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Summary

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...






The up-till-then unrequited love of my life was about to coerce, manipulate, tease, feminize, spank, humiliate, and fuck me, and I had no idea. Riley was standing at the kitchen sink washing dishes. Her short, grey, cotton dress hugged her large breasts and long, slim abdomen and just barely draped over her ample bottom, stopping right below it to reveal her full, lissome legs. Riley Monroe: my dream girl. She had exquisitely delicate and gorgeous features and grey-green eyes. She usually had blonde hair but currently she was sporting a shaved head, which I thought was incredibly hot. She glanced to me when I came back in.

"Is everyone gone?" she said. She’d just had a laid back party for our friend group at her house.

"Yep. I just forgot my book."

“Oh, it’s over there on the shelf.”

“Thanks.” I thought I’d put it in my bag. I didn’t remember leaving it there. I shook my head and ignored it.

"Excuses for extra time with me,” she teased. Riley had a sometimes sarcastic, sometimes faux-fed up teasing tone that she used to rib you and joke with you. It always barely concealed a layer of glee and affection--it was to show that she liked you enough to bother teasing you rather than being polite. It was immensely endearing.

I knew was a joke, and not her actually requesting more time with me. It was late. We were tired. I laughed, picked up the book and turned back to the door. "Got it. Thanks again Riley, it was so fun hanging out with everyone."

She'd turned from the sink and was grinning, "Mason, have you ever had a girlfriend?" Teasing.

I smiled back but I was worried that I was blushing a little. Who doesn't get excited when talking about girls with a cute girl? But I had only had one girlfriend, two years ago at my old university, before I nearly flunked out and then transferred. Being sexually inexperienced didn't fit with the image I'd tried to create with my delightful new group. I’d been a little awkward and shy for most of my life, and only recently clawed my way out of that shell. I was also afraid of commitment and of hurting people’s feelings, which made me averse to dating and hitting on girls.

I was attractive, but not in a typically masculine way, and that made me timid around girls, too. I had brown, medium length hair that always seemed to turn into a pixie cut style, and brown eyes. My features were delicate--even beautiful, and my body was embarrassingly feminine for a boy. I had slim shoulders, a slim waist, and slim arms, and dainty hands, ankles, and feet. I stood around five-foot-eight--about equal height with Riley, actually. The only parts of me that were big were my bottom and thighs.

I was repeatedly made fun of in locker rooms and beach showers for how feminine I looked, especially from behind. I had a nearly perfect, jiggly bubble butt; my legs were long and lissome; and my thighs were thick and full. It was totally inappropriate for a guy to have such a plump bottom. I’d been embarrassed by my feminine form my whole life, but for some reason I often found myself doing squats and leg lifts, compelled to see if I could plump myself up even more. My butt even turned me on when I masturbated, and sometimes I would spank it and rub my anus, though I had never penetrated myself.

All that shame, confusion, and the rest had perhaps hampered my ability with girls--they always seemed to want me to be one of them rather than date them. Which caused problems for me now with my new friend group, because I liked that they all seemed to think I was cool and knowledgeable about all things. Especially the girls. Particularly Riley and Josie.

"Yeah, I’ve had a girlfriend" I said, as if it should be obvious.

"When?"

"Oh...a little while ago."

"Like, two weeks?" Teasing. "Wait, you haven’t had any girlfriend while I've known you, have you? That’s two years almost. Was it back at your old college?"

"Yes."

She made a fake gasp face. Riley would sometimes poke you with questions, but you also always felt like she was earnestly interested to know more about you. She didn't bother kids she didn't like. It meant you were friends. Her eyes had widened now in curiosity. "Why so long?" she said with exaggerated concern.

I shrugged, acting like I didn't care. Because I’m a pussy and shy and timid around hot girls. "I've just been busy I guess. Do you really want to hear my dating history at two in the morning?" But as soon as I said it I regretted it; I loved getting to talk to Riley and I didn't actually want to go if she was up for chatting.

"Yeah, sure," she said, gleefully calling the bluff. "Wait, how many girlfriends have you had?"

"Eh, not very many."

“So like how many--eight or nine?”

“A little less than that.” I was definitely blushing now, and I felt stupid for even still being nervous about admitting this. I’d thought I’d grown out of it. It was even worse because Riley was only nineteen (she’d started taking university classes early) and I was twenty three (and two years behind schedule to graduate, by the way), but she was already so fucking cool, man. I was an unforgivable, room-dwelling, unconfident, weirdo at her age. I was only just as cool as her at twenty three, but I very much wanted to give the impression that I’d basically been conceived cool from the womb, and not just started dressing the part about three months before I met her and the rest of our friends.

“What? Come on, don’t be a wuss, just tell me! What, do you not want me to know?” She said with that teasing tone.

I kept grinning at her, trying to look cool, as my brain froze and had to reboot over not being able to conceive some easy simple way to pass off this question without looking evasive.

“I’m just fucking with you. Sorry. I don’t care; whatever.” She laughed and walked into her living room and I glanced after the outline of her thick bottom, and her naked thick thighs, hungrily. She had such a slim waist but such a big butt. She was alternately dainty and curvaceous in all the right places. She had been a dancer for years and her legs were incredible because of it--and because of her magic genetics.

This still could’ve counted as a normal interaction for us except she didn’t say “bye” at the end, which meant she wasn’t trying to get rid of me--she wasn’t trying to tell me “You’re my bestie but I’m tired and it’s time to go now. See you Monday.” She wanted something else. I followed her into the other room.

I knew better than to try to turn the teasing and verbal nudges into flirting--that wasn’t the point. It was a fun end-in-itself for Riley, not a means for some guy to get laid with her. If I’d wanted to go out with her, round-about flirting would’ve been a super awkward and weird move. The right ways would’ve been to just ask her if she wanted to go out, honest and simple.

But I never had. She’d gone out with Alex, who was a cool idiot and great part of our group, almost immediately after we all met, and when they broke up last year she’d started dating some artist-sculptor none of us knew or liked. There had been hints of her dating girls, too, and some gender fluid people--lovely creatures with breasts and cocks--but I didn’t believe either one; people love to whisper behind each other’s backs and make up exotic things. I’m sure everyone liked to think about Riley passionately making out with some other gorgeous girl--I usually paired her with Josie in my own imagination--but that didn’t mean it was anything but a fantasy.

There were other reasons I hadn’t asked her out. As noted, I wasn’t actually as cool or sure of myself as I pretended, and I felt a little creepy because of how much younger she was. I told everyone who’d listen that I loved Riley and that she felt like a little sister to me. Which would’ve been true if I was some alternate, sister-fucking Oedipus. I’d wanted to go out with her immediately and for about a year after we met. Then got over it. And then just recently, against my will, I’d started to fall for her again. Riley was the feeling in your stomach as an airplane lifts off, halfway between fear and elation;  she was the raw riff of an electric guitar; she was that rock song from your youth that you blast on summer nights and can never really shake from your soul.

She was sitting on the far side of the living room with her legs crossed and her laptop balanced on them. And this was the first of two big turns of the night: She looked at me steadily and in a calm voice said, “I found your internet history, Mason. Your porn internet history.”

“Oh,” I blurted out. My face turned bright red.

“Yeah, ‘oh’ indeed,” she had a grin on her face and behind it was glee, maybe, and other things I couldn’t understand. “Why don’t you sit down,” she said like a therapist.

I shuffled over to the couch mumbling how sorry I was that she’d had to see that. Had I left a page up on my phone? Had she stumbled across it sometime at my house and been waiting to talk to me? I didn’t understand the game anymore, and worried she was actually mad or disgusted with me. Has she’d already confided in someone?--her and Josie are always sharing secrets and gossip. If she was troubled enough would she have sought out someone’s advice? Does she think I’m dangerous? Or that I’m some deranged pervert and that our whole friendship was a lie? She was blushing, too, but I couldn’t tell if it was from anger or from embarrassment over talking about pornography. 

“I already copied it all over to my laptop...and took a bunch of screenshots to prove it’s your phone and accounts...and put it all in an email that will automatically send to a bunch of our friends if something happens to me and I don’t cancel it--like if you tie me up and put me in a closet.”

