily and tugged her top off, revealing a gorgeous, lacy little black bralette. She got to her room and tugged off her wet jeans, revealing a matching, tiny black thong. I’d never gotten to see her naked before. Her body was everything I’d dreamed. She shimmied and danced just a little, showing off her bottom for my hungry gaze, then she turned and smiled.

“Crawl to the center of the floor, lay on your back, and pull your legs up, slut.”

“Yes, Cordelia!” I said happily.

As I got into position she went to her dresser and opened the second drawer, below the panties. She pulled out an enormous pink cock. It was girthy, with thick veins popping out of it and a large, mushroom head. On the other end, inside the harness, was a large, long egg to press into her pussy and stimulate her and give her firmer control as she fucked me. She tugged off her panties, revealing a smooth shaven pussy, and stepped into the complex harness.

“Your the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” I said reverently.

“Don’t lie,” she said.

“I’m not. You must realize you’re a goddess.”

“Yeah. I guess I sort of do,” she said, and tugged her bralette off, letting her gorgeous, ample breasts spill free. “You can kiss my foot, to start,” she said. “You’ll have to work up to getting the rest of me.

I eagerly took her toes into my mouth. I sucked them then kissed and licked up her soles as she fed one foot, then the other, past my lips. Before I had even fully serviced her feet though her want became too much. She crouched down over my naked body, hungry and practically predatory. She wrapped her hand around my throat. “You think you can take this big girl cock?”

“I’m scared of trying to fit it into my butt,” I confessed. “It looks so big and overwhelming! But I want it! I want you to fuck me with it!”

“Beg again--I love it when you beg me.”

Dirty, stupid words spilled out of me. “Oh please penetrate my nubile, virgin ass with that huge, dominant, overwhelming girl cock! I want your pink shaft inside of me--all the way inside of me. I want you to pummel my butt--” I gasped as she inserted a saliva-slicked middle finger into my hole. A little water gushed out and she began to finger pound me. “Oh yes, please fuck me!” I pleaded.

“Fuck you’re tight. We’re going to have to take a long time to stretch you out,” she said. Her cock was bigger than a banana--nearly as thick as my wrist--maybe thicker. I didn’t know how she was possibly going to fit it into my butt.

She fingered me for a really long time. She slowly inserted more fingers; two, then three, then four. That really stretched me. She pressed all the way into the knuckles, then tugged them in and out of me. I let out cute little gasps and moans as she went and slutty squirts of water escaped my butt when she’d pull out. She finger fucked me for nearly an hour. It was so intense and overwhelming.

Midway through I had to beg her to stop because I was going to cum. She slapped my cock disdainfully. “Not until I’m buried inside of you.” She pulled her fingers out of me and came back with a handful of ice. She held it on my cock until my erection went down. “Hold it there, slut.” I obeyed and she pushed back into me. Be the end she’d worked six fingers into my swollen, tender, spanked ass--three from each hand. She tugged on my O-ring, stretching it to either side and letting water gush out of me shamefully.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Master, please fuck me!”

She got on her knees and lined her cock up with my butt. The head pressed against my tender gate. She guided it with a sure, firm hand. The cock was very soft, thankfully, but still firm enough to roughly fuck me with. It slipped off my anus again and again, massaging it as she worked on me. “You’re still really fucking tight,” she said.

Slowly, centimeter by centimeter, the cock pressed in and spread me.

I bit my lip and felt tears coming to my eyes from the pain, but I didn’t protest. I wanted her inside of me, badly. And, then in an intense push, the head breached me and my sphincter sucked down around the other side, taking the dick into me. She excitedly pressed another few centimeters into me.

“I just took your anal virginity,” she said, almost in awe.

“I love you!” I gasped, blushing.

“I love you!” she said. She lay her gorgeous body over mine and pressed her lips to mouth. Her breasts felt incredible squishing over my chest. I loved her weight pressing on me, her stomach pressing against mine as we both sucked in air, and her pubic bone pressing against my own.

“How could I be so lucky?” I moaned.

“I was just thinking the same fucking thing,” she said.

She reached down and pressed something on the base of her cock. Both parts, buried in each of us and connecting us, started to vibrate intensely. Slowly, lovingly, she rolled her hips and began to fuck me, pressing the cock all the way into its base, then tugging it all the way out to the head. The ice had all melted against my hot skin and my cock throbbed back to erection.