I could only mumble, dumbfounded, “What?”

She grinned. “I dunno. I went looking for stuff on your phone. You left it charging earlier today. I know your lockscreen password, Mason. And you keep your, like, porn account signed into Reddit, and your phone browser automatically syncs with your laptop browser because of your Google account. There was stuff everywhere.” Riley was the rare cute girl who often browsed Reddit.

“Why?...” was all I could manage, stupidly.

“Because I want to know more about you, Mason, and you always hide your past and lie about stuff and you won’t give me straight answers when I ask stuff like ‘How many girls have you slept with?’” She said with teasing mock frustration--Or was it real frustration? The lines were blurring.

I sat on the couch almost queasy. I thought of pressing an attack--playing outrage at her snooping on my phone (even though I was actually totally flattered that she cared enough to do it). But I was so nervous and worried about losing her that I stayed timid. I had no idea how to read this situation or play it cool here. I grinned and shrugged sheepishly.

“Why are you grinning and shrugging like that? Are you actually into this stuff?” she said, incredulous.

“Some of it. With a lot of stuff I was just bored or sort of curious--they were one-time things. I don’t know--I look at a lot of random stuff on the internet.”

“Oh yeah right! You subscribed to all those subreddits just because you were curious and bored? You’re such a liar,” she teased.

“Well…” I had no idea how much she’d managed to look through. My mind was just showing a giant PANIC error screen at the thought of someone seeing everything I’d posted.

“You posted pictures of your naked bottom on the internet.” I actually flinched when she said that. I was sweating profusely. I couldn’t believe this was happening. If she’d found the pictures then I knew she’d lost all respect for me, and she was one of my favorite people in the world. That really hurt. It made me sad. “You’re on your knees like a slutty girl--Cute, fat, jiggly PAWG ass is the title--on a subreddit for sissies and traps.”

She kept scrolling on her laptop: “You also posted your butt to a few mainstream subs that are meant for girls only--you liar--and everyone believed you, too. You got a lot of compliments about you cute, fat ass. You posted a bunch of pictures, really, and captions about getting turned into a girl and fucked by all these guys. You’re obsessed with commenting on anal sex videos, too, and talking about how much you want big cock in your butt, and how you want to be spanked and shit. So I think you’re a little beyond ‘looking at stuff when you're bored,’ huh? I think a better phrase to describe your activity would be nymphomania, don’t you?” Throughout it she spoke like a psychiatrist assessing a particularly troubled patient.

“Look, I’m a pervert, okay. I’m sorry. I have fucked up weird shit and I don’t know why I like it and I try to hide it and I know that it’s not real, okay?”

“Do you actually do any of this stuff? Have you ever sucked a guy’s cock?”

“No, it’s just imagination.”

“Oh no! You don’t get off that easy--you don’t just get to say ‘I’m a pervert’ and walk away!” She stared at me until I said something.

Half of me wanted to run out of the house and cut off contact with her--I was as mortifyingly embarrassed as I would’ve been if I’d had walk through school naked--but instead I just said “Please, just don’t tell anyone, okay?” Or tell everyone you want but don’t banish me from your presence, was what I wanted to say, but I couldn’t. I was thoroughly in love with her. She was only a nineteen year old girl and she had complete control over me.

“You answer my questions, and maybe I’ll think about not talking to Josie or sending anything to anybody--even though that would be hilarious.”

“And you’ll delete all the copies you made?”

“Maybe. You have to tell the truth. I’ll know if you don’t.” Riley was frighteningly perceptive of people, emotions, relationships, and, as I was learning, power-dynamics.

“Okay.”

“You’ve had one girlfriend,” she said in a matter of fact, poor-baby tone.

“Yes.”

“How many times did you have sex with her?”

“I dunno, like, twelve--ten. It was ten.”

“Lie,” she said calmly and certainly. “Damn, you’re easy. I have you fucking wound around my little finger. Don’t try to lie.”

“No, really,” I said. I figured it would be best to stick to the lie and not get caught in the first one I told. But I stammered a little.

“Fucking liar. Second lie. What was it, five times?”

I froze up.

She held up the back of her hand, fingers extended, “I’m going to count down for you--you say when--to make it easy for you: five, four, three…” her elegant fingers ticked down. I realized she was watching me intently, had maybe been watching me intently for the whole night.

I nodded. “That one.”

“Three?”

“Yes.”

“See, that wasn’t so hard! I wouldn’t think it was humiliating but you’re acting really ashamed by this, so I guess I’ll have to assume having had sex so few times is really, really shameful. Oh my: you’re blushing bright red. That’s what bullies do--they point it out when you blush. Am I bullying you?”

“I guess so.”

“I kind of like it. Do you feel bullied?”

“I think I’ll live.”

“Have you ever masturbated to me?”

I felt a thrill run through my body. “Yes.”

A pause there, and there was only stillness in the room between us. We both met each other’s eyes. Our shared gaze held us together through the stillness. She looked down with a smile then back up. “How much?”

“A lot.”

And she blushed deeper and bit her lip and her eyes were wide and sparkling. Her voice wavered but then went stern again, “That’s so disgusting and perverted. You’ve secretly been lusting over my body when I thought you were just normal and we were friends?”

“Yes. I do want you to be my friend though. I...” love you.

“Do you fantasize about anal sex with me?”

“Yes,” I was so aroused that I almost felt lightheaded. I felt short of breath, too; like when you try to interact with your hot older babysitter when you’re a kid.

“You fantasize about spanking me?”

“Yes.”

“About me sucking your cock...with my wet, warm mouth?”

“Yes.”

We were both blushing bright red with arousal. “But that’s not nearly all the porn you watched. Do you want to be given hormones and turned into a girl?”

Yes. “No, not all of it is real--some of it’s a fantasy.”

“That’s convenient: all the really embarrassing things are just fantasy, huh? I don’t believe you. Do you want to dress up in my bras and panties? Have you ever snuck into my room and done that?” I did want to, so badly, though I hadn’t.

“No--and no--I wouldn’t do that.”

“Do what--sneak into my room and try on my underwear like a pervert?--but you will totally post pictures of your actual, naked, fat ass on sissy subreddits! Do you fantasize about receiving anal sex? Do you fantasize about receiving it from a woman? From me?”

Fuck yes. “No! I think...it would actually probably be very uncomfortable.”

“Lie. It can be, though. But it doesn’t have to. Have you ever shaved your pubic hair?” 

“Why?”

“Because it would make you feel more girly, obviously, you pervert.”

I was too embarrassed say that I had, recently--even as aroused as I was I couldn’t admit it. “No.”

She looked at me carefully “...Lie.”

I was almost trembling from the mix of shame, fear, and excitement. I was still sweating, and my clothes were drenched in a damp sweat now.

“Do you want to become my little girl?”

Yes more than anything. “No.”

“Lie, lie, lie. Do you think you’re good enough for me?”

No. “Of course.”

“Lie,” and that one seemed to make her sad a moment, but then she snapped back.

“I’m really not lying to you!” I said.

“Fine, then prove it.”

“How?--Why are you doing this?”

She thought and for a moment, for some reason, it seemed as if she was going to say, “Because I love you,” but instead she said, “Because I’m bored. And just because I’m young doesn’t mean I don’t like control, Mason. I’m sick of you being the one in control. And I want someone to play with, manipulate, fuck around with, hurt… humiliate… degrade. I’ve never been in actual control over another person. That’s so rare in modern society--being in real, manipulative control over someone else? I want to control someone beyond the limits of the law or social convention. Like, really be able to make someone do whatever I want. I want a little slave.” Her voice shook as she awkwardly tried to articulate the strange want in her, but she said it all with complete conviction, too, and I was taken aback.

“I’ll give you a deal: strip and show my that hot, slutty, girly bod, or I send this all to Josie and then the rest of the gang,” she said, lips pouty.

“Wai...would you really?”

“You said you hadn’t actually shaved your asshole or your legs, but they look shaved in those slutty pictures you posted, so I want to see if you just lied to me.” I paused. She looked me straight in the eyes. “Just do it. You know you want to.”