“Doesn’t look like you have trouble getting hard when I fuck you, does it?”

“No, Master!”

It hurt--my ass was taut and stretched to its absolute limit in order to wrap around her cock shaft--but it slowly stretched more and more and I started to feel amazing.

“You’re hitting a spot in my ass--it’s incredible!” I gasped.

“Your little anal g-spot, huh?”

“Yes!” I gasped as she did it again. Her cock stretched me more and more and she picked up her pace. She had a little bottle of clear lube and she dumped more onto her cock. Her slick dick slipped in and out of my needy ass. It was too much: the fullness, the vibrations, the girl I loved dominantly ravishing me: “I’m going to cum!” I gasped.

“Tell me what I’m doing.”

“You’re making me cum from my ass!” I gasped.

“Beg me!”

“Please let me cum from my butt! I want to cum on your big cock! I’ll be your good little fuck slut! Please pound me with that big cock and let me explode from my ass!”

“Such good begging! Good girl!” she said, slapping my face playfully then choking me gently. She nibbled at my ear then breathed into it, “Cum, slut.”

She pounded into me fast and deep. I couldn’t resist anymore. There was a warmth deep in my ass and it built and built until it filled my whole body then exploded like a wave.

Cum erupted out of my cock. My whole body trembled and shook under her, and then I felt her trembling and writhing against me. Her eyes drunk in my passionate submission and orgasm washed through her body from the vibrator egg and the intense eroticism of dominating me. We came together, writhing and trembling and holding each other, our mouths locked together and passionately french kissing. She pounded me until we both went limp in exhaustion and she collapsed on top of me, the cock still filling my ass to its limit.

We lay for a long time in the warm afterglow. I felt shame and revulsion wash through me at my dirty submission, but Cordelia’s naked body was pressed against mine, and I knew she loved me: I didn’t care about any inhibitions. I let the happy dream wash them away.

We fucked for most of the rest of the night.

She got back up after we had lain together for a while, tugged her harness off her ample bottom, and tossed it aside. She danced and twirled in front of me, undulating her gorgeous body, and then sunk down onto her hands and knees and took my cock into her mouth. She sucked the cum up off it, moved to my mouth, and fed it to me. I swallowed it submissively, then we turned and licked my cum from our stomachs where it had sprayed. She swallowed her mouthful this time and I took mine. Then she crawled back to my cock and sucked it slowly and luxuriously until it was hard again. She clenched her hand around it and slowly massaged up and down the shaft until I was throbbing. My back arched in ecstasy. She crawled up on top of me. “I love, Anson Lee. Are you tired of hearing that yet?”

“I’ll never get tired of hearing that. I love you, Cordelia de Havilland,” she lined my cock up with a sure, tender grip and sunk her wet, warm pussy over my head and down my shaft. She let out a sweet, gasping moan and began to fuck herself on my dick. Her fat ass flailed up and down my shaft. It was warm and wet and wonderful. She leaned over and kissed me. Neither of us lasted long. It built and built and we came together, again, the orgasm crashing through our joined bodies. My cum filled her pussy and she moaned sweetly and sucked my neck, choking me dominantly with a hand as she finished me off.

Later she buried my face in her sweaty, ample bottom and let me suck and lick her cunt and asshole until she orgasmed again. Then she fingered me anally and made me explode with her hands and mouth. We fucked until we were completely spent then collapsed, wrapped in each other’s arms. She tugged a blanket and pillows off her bed and we lay with our dirty bodies intertwined, exhausted and in love. We drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.

Chapter 12. Bliss

I woke up the next morning and for just a moment didn’t know where I was. But Cordelia’s warm body was pressed against mine and then wonderful memory flooded back. She stirred next to me and smiled. “We’re going to have a good life, Anson Lee,” she said. We got up and showered and she kissed and fingered my butt. “I have a toy for you,” she said playfully. When we were done she took my hand and led me back to her room. She went back into the drawer her strap-on had come from and pulled out a medium sized pink butt plug. “To remind you you’re mine and train that ass for when I fuck it.” I blushed at the thought of walking around with such a slutty thing in my bottom. “Can I put it in?”