My perverted urges kicked into me and forced me up and over the edge, past the barrier of shame. I stood and kicked off my shoes, peeled my pants down, took of my socks, and then, incredibly hesitantly, peeled down my underwear. I was left in just my shirt, and I peeled it off and dropped it aside. Suddenly I was naked in front of her and left with only my hands covering my cock. I hardly knew that it had happened. I slipped out of my clothes so easily and quickly, really--almost like changing in my own room in private.

“Drop your hands from your cock. Put them at your side.”

I did. Riley’s eyes were wide and alight, taking in my naked body. I had never blushed such a shade of scarlet-pink over my pale body in my life.

And then suddenly there was a knocking and the front door started to creak open. Riley flung a blanket at me, breathed “hide,” and leapt for the door in the next room. I wrapped myself in the blanket and pretended to be asleep on the couch. Riley had a brief conversation and I heard Andy’s voice talking about missing something, then the door shut. She stepped back in, smiling.

“Up,” she said, gesturing with open hands.

I stood up and she tugged the blanket away from me as she walked by and returned to her seat. “Andy forgot his phone charger.”

“Are your parents going to…”

“No, they’re gone all weekend. It’s just us. Now arch your back; pop that butt out.”

I couldn’t believe she had just said that. It sent an erotic thrill racing through my whole body. I felt so turned on and ashamed at the same time. I was blushing hard but I did it.

“Spin,” she said, twirling a finger. “Get up on your tiptoes for your butt and thighs.”

I did it. And then the second big shift happened, and I don’t think things were the same after this. She walked over and ran a finger up my leg. Her flesh on mine. Pleasure exploded out from where she touched and arced through my body like shocks. It wasn’t just playing and verbal teasing any more--she was pleasuring me sexually with her own body. Something real was happening between us.

She scratched her fingernails up my fat buttock, then teased the back of her finger down the inside curve and I thought I would melt and exploded right there. Her finger traced through wet sweat drops as she touched me. There were going to be more tests to follow that evening, but I’d already lost all of them. At that moment I could see the fantastical erotic possibilities of what she wanted from me, and I gave into her completely. Once she touched me there was no way I was going to do anything but acquiesce, I thought.

“You’re all shaved! Oh my God that is so embarrassing. I’m legitimately embarrassed for you. You’re all wet and sweaty too. How disgusting.” I was shaved--I don’t know why I did it, but it was something I had started doing very occasionally several years ago. It had gone along with me fantasizing about being the woman in the pornography I watched instead of the man. I’d shaved completely smooth last week, except for a cute little square of hair above my cock, then spent the day masturbating. The hair that had grown back was just a faint amount--very short. I had very little hair on my body anyway, even without shaving, and what I had was light. She was laughing. “Spin around!” Her teasing had made my cock swell up. “Oh my God are you getting aroused from being naked in front of me and getting teased?”

“Nuh...no. I’m...I just need to go to the bathroom, that’s all.”

She paused and looked at me for a second. “Oh, sorry. It’s this way.” She put a hand to the sweaty curve of my lower back and guided me to the downstairs bathroom--like a man guiding a woman through a crowded bar. She stepped inside with me and I felt her hands on my hips guiding me into position. And then I gasped as something wonderful happened: her delicate, sure fingers wrapped around my cock, guiding it towards the toilet. I felt her gasp behind me; a faint, sharp intake of breath. Her other hand wrapped around and held my stomach firm and low, her pinky tracing through my landing strip of pubic hair. I could feel her stomach and thighs pressed against my fat butt.

“Whenever you’re ready,” she breathed into my ear. “Unless you were lying.” My heart was racing and my chest heaving as I drew in breaths, and I could feel her’s doing the same behind me. Her full, large breasts pressed against my back as she breathed, squishing against me then receding then squishing again. She didn’t seem to have a bra on--I could feel her nipples through the fabric of her dress, erect against me, and I could feel the soft expanse of flesh around them.

We stood for moments on end in silence. I tried to pee but I couldn’t with her holding me and staring. Her free hand gently squeezed my butt, my thigh, and then returned to my stomach. “Damn, baby, you're so thick down there. You’re butt’s as fat as mine and I’m a real girl. It’s really nice.” My cock twitched in her hand and she squeezed it tighter. It was rock hard now. “Wow, you fucking pervert,” she said, feigning disappointed. She gave my cock a disdainful slap, then two more, harder each time. “Wow, it’s really not going down--you’re just a slut who likes this, aren’t you?” She slowly and tightly moved her hand up and down my cock--just a few, luxurious tugs. “Okay, we’re done here. You lost that chance.”

She kept a firm hold of my cock, though; she pulled up on it so I had to stand on my tiptoes, and she used it to tug me back out into the other room. “It looks like you lied to me twice, which is really disappointing. But I’m going to give you two more chances to back up what you said, and if you can’t do that I guess you really are a complete, worthless pervert.”

My breath was coming heavy and fast, my chest still heaving. My nipples were hard with arousal. My cock was throbbing. I wanted her so badly. She gazed back at me passionately--her breasts heaving, a blush across her chest and face, desire smouldering behind her eyes. Her hand was still firmly around swollen shaft.

“Or I could just take that phone and laptop from you,” I said, challenging her.

“You can’t, remember: I set the emails to auto-send to the group if I don’t cancel it. You have to cooperate,” she said, but she had blushed even deeper and her eyes were wide with excitement.

“I don’t believe you,” I said. It was hard to get words out or think at all with that lovely hand around my sensitive cock. “I think you’re bluffing--you didn’t actually set up any file-dump auto-send. You’ll have to send them out yourself if you want anyone to see.”

“Well I’ll do that then if you don’t cooperate.”

“Not if I stop you and delete them.”

“You can’t--you don’t know the passwords to my stuff.”

“I could make you tell me.”

She froze at that and I watched her closely, waiting to see if she had actually been bluffing, and if my calling it would work. Then she broke and grabbed for her phone at the coffee table right next to us, but I darted before her and snatched it. She grabbed at it and I held it away, then she turned for her computer, left sitting on her chair. I tossed her phone onto the couch behind me, snatched her arm, and spun her back towards me. Excitement and intense arousal was plain across her face. I had pulled her into me accidentally and her pert breasts pressed into my chest, her stomach against mine, and her fat thighs squeezed against my naked cock. I let out a little gasp. We both froze their for a long moment, sucking in breaths, running our eyes over each other. I loved every inch of her.

“What are you going to do, beat up a girl?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, and her face flushed with even more intense arousal.

“You might not liking getting beaten by me; it’ll be deeply shameful what I do to you afterwards. I swear I’m going to fuck our butt so hard.” I want that so bad.

“Maybe you should just worry about yourself,” I said. I’d never been so turned on in my life. We both knew we were playing an intense game, and we were both incredibly turned on by it and excited to find that matching arousal in the other.

“I don’t think I need to worry about a little sissy femboy with a butt to big for his own good,” she said. Her ridicule only aroused me more--I knew she knew I liked it. She paused and bit her lip, and her body relaxed a little against mine.

“If we’re going to do this,” she said earnestly and gently, “we should have a safe word.”

I loosened my grip on her arm. “How about ‘red’? And ‘yellow’ to slow down?”

“That’s good--straightforward and easy to remember,” we were both a little embarrassed now--speaking normally felt strange contrasted with being in the middle of such intense arousal and implicitly admitting our sexual desire to each other with our heaving, blushing bodies.

Riley reached a hand up to my neck--she was tender, hesitant, and gentle. She lay her fingers on my skin, brought her mouth near mine--reading my features intently--and pressed her full lips onto my own, loving but sure. I opened my mouth to her and kissed her back, passionate and devout. She hung her other her arm around my shoulder and neck and I wrapped my arms around her lower back, firmly pressing our warm, soft bodies together. Her tongue probed past my lips and I wrapped mine around hers and pressed back, exploring her own warm, wet mouth. We passionately kissed and tongued each other. It was perfect ecstasy and I wanted it to last forever. “Fuck,” she moaned.

“Yeah,” I moaned back.

“Winner gets to do whatever they want with the loser,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t want to just do what I say?”

“Yep. Are you sure don’t want to just do what I say?” I couldn’t believe I had Riley in my arms. I couldn’t believe I was naked. I couldn’t believe I had kissed her. I couldn’t believe we were alone in her house for a weekend to explore each other all we wanted and she wanted to do that with me. It felt like the strangest, most vivid, most wonderful dream I had ever had.

“Why would I listen to some dumb, slutty sissy trap whore who passes her body around on the internet?” she said, smiling at me, her soft, warm body tensing again in my embrace. She shoved me back and went for the laptop--I figured she wanted to dash into the bathroom with it and lock the door--but I grabbed her arm again and spun her back. Her thick thigh came up directly between my legs and squashed into my cock and balls. I gasped and doubled over and she ran past me for her phone on the couch but I turned and tackled her into it, squishing her head down into the pillows. We both knocked over a side table on our way down and magazines and coasters spilled across the floor. I tossed her phone and it went skittering away across the floor, too.

“I’m going to make you pay for that if it broke!” she muffled out through the pillows. I wrapped my arms around her waist, trying to lift her up and carry her off up to her room. Lurid fantasies of spreading her legs wide open on her bed and fucking her brains out were filling my head. I lay her soft stomach on my shoulder and draped her over me but she kicked and struggled furiously and then rolled to the side and broke my grip. She fell to the ground but landed on her hands and feet.

I froze for a second with a gasp, worried she was hurt, just biting back asking Are you okay? but she scrambled away from me towards the second floor staircase. I chased after and grabbed her ankle on the stairs, my cock and balls still throbbing from her thigh. She spun onto her butt, planted her foot onto my face, and shoved me back. I tumbled down a few stairs to the base and sat stunned for a moment, realizing that I had caught a glorious view up her skirt to her gorgeous bottom and a thin black strip of panty hiding her pussy.

I could’ve grabbed my clothes or something else to give me an advantage but I wanted her too desperately to care about stopping. I followed her to the second floor and went for her room. It was all dark upstairs except for a trickle of moonlight through the windows. Her room looked empty and then she tackled me from behind the door with a faux-war cry. She was on my back for a second and I struggled and wriggled furiously and managed to turn around so we were face to face. I grabbed her wrists as she tried to grab me and we struggled with each other, pushing our arms back and forth and trying to get our legs around the other. I had no idea how exhausting wrestling was--it had been a long time since I’d been in gym class or been beaten up on the playground.

We were both gasping desperately for breath, fighting against our burning muscles. Sweat slicked our skin and let our naked legs slide against each other. It soaked through her dress and made it cling to her curves wetly. I wanted to tear it off of her desperately and didn’t even worry about ruining something she had bought. We finally broke free and got to our feet. I managed to get a hold of the fabric and I tugged and spun her, throwing her off balance as she was trying to grab me.

The fabric tore with a loud ripping sound and she tumbled across the room and into the floor with a surprised yelp. It was rent open down the side and the gorgeous, milk-white, jiggly side of her breast was revealed, along with an expanse of her abdomen and black straps of a miniscule bra. She was scrambling up but I was on her in a second, grabbing her dress again and pulling her back across the carpeted floor as I tugged it. Another part ripped open with the frenzied force I was applying to it. I was desperately turned on. I wanted to see her naked, jiggly titties so badly.

Her dress was left in shreds and her heaving, sweaty, beautiful breasts spilled out. She was only wearing an outline bra! It was cut out where the cups would be, and only had thin, stretchy black straps outlining a triangle through which her breasts spilled, completely on display. My cock throbbed even harder. I literally couldn’t resist her. I was desperately turned on. Her little black panties were so tiny, too, and the edges of her swollen, puffy, aroused pussy peaked out around the sides of the them. They were soaking wet with more than sweat, too. She slipped out of the rest of the dress as I tugged at it and I fell off balance. She kicked her legs up and caught me in the stomach, hard; I reeled back into a dresser, smacked my head against it, knocked it over to spill everything across the floor, and hit the ground. I was gasping for air from the stomach kick.

“Ooo, Mason, I’m sorry!” she said, quickly scrambling across the floor and taking my head gently in her hands. Her hot breath washed over my neck as she examined me for damage.

I was fine. I didn’t answer and instead wrapped my arm around her neck, trying to get her in a headlock. She squealed in delight and pulled away, and we were back on our feet in a moment. We locked hands again, trying to reach the other one or throw them off balance. We struggled like that for a while, shifting position, shoving, trying to grab or trip the other. My thighs were starting to shake and tremble from the effort, which made my bottom jiggle cutely, but I could see her body trembling, too. I was sure I was about to collapse and a wave of humiliation washed through me knowing she’d won and thinking what she would make me do, but then Riley shifted her foot onto a DVD that had fallen onto the carpet and she slipped.

She collapsed into the rug hard and I collapsed on top of her. Both of us were shaking but I had the upper hand. She was face down and I had one of her arms in my grip. I sat on her lower back, keeping her in place, and when she tried to reach her other arm around I managed to pin them both down behind her back. I put all my weight down on her to keep her arms in place. She kicked her legs and bucked furiously, making her ass wobble and shake, but she couldn’t break free.

I snatched a white shirt off the floor and threaded it around her arms, binding them behind her. She let out a furious groan, gritting her teeth and struggling as hard as she could. I kept her pinned with one hand and reached the other back to squeeze a huge handful of her fat, naked ass. Her little black thong did nothing to cover her. “There, there. Look who’s the loser now, huh?” I whispered into her ear.

“Fuck you,” she groaned, but though she seemed surprised, she was radiating passion and arousal and delight. I massaged her fat ass thoroughly, roving over her cheeks and burying into her buttcrack to rub and massage her anus. I can’t believe I’m getting to grab Riley Monroe’s naked bottom, was about the only thing I was able to coherently think. My cock was throbbing hard. I’m going to get to fuck her! I grabbed a little white belt that had spilled out of the dresser and wrapped it around her lower chest beneath her breasts, around her arms, and buckled it tight at the back. That kept her arms fully in place and left her completely at my will. “Oh fuck…” she moaned in arousal.

“Oh fuck is right. You’re not very proud or controlled now, are you?”

“Fuck you!” she said with an embarrassed laugh, a yet deeper blush filling her cheeks. I stepped up off of her and she quickly tried to struggle to her feet, but I easily put a hand on her chest and shoved her onto her back on the floor. I lay beside her and pressed my lips over hers and she let herself be kissed. She opened her warm, wet mouth to me and our tongues danced and intertwined and explored each other. We sucked at each others plump lips and tongues. She went back to struggling as I pulled away and I lifted her in my arms--which was a bit of a challenge with my pathetic arm strength--but I managed to carry her to the bed and toss her into it.

She stopped struggling quite so hard. She was breathing very heavily now, not from the struggle, but from intense arousal. I moved my hand to her stomach and rested it there as I began to kiss her again. She moaned sweetly and I teased my hand down to beneath the top of her thong. There was just a little patch of pubic hair, similar to mine, above her pussy. I twined my fingers through it, rubbing the spot and then tugging at the hair gently.

I realized that her breasts were free and exposed and I went to them immediately. My mouth fastened around a nipple and I sucked. I moved between them, sucking and nibbling ever so gently. I tugged at them with my mouth, then licked and kissed and sucked the soft skin all across her breasts. I moved my hand down and ran it up the inside of one thigh, then the other. We didn’t speak, only kissed, sucking in each other’s breath, as my hand explored her body.

I rolled her onto her stomach again just before my hand reached her pussy and I began spanking her fat bottom. It was gorgeous--as big as mine--and my spanks left red handprints across her pale skin. “Count,” I told her, and she did.

“One, two, three, four…” as slaps cracked down on her butt cheeks. I spanked one side then the other, alternating, and I rubbed each one in, spreading out the sting into warm, sensual delight.  Pleasure filled her trembling voice as she counted. I stopped at ten and flipped her back over, moving my hand back to her inner thigh.

“Losers get spanked, huh?” I said.