I bit my lip and smiled happily through my blush. “Yes.” I turned around and leaned over her bed and she coated the plug in lube, then gently worked it into my needy ass. It was smaller than her cock but it still stretched my ass taut around it, and I let out an overwhelmed little gasp.

“Good girl. Your ass is already getting better at taking what I want to put into it.” She pressed her palm to it and wiggled it around, then gave it a few gentle spanks, which made me squeal and gasp happily. She spanked my fat buttcheek once, harder and lovingly. “Fuck, I love your jiggly, fat, girly butt.”

“I want to be your girlfriend,” I confessed, naked and submissive before her.

“I want to be your girlfriend,” she said back, smiling. “Pull your fat ass apart to show that cute plug.” I did it and she snapped a picture of me, then posted it to her media feed with just the tag “#girlfriend.”

“Everyone will know!” I said, blushing but for some reason excited beyond the shame.

“I want everyone to know. I want everyone to know that you’re mine and I get to fuck you.”

I grinned. “You really like me?”

“Yes. And I own you now.”

She put me in a cute pair of scarlet panties and a matching bralette, then added black stockings, six-inch heels, a plaid schoolgirl skirt, and a little blouse. She sat me down at the vanity in her room--the plug pressed pleasurably into my ass when I sat on it--and carefully did my makeup. She had me close my eyes until she was done and I obeyed. She cut my hair, too, into a cute little girly pixie cut. When I opened my eyes a little gasp escaped my lips. I had the faintest, most subtle makeup on: light pink lipstick, a hint of blush, and a little mascara accentuating my long lashes.

“Tell me what you feel,” she said.

“I...I look like a girl!” I said with delight.

“You are a girl, now. You’re my girl.”

“I never realized...it looks so good! I knew I was sort of feminine but…” I couldn’t find the words. It wasn’t that her subtle touches had transformed me, it was that they had made me realize how undeniably feminine my face was all along. Staring back at me from the mirror was a gorgeous young woman with a budding, beautiful body and a very ample, sexy bottom and set of lissome legs. People will want me for my body, I realized in shock.

I’d like to tell you it all worked out. That I became Cordelia’s girlfriend, we moved in together, all her dance friends accepted me, I audited classes and learned to fly, and we went on to have a happy life together.

But I guess I can tell you that because it’s pretty much what happened. Cordelia and I found an apartment to move into the next month, just before we had to move out of the dorms. My job was fine with me becoming a waitress there after they saw what I looked like. I actually made way better tips than when I was a waiter. I got hit on by customers a lot. I got hit on and catcalled a lot in general but...it was kind of really hot. I would tell Cordelia about how I had been demeaned or groped during the day as she fingered me and spanked me and it turned us both on a lot.

Cordelia and I danced all the time--every day was a training session once we started living together. I’d fucked up our end of semester show, but by the fall we had another one ready to go for the start of the semester, and then another one after that. All my dance teachers liked me enough to let me audit their classes and I inhaled their knowledge and training. I learned how to manage finances and insurance and adult stuff. My parents were pretty miffed that I didn’t have to come crawling back to them. I’ll fix things with them eventually, but for now: fuck ‘em. Give me a few more years.

Cordelia and I live in the city, now. She’s a professional dancer and just started her own company and own theater. I dance in it but it’s not like a cronyism thing--I get my own auditions, too. You may worry that it would all wear off after a while--the fun and passion. But it kind of hasn’t. We dance, and when I’m naughty I get punished and fucked. She ends up having to fuck me a lot. And I love it. And we’re in love.

END






Free Stories and Newsletter

Sign up for Aura’s newsletter for two free bonus stories: http://eepurl.com/dbx7Q5
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“Ravished by Demetria: How I Was Overpowered, Bound, Feminized, and Taken by My Dream Girl” a 10,000 word erotic short story.
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“Feminized by Gaspar: How I Was Humiliated, Sissified, Defeated & Ravished by my Domineering Roommate” A 12,000 word erotic short story.

These are a novella’s worth of free material. The stories are only available through my newsletter--they’re not published anywhere else. As a warning: these are even lewder and more intense than my published material. Consider yourself cautioned!