“Uh huh,” she nodded, cute and aroused. I kissed her again. If I could’ve formed a coherent thought I would’ve thought how amazing it was that I had Riley in my arms; that she wanted me and wanted to make love with me. But I was bothered by no thoughts at all--I was completely lost in the moment and uninhibited by my mind. I moved my hand to her plump pussy, over her panties. They were sopping wet.

I gently rubbed back and forth, masturbating her. I hardly knew how to treat a pussy from experience, but I’d read carefully about how to please women and the knowledge seemed sufficient to Riley, though I wasn’t thinking about where it came from. She let out a soft, sweet moan. I rubbed her ever so slowly and gently. She spread her legs for me and I pressed them up so they were near her head. We were both too intent on the moment and action to think or speak.

I continued with her pussy and with my other hand I squeezed and massaged her breasts around--they were framed and on display gorgeously hanging out of the cut-out bra. Then I tugged her panties far to the side to reveal her naked, wet pussy and smooth asshole. “Fuck. You’re fucking beautiful,” I said, looking from her titties to her pussy to every other curve of her body. “You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.” She only gazed back at me with passionate eyes. I kissed her wet, plump lips again. “Do you remember the safe words?”

“Yes,” she said a little urgent. “I don’t need either of them.”

I dipped my middle finger into her wet, beautiful, velvety pussy, then my ring finger. She moaned and I gently moved them in and out. I paused a moment to tenderly search out her clit, then moved back into her and rubbed her clit with my thumb as I fingered her. Her back arched in pleasure and she spread her legs wide, opening herself as far as possible to me.

I shifted position, kissed my lips over hers, and pressed my throbbing cock into her warm folds. We both moaned together. My cock was average sized--maybe even slightly below average--and I went very slow, but she was tight. It felt incredible. I began to fuck her rhythmically and the room filled with sounds of our wet flesh slapping together. Her mouth tasted of mint. She smelled wonderful and girly. Her skin was smooth and soft, rubbing against mine, wet with sweat. Her breasts pressed into my chest as I fucked her. Every sensation was awash in pleasure.

I wasn’t rubbing her clit anymore but when I pressed all the way into her she could rub herself on my pelvis and I would linger at the bottom of every stroke to let her. We were both breathing heavily from arousal now. I was about to cum and I thought she was too but dirty images raced into my mind. I pulled out of her and she whimpered. I kissed her again and took the chance to suck all over her body, delighting in licking up her salty sweat. I kissed her feet, licked her lovely arches, and sucked on her toes. Then I turned her on her side, made her suck my fingers, and rubbed her saliva into her naked anus. She gasped in understanding.

“Can you take it here?”

“Yes,” she moaned. I pressed my fingers into Riley Monroe's bottom and she let out a little gasp of pleasure. I fingered her for minutes on end, until I could fit four digits in her butt, stretching her sphincter wide. When I pulled them out she had a slight gape. I covered her anus and my dick with more saliva and then I pressed my cock into her bottom. She moaned and gasped sweetly. I went very slow, centimeter by centimeter, my cock tugging at her sphincter as it went by. I finally bottomed out in her, my little patch of pubic hair teasing at her anal ring. Her fat bottom felt incredible squishing around my stomach and thighs. I begin to gently move in and out of her. We both let out girly, passionate moans as our bodies slapped together. We gyrated and writhed like that for a long time--I loved making love to her butt and she loved taking my cock into her.

I finally got tired and tugged myself out of her, then flipped her onto her back again. I kissed her belly button, then down to the top of her pussy, then up again to her mouth. But once I tried to press back into her anus from a new position my cock had gone half limp--exhausted from how long we had been fucking and how long it had been erect before that. “Fuck,” I said, genuinely, deeply ashamed. I took my hand and tried masturbating it.

“What a pathetic little sissy,” she said, teasing me through her arousal. Most girls would’ve apologized for me, but it was so much hotter and more bearable having her loving mockery. Then, suddenly, her thighs slapped around my arms and she hooked her feet together behind my back, keeping my arms pinned to my side.

“Hey, not fair!” I whined, and as I said it she rolled and shifted us both, and we tumbled from the bed onto the carpet. She kneed me in the stomach and the air went out of me, then she stumbled up and darted across the room. I got on my hands and knees trying to grab her again, but she had time to hook the belt around her onto the door handle and shimmy out of it. I grabbed her but she threw her weight forward and landed on top of me, then twisted and wrapped her gorgeous, fat, wet thighs around my neck, getting me in a choke hold. I struggled to get her off and she managed to tug her arms out of the shirt tying them together. We were wrestling again furiously on the floor. “Cheater!” I gasped.

“It’s not my fault you don’t know how to tie girls up properly!” she gasped back, teasing me. We could barely get a grip on each other with our bodies so slicked in sweat, and we were both exhausted, but somehow she ended up on top of me. Her fat ass sat on my chest and her fat thighs pinned my arms down at my sides. I tried to shake and buck her off but she rode and stayed balanced on top. “Say you submit and I’ll let you go!” she said, slapping my cheek playfully.

I wriggled one hand free and tried to shove her off but she quickly grabbed it and used the shreds of her dress to tie it to the bedframe, knotting and wrapping it several times. I wriggled and struggled furiously. She hopped up--her butt jiggling gorgeously, grabbed a set of stockings from her dresser, and used them to bind my other hand behind my back. When that was tied she fried my first hand from the bed and forced it behind me, binding it with shreds of the dress. She tied me firmly, wrapping strips all the way around my abdomen and also wrapping my arms in the back firmly.

Her knots and ties seemed expertly done and as furiously as I struggled I couldn’t budge my arms. She stood up, put a foot on my butt, and pushed me over onto my back. She stepped out a moment as I struggled to get up, then came back in with her phone. “Remember how I said you would be punished if you cracked my phone? Well, you got lucky--you just split the case. That still going to cost you a lot of spanks and teasing though.” She reached into a drawer by her bed and took out a smallish, silver object with a flat ruby in one end. I realized with a blush that it was a buttplug. It was smaller than my dainty fist, but not by much. It would stretch me significantly if she put it in.

She sat on my stomach to keep me from getting up--her lovely bottom felt wonderful pressing against me, then she sucked on the plug and forced me to suck on it, too. “Open your mouth,” she said after she pulled it out. I opened wide and she spit into it. “You belong to me now, and I’m a much better domme who doesn’t allow her pets to escape. Do you feel pretty humiliated right now?”

“Yes,” I said, blushing even deeper as I spoke. She bent over and kissed me sweetly.

“Do you feel pathetic for letting the tables get turned on you?” she said, and as she spoke she began ever so slowly and commandingly tugging up and down on my half-erect cock.

“Yes.”

“Call me ‘Master Riley.’”

“Yes, Master Riley.”

“What are you? You’re a loser. Say it.”

“I’m a loser.”

“‘I lost to a girl.’”

“I lost to a girl.”

“I think it’s because you secretly want butt domination, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Master Riley.” I really, really did.

“Yes what?”

“Yes I want butt domination!”

“Beg me to press this into your bottom.”

I begged earnestly. I was desperately aroused and terribly in love with her. “Please, please stick that big silver plug in my fat, slutty ass!”

“Ooo!” she cooed in delight. “Good girl. What a slut you’re turning out to be. Looks like I was right about you, huh?”

I tried to struggle one last time, but I was exhausted from trying to match her at wrestling and the binds were too expertly done. There was no chance I was breaking free.

“Don’t  fight me or I’m going to spank the shit out of you,” she scolded, and gave me a little slap on my face, then a few more in quick succession, and then she pinched, tugged, and twisted at my pert nipples, making me gasp and moan. “That’s right you loser slut--you like that, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck yes!” I gasped.

“Good girl,” she said. She swung off my stomach and pushed my legs up so they hung near my head and spanked the exposed backs of my thighs. Then, ever so slowly, she pressed the plug into my bottom. She did it by steps, teasing me with just the tip at first--pressing it in then pulling away. Finally she pressed it all the way in; my sphincter strained over the final, largest point and then sucked down over it. She immediately tugged it back out then pressed it in again. “Oh wait, how could I forget?” she said teasingly. She took up her phone, tapped something, then slid her finger up the screen. The plug began intensely vibrating. She pressed it back up against my anus. It felt exquisite. She resumed pressing it in and tugging it out. My cock had rested and was rock hard again from her plundering my bottom. “Talk to me,” she commanded.

“Oh fuck that feels good!” I moaned.

“Yeah, good slut,” she said. She sunk the plug all the way back into me--the ruby glittering in my sphincter--then tugged me up, put me over her shoulder, and squatted up from to a standing position, her butt and thighs straining and flexing to lift me. She carried me to the bed and dumped me into the center on my back. She crawled to me and slapped my erect cock, making it swing back and forth, then very gently slapped my ballsack.

“Are you about to explode? Do you want to cum so good?” She rubbed her pussy as she spoke. She was still intensely aroused and I could tell we both badly wanted to cum. She slapped my shaft again. “What a naughty, slutty cock.” She turned the vibrator up a little higher and I moaned with pleasure. The vibrations radiated up through my rectum and deep inside my body to places I didn’t know I had.

“I want to cum so bad,” I begged and she swung a fat thigh over me, tugged her panties far to the side, and slowly, gently, sunk her warm pussy down onto my cock. She began to fuck herself up and down on my cock, her bottom shaking and slapping against my thighs and balls. She wrapped her supple hands around my neck and choked me dominantly as we fucked. I’d never been choked before and it felt incredible.

She leaned down and sucked my nipples with her mouth, biting them and the soft flesh around them gently but firmly. She moved up to my neck let her mouth rove over it, sucking on the sensitive flesh. I gasped in pleasure--I had no idea the neck was such an incredible erogenous zone. She sucked my ears and that felt incredible, too, and the whole time her warm pussy moving up and down my shaft so, so tightly.  “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Riley…” I gasped. She silenced me with her warm mouth over mine.

We made out for a long time; fucked for a long time. My back arched and my body trembled. I was flooded and overwhelmed with pleasure: the big buttplug vibrating in my ass, her pussy on my cock, her mouth over my own. Finally I couldn’t resist it anymore. “Oh fuck Riley I’m about to cum! You’re going to make me cum!” I gasped.

She had been rubbing her pussy and she worked at herself intensely as she fucked me. “Cum, fuck, cum!” she gasped and I felt her pussy spasming and contracting around my shaft. Her sultry, aroused, moaning command and the incredible sensation of her body on mine was too much to resist. A huge wave of pleasure crashed through me and swept me away. I exploded inside of her, gasping and moaning. “Oh fuck, Riley! Riley, Riley, Riley! Oh fuck…” defeated, humiliated, and awash in sexual ecstasy I was free of all inhibition. I spoke the truth: “I love you. I’ve loved you for years. I love you, I love you, I love you!”

She silenced me with another kiss then pulled away, spit still connecting our lips. “I love you!” she moaned out, saying it not as a reply to me but as if she had said it first--just as sure. “I fucking love you,” she said it again, and flailed herself desperately on my cock until we were both orgasmically peaked. She collapsed on top of me, drawing in heaving breaths.  Both of our bodies were trembling. Her sweaty breasts pressed into my chest. Our stomachs pressed together as we sucked in air. Her thighs hugged me tight. She flipped the plug off after a moment and kissed me again.

We lay like that for a long, long time, then she started kissing me again more and more passionately. She got off me, tugged my up by my hair, and pulled me off the bed and down the hall to her bathroom. It felt really good walking with the fulness of the plug inside of me. “I’m going to fuck that bottom. I know you fucking want it you dirty slut. Don’t even try to deny it.”

“I want it so bad,” I confessed to her, blushing anew.

“We need to get you cleaned out like I was,” she said. She took a large plastic bottle with a nozzle on the end out of a cabinet and filled it with warm water. “Get down on your knees and put your face on the floor--bottom up in the air.” I did it, squatting down somewhat clumsily with my arms bound behind my back, then lowering my face to the tile. The nozzle easily breached my anus after the plug, and warm water rushed into me when she squeezed.

It felt amazing. I’d dreamed and masturbated to thoughts of all of these lewd acts and now it was a reality. I could hardly believe it all. I gasped cutely and let out a long moan of pleasure. The water produced an incredible pressure on my insides, conforming to every crevice of my body and stretching me. The bottle was enormous and she filled me very, very full.

“Wow, fuck,” she said, turned on. “You're so full that your stomach is swelling out. You look like a little pregnant girl. Like I knocked you up through your butt. Like I impregnated you.”

“Oh fuck, Riley, I love you impregnating my butt. Fuck I love it so much. I love you.”

“I love you too. Fuck, you’re such a sexy, dirty slut,” she spanked and wobbled my ass then pulled me up. “Expel in the toilet,” she said. I waddled to it, sat down, and let the water gush out of me. I was hard again by the time it was done. Releasing it felt incredible--my asshole being gushed wide open by such a force coming out of it from within. She bent me over again and filled me again when I was done expelling. She filled me even fuller this time and I moaned lewdly in pleasure. “Hold it,” she commanded, and my anus trembled against the pressure pushing against it.

“Oh fuck, it’s really hard!” I whined.

“Hold it or you’re getting spanked again!” she commanded. She stood me back up and I waddled pregnantly into the shower. Her sure hands guided me, making sure I didn’t fall with my hand bound behind me. She kissed me sweetly. “We need to shave your legs completely smooth--you let it grow in just a little, you dirty slut.”

“I’ve never been shaved before--by someone else, I mean,” I said, very turned on.

“I always take pride in maintaining my sluts,” she said. “Now, if you fight me I’m going to kick your ass again,” she warned, and then undid my arms and bound them to the shower rod above my head--I didn’t struggle at all. She wetted and lathered my legs, groin, and armpits, then ran her cute pink razor over my soapy skin. It felt incredible and the newly-shaved feel all over my body was wonderful. I loved how my fat thighs rubbed together when they were newly smooth. I was sweating and trembling by the end from holding in the enema, and then my anus gave way and a squirting gush of water escaped me and ran down my fat thighs.

“Oh fuck!” I squealed, alarmed.

“Oh fuck is right, slut. What, your stretched out asshole can’t handle this?” she cracked a few spanks over my ass, making it jiggle violently. I moaned lewdly as she did it and more water gushed out of my butt. “Oh, what a bad little girl,” she said, and kept spanking me.

I moaned and squealed as she beat my butt, but I kept my back arched and bottom popped out for my spanking. “Please, I can’t hold it anymore!” I begged.

“Hold it a little longer,” she said, continuing to spank me. I moaned in desperation but managed to squeeze my anus shut for a few moments. “Okay, release, release, release!” she said, spanking me really hard. I gasped and thought I was going to cum I was so aroused from the pressure rushing out of me and Riley’s humiliating spanking.

She leaned close to me and took my throbbing cock into her firm hand. “You like this, huh, being humiliated by the girl you love?” she said, planting a sweet kiss on my lips, then a longer one. I could hear the delight in her voice over getting to name herself the girl I love and it filled me with warmth.

“Yes, I love it,” I moaned sweetly between kisses.

“Fuck you have a lewd, sexy, girly body; you know that, right?”

“Yes, Master Riley.”

She gave my cock a few more long, luxurious tugs then took my hands down from the shower rod and bound them in front of me, leaving room to move them around. I was way too turned on and desperate to want to even try to continue our wrestling game. I loved being humiliated and dominated by her. She filled me with a third enema, even larger than the last one, then she took me by the hair, said, “Crawl after me like a good fuck-pet,” grabbed a pile of towels with her other hand, and led me back to her room. I was just barely able to crawl with my bound hands. My butt swayed and jiggled pleasantly as I struggled to keep up with her. Her own gorgeous, pendulous ass swayed in front of me wonderfully.

She lifted me over her shoulder again once we got there and spanked me a few more times, then ran her fingers over my naked, trembling anus, massaging it. “You’re just like a little princess carried off by some mean knight, aren’t you? You’re like a vulnerable little princess in a fairy tale, and I found your tower.”

“Yes Master Riley!” I moaned. She dumped me onto my back in the center of her large bed, then bound my hands to the bed frame and pushed my legs wide apart and up near my head. She pushed the large plug back into my sphincter with the enema still inside of me and turned it up high. I moaned in pleasure.