As for the newsletter: Aura promises to write infrequently, briefly, and with only interesting things--free and on sale books, new stories published, and free flash fiction (around 1000 words per short) too lewd and intense to publish elsewhere.
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Aura Delacroix writes erotica and romance bursting with first time feminization, sissification, crossdressing, humiliation, femdom, spanking, domination, submission, BDSM, and passionate love affairs in the most unexpected places and between transgender, gay, straight, and bisexual doms and subs. She lives in a house on the sunny shores of a little island in the Pacific and loves walking the beaches and forests, talking with friends over coffee, and writing dirty stories.

Check AuraDelacroix.Wordpress.com for more of her work.

It’s really fun hearing from you! Aura would love your feedback and thoughts--she gets to write because you read and your opinions basically matter, like, a ton to her. If you loved this story, or hated it, or if there’s something you want to see more of, or anything else you’d like to share, she would be very glad if you let her know. Contact her through her blog or via:

AuraKDelacroix@gmail.com

Twitter.com/AuraDelacroix
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Feminized by Amber: Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush

[image: ]

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

“I love being ravished by you,” I said…

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B078W385V5

Feminized by Riley: How I was Defeated, Dominated & Ravished by My Best Friend

[image: ]

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

Feminized by the Billionaire: A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission & Ravishment

[image: ]

“He owns me now. What will this dangerous, powerful man do to my curvy, womanly body?...”

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? Byron Galt, a billionaire industrialist and the man who now owns Dani, is going to sissify, shave, spank, lotion, and absolutely ravish the bubble butt of his delicious new trap. Will Dani be able to push past 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 first time feminization, crossdressing, BDSM, submission, and ardent, raw, forbidden, M/M sissy ravishment.

✦✦✦

...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...

...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…

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

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

[image: ]

"Do I let this muscled brute take me into the woods? Do I let him pound and ravish me? Is my body really as girly and beautiful as he says? Is my bottom really that fat and sexy? Why can't I stop my heart from racing?..."

Ash has dreamed about being ravished but when he goes out for a jog fantasy becomes reality. His curvaceous body--particularly his thick, jiggly bottom--and his slutty little running outfit draw the attention of Brent, a muscle-bound alpha male. Brent takes Ash off the road into a secluded forest clearing and strips him. They start tenderly making out and quickly move to dirty, raw, forbidden ravishment of Ash's voluptuous figure. Ash isn't sure if he can handle how intense it is but he loves it. When a gorgeous young woman stumbles upon them, Ash’s ravishment becomes lewd public exhibitionism. Will Ash and Brent admit to the love blossoming between them? How deeply will Ash surrender to Brent’s passionate onslaught? 

A 9000 word story stuffed with first time sissification and ardent, M/M sissy ravishment. 

✦✦✦

...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..."

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

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

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him: How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet

[image: ]

“My two best friends want to feminize my girly body and turn me into their sex pet. What do I do?...”

When the feminine, troubled, unknowingly beautiful Evan confesses his love to his best friend, Christie, he receives a startling response: Christie and her fiancé, Steven, want to draw him into a thrilling erotic game of domination and submission and make him their sexy, sissy pet. Evan’s body is 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 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. Will Evan give in to Christie’s advances? If he does, will he be able to satisfactorily use his gorgeously transformed body to pleasure Steven and become their servant, possession, and paramour? Will he realize his deep, shameful, secret fantasies of feminization, submission, and passionate love?

A 6500 word erotic short story bursting with first time crossdressing, feminization, femdom, and passionate sissy ravishment.

✦✦✦

...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….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…

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

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

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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



Story Collections

Feminized and Ravished: Sissies Receive Femdom, Maledom, Humiliation, Spanking, BDSM, and Love

(3 Story Bundle)

[image: ]

Three stories--including a full novella--featuring gorgeous traps being ravished for their very first time. They’re ashamed at first but they fall passionately in love with their masters.

Sissy Feminization & Ravishment: Femdom, Maledom, Humiliation, Interracial, Spanking, Submission, BDSM & Love

(3 Story Bundle)

[image: ]

Three stories bursting with femdom and raw, forbidden M/M sissy ravishment. Experience passionate spanking, bondage, and pounding and subtle touches, sweet caresses, and budding love growing between these enraptured doms and subs.
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