“That’s right, moan for Master Riley,” she cooed. She undid her bra and tossed it aside, then peeled her panties off of her huge ass and tossed them away, too. She went to her closet and came out with a very skimpy set of pale pink lingerie. The bra 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 a 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 proper slut the first time I fuck you,” she explained.

“I want to be your slut--thank you, Master Riley!”

“Such a grateful pet. Good girl.” She spanked my butt once and rubbed it in affectionately, then went to her closet. She came out with an enormous cock. It was skin colored, and designed with a realistic head and veins running down it. It looked easily nine inches long and as big around as my dainty wrist. It was in a strap-on harness, and the other end of the cock turned into another, smaller pink dildo.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned.

“Oh fuck is right, loser. Little loser girls get buttfucked by strong winner girls, isn’t that right?”

“Fuck yes, Master Riley.” I was intimidated by her cock but my cock was throbbing in arousal and tingling, twinging excitement raced up and down the inside of my anus. I felt feverish and hazy from all the spanking I’d received, and the exhaustion from the wrestling, and the warm enema still impregnating my ass. She tugged the straps up, lined the pink dildo up with her plump pussy, and hopped into it, struggling to get everything over her fat ass. She let out a little moan as the dildo fully entered her and she cinched the harness down tight around her ample bottom and thighs. The large, nude cock wobbled lewdly as she moved.

“I love your body and your bottom,” I said.

“I love your body, too,” she said, completely serious. “I’m going to pound that fat ass so good, baby.”  She adjusted something on her phone and the pink part of the strap-on began to fibrate, pleasuring her pussy and clit. She lifted my bottom and placed a very thick layer of towels under and around my bottom. “I’m going to fuck you with that enema in your butt until it’s gushing out of you.”

“Oh fuck that’s going to feel so good!” I couldn’t believe how lewd this witty, delightful, beautiful girl was. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. I would’ve thought it was a dream, but the feeling was so intense and real. She crawled onto the bed, back arched, breasts and bottom swaying seductively. She tugged the plug out and I gasped as a little gush of enema escaped me before I could close my anus. She turned it off and tossed it aside, then she swung a leg over me, turning around so her ass was in my face.

“I’m going to make you lick my asshole, like the lewdest of sluts. That’s what you get for losing, loser,” she said lovingly. “Beg me.”

“Please, Master Riley, please put your naked asshole on my face! Please degrade me with your beautiful bottom!”

“Such a good slave at begging!” she said sweetly, and she pulled her cheeks apart and sunk her fat bottom onto my face. The strap-on harness left her sensitive sphincter exposed. Her plumpness enveloped me and she rubbed back and forth, pulling her asshole across my whole face before positioning her tight anus over my eager tongue and mouth. I licked and sucked at her with worshipful devotion and she let out a lovely sigh and moan.

As I licked she dipped two of her fingers into my anus and plunged them in and out, then spread them as wide apart as she could and rotated them. Water came out in squirts, then my butt would seal around her fingers again and it would slow to a trickle. She stuck a third finger in, then a fourth. I licked around her naked anus thoroughly, then pressed in and penetrated her, burying my warm, wet, probing tongue as far into her as I could go. She gasped in surprised delight.

“Oh, good slave,” she said. She buried two fingers from each hand in my ass and tugged at it, gently stretching it wide. More water gushed out each time she tugged it apart and I moaned, almost overwhelmed. She lifted her bottom off of me. “Tell me what you are and beg for cock.”

“I’m a lewd, womanly, slutty trap. I’m basically a sexy, slutty girl. And I’m a pathetic loser. I belong to you now. I’m your slutty fuck-pet! Please stick your big, thick, overwhelming cock into my needy, hungry asshole! Please, I’ll do anything! Please fuck me!”

“Such good begging,” she cooed sweetly, and swung her lissome leg over me and off. She positioned herself at my bottom, pressed my legs up to my head and spread them wide apart. She reached over to a bedside drawer and retrieved a bottle of clear, oily lube. She drenched her cock and my naked ass in it and lined up her cock-head with my desperate hole. She teased it, rubbing her cock up and down, across, and in circles. She pressed the head in, almost breaching me, then withdrawing, again and again. “You’re about to get fucked by the girl who physically bested you. Is that so fucking humiliating?” she said, poking my butt with the dildo to emphasize each word. “You fucked me and then you lost and you’re gonna get fucked.”

“It’s so fucking humiliating. I’m so ashamed.” I was, but I was so turned on, too.

“But you’re a really big slut, huh? You want this big girl cock all the way inside your bottom?”

“Oh fuck yes I do! Please Master Riley!”

“Well...since you beg so sweetly,” she cooed, and pressed the cock head firmly into my anus. There was a moment of intense tension and then it breached me, spreading my finger-loosened anus wide, wide apart. I gasped sweetly, gazing up at her with wide eyes.

“Oh fuck…”

“Oh fuck indeed. Look at this nice slutty bra I gave you--it gives me such easy access to your nipples,” she teased. And as she pressed the cock forward with her hips she reached down and twisted my nipples, making me squeal and moan cutely. I felt like I was going to lose my mind from the pleasure of her cock penetrating me. It was painfully tight--my anus was stretched far beyond what I thought it was capable of--far more than the biggest poop I’d ever taken--but it was exquisite. She slowly but firmly moved forward.

Her hands played with my body--pinching my nipples and the flesh around them, squeezing and pinching my very small amount of stomach fat on my flat tummy, squeezing and pinching and spanking my upturned thighs, and slapping my face and making me suck her lovely fingers. She grabbed my feet and teased and tickled them cruelly, which also felt amazing, and made me squirm and squeal. Then she sucked on my toes lovingly.

Finally she bottomed out in my butt. All nine inches of thick, massive girl-cock were buried in my ass. She leaned her lovely, curvaceous body down and laid it over my own soft curves. Her breath was hot on my neck and ear and I gasped in arousal. She breathed words into me, “Does it feel good having me all the way inside of you? You’re completely emasculated now, you know that, right? I’ll never see you as a man again. You’re just my little slave now. And look,” she nodded to her phone, balanced on the bedside table, “I’ve been filming all of this since I brought it back into the room. If you thought I could blackmail you before--well, I can really, really blackmail you now. Think of how much I’ve humiliated you on camera so far; now you’re really fucked, huh? Do you know what that means?” she bit my ear then sucked on my neck, hard.

“I belong to you, Riley, completely! It means I’m your slave! That I have to do anything you want!” She lay over me, her warm body pressing against my own.

“Are you okay,” she asked in her normal voice, earnestly. “Are you ready for this?”

“Yes,” I said earnestly back. “Yes, yes, yes! I want you inside of me. I love you Riley. I love being demeaned by you. I want to be your slave! I want you to own me! I want you to pound my bottom--” and she cut me off with a passionate, aroused, intense kiss, and as we made out she rolled her hips and tugged her cock all the way back out of me, then pressed it all the way back in. Her elegant, feminine, lithe body flexed against me and I trembled with arousal as she fucked me. She slowly dragged herself in and out, in and out. I could barely stand it. It felt like being in another dimension. I’d never felt pleasure like this. My cock was throbbingly erect, but she refused to touch it beyond letting it be sandwiched between are sweat-slicked stomachs.

Her tempo increased and her thighs and stomach began to slap against my wet, fat ass. Her dick squelched and squirted in and out of my me. Squirts of enema gushed out as she fucked me. We were both moaning lewdly as we kissed. The room filled with dirty sex sounds. She began fucking me harder and hard. She pistoned in and out of me, her hips expertly rolling to move the cock. We were sweating like pigs after a few minutes and she was absolutely pounding my defenseless bottom. It jiggled with her thrusts. My mouth gaped open in a cute, whorish O face. My eyes were rolling back in my head. My face was completely flushed. I could feel a warm, full sensation building and building deep inside of me. Her cock was easily pummeling my sweet pleasure button, and stretching every bit of my anus and rectum. The last of the enema gushed out of me. There’s no way I could’ve resisted this completely assault on my senses. “I’m going to cum!” I moaned pathetically. “Oh fuck, you’re going to make me cum from my ass!”

“You can cum all you want, sweety,” she gasped out. “It doesn’t mean I’m going to stop fucking you,” and I exploded for a second time that day. Semen gushed out of my cock hole and squirted over our stomachs and titties. I moaned very loudly and lewdly and she pressed her mouth back over mine, fucking me all the harder. I gasped and tried to get my breath and bearings but her sexaul onslaught wouldn’t let me and I fell back limp on the bed, letting myself be fucked in delirious ecstasy.

She twisted me around onto my stomach and she lay over my back, pounding my butt from behind. My anus was throbbing and tender but it quickly began to feel really good again. She kissed my neck and bit at my ears, then sat up and leaned back so she could deliver passionate spanks to my fat, jiggling ass as she fucked it. “Damn you’re such a slut,” she lovingly taunted me. Her pussy was wet and aroused and I could feel the tension in her voice, edging closer to orgasm. After a few more minutes of butt fucking my cock started to twitch and get erect yet again.

“Oh fuck it’s so tender!” I moaned.

“Oh yeah, is it?” she teased. She shifted and rolled me onto my side and lay behind me. She hooked an arm under my one knee to pull my leg up and give her wide, easy access to anus. She wrapped her other arm under me and around my waist to hold me tight against her. Her body was pouring off sweat from the exertion of fucking me so hard and for so long, but her lithe, dancer’s body had incredible stamina. I opened myself up to her and pounded my suppled butt back against her cock. Her firm hand wrapped around my half-erect, cum-covered dick, and began to jack me off roughly and hard. I squealed and gasp. My whole body was sensitive and tender. “Shut the fuck up slut, you love it.”

She had completely destroyed me. I couldn’t even respond. She was masturbating me and pounding me so hard that I couldn’t hold it back: I felt a third orgasm building. I had never cum so much or so hard in one day before. She twisted and got onto her knees, leaving the cock in me. She lifted my ass up so it was hanging in the air and my cock was pointing down at my face--she was squatting over me and began fucking me hard from that position and jacking me off furiously. “Come on, slut, cum with me!” she moaned.

“Oh fuck!” was all I could sob back to her. Warmth exploded through me from deep in my anus and from my cock. Semen gushed out of me again and sprayed over my nipples and face.

“Open your mouth!” she commanded, jacking me off and aiming my cock. I did and my own semen flooded across my tongue. String after string gushed out and hit my waiting lips from her expert aim. She pounded me furiously through it then dropped my butt onto the bed and threw  her body over mine. She writhed on top of me and we made out passionately, and then her orgasm hit as mine was still crashing through me. We moaned and sobbed together, our feminine bodies trembling and shaking in ecstasy--smooth, wet skin against skin. It felt like it went on forever--like falling from the high dive and still falling, and feeling like you’ll never stop. It was exquisite, orgasming with her.

She finally collapsed against my limp body and we lay there for a long time, sucking in exhausted breaths. After a long time she grabbed her phone and crawled around the bed, taking up-close pictures of my cum covered body, spanked ass, and gaped-open anus. I let her take them all without protest, turning to let her get different angles. She tossed it away and she licked the cum up off my body and face, then kissed me, feeding it into my mouth. “Swallow,” she told me, and I did. She licked up more and swallowed that mouthful herself. “I love you, Mason,” she said.

“I love you, Riley,” I replied. We kissed again. She undid her strap-on and wriggled out of it, then lay back on top of me. We lay like that, in comfortable silence, for nearly an hour. We didn’t need words; we were connected by our bodies and breath and hearts. Our girly bodies pressed together, we explored each other with our hands when we wanted, and we kissed sweetly and often.

“Next time you’re ready, I want you to cum inside of me. In my pussy again, and my ass,” she said, sweetly. “I wasn’t trying to stop you from doing that.”

“I would love to cum in you more,” I said ardently.

“Do you really love me?” she asked shyly.

“Yes. I’ve been in love with you for two years, since I first met you. And then I tried to get over you but I just fell in love with you again. I’m an idiot for not asking you right from the start. Do you really love me?”

“Yes. I’ve dreamed about doing all the things I just got to do to you.” It felt so good talking to the girl I loved so openly about all my dirtiest desires and deepest love. It felt so good lying with the warm weight of her body on mine, with her warm lips available whenever I wanted to press my mouth to them. I squeezed her enormous butt and let my hands run up the beautiful curve of her back. “Tomorrow I want to take you to a lingerie store and buy you things. We can share my clothes now, of course, too. But I want to get you more panties and slutty things, too. We’ll have to try them on in the changing room, of course.”

I blushed at the idea but it thrilled me too. “I would love that,” I said.

“I know so many guys who would want to fuck this fat ass. I really want us to get fucked by a big, real man together. Some of my friends will want to fuck us--maybe a guy from the football team at school, too. And I want to take you to a club. Guys will buy us drinks for free, and I want to see if I can sell your asshole and body to some men. Some guys might want to fuck you in the bathroom there, or take us back to a hotel room.”

I was terrified by these ideas, but… “Fuck, that all sounds so fucking hot,” I said, face flushing again with shame but also deep arousal at the thought of Riley whoring out my body and men using me in front of her, or her in front of me, or fucking us together like the little sluts we were.

“I know a few women, too, who like abusing trap boys’ bottoms. I would love to see you get fucked by them.”

“Oh fuck, my cock’s going to get hard again,” I moaned.

“I’m going to make you my little slutty girlfriend,” she said, emphasizing the words with kisses. “You’re going to have to start dressing in skirts and stockings and crop tops and things like that, of course. And you’ll need to wear buttplugs and chastity cages when I tell you too, obviously. And you’ll have to come out to everyone as a girl and my little whore girlfriend, eventually.”

My eyes were wide but there was no way I could ever refuse her; these were my wildest fantasies being realized. She owned me completely. And I loved her for it. “Fuck I want all of that,” I moaned in earnest passion.

“What a good slut,” she said lovingly. I could see the desire and arousal in her face. We gripped each other, pressing ourselves close, and I let myself melt into her touch and kisses.

END
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“Ravished by Demetria: How I Was Overpowered, Bound, Feminized, and Taken by My Dream Girl” a 10,000 word erotic story.
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“Feminized by Gaspar: How I Was Humiliated, Sissified, Defeated & Ravished by my Domineering Roommate” A 12,000 word erotic 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: I 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. I’ll never send you spam or give your information to anyone. Thanks for reading!
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Feminized by Amber: Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush
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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 Cordelia: A Novella of First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, and Love
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“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...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B078Z9ZCJ4


The Feminization of Amari Vale: First Time Crossdressing, Humiliation, Reluctant Sissification, and Love (A Novella)
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“Can you be in love with your worst enemy? I’ve shamefully fallen for the girl who defeated, feminized, pounded, and humiliated me...”

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

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

“Oh, you are?”

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

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

“Oh fuck!” I sobbed in frustration.

…

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

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

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

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

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

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

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

“Please," I heard a womanly voice beg in a dirty moan. I realized it was my voice. "Please let me cum, Mistress Loren..."

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0795MCJFW


Ravished by Riley: How I was Defeated, Sissified, and Taken by My Best Friend
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“Guys aren’t supposed to submit to dominant young women, right? This is so humiliating!...”

Mason is thrown into a desperate struggle for his masculinity and gets defeated, feminized, and passionately taken by his secret crush and best friend, Riley. Now it’s the morning after and Riley has even deeper and more intense feminization and ravishment for Mason. Kept at her house, totally dominated, and deeply in love, Mason struggles with the shame of being bested by a beautiful young woman and used by her in the dirtiest ways. Riley thrills to exercising her dominant urges on his voluptuous, overly feminine, sissy body and is determined to make him her submissive paramour. How far will Riley push Mason? Will he be able to resist her or will he be overcome by her her dark desires? Could this be love blossoming between them?

An intense 5,000 word story featuring sissification, crossdressing, spanking, humiliation, and passionate, intimate femdom. (This is a follow up to a novelette, Feminized by Riley, but it can be read on its own as a standalone!)

✦✦✦

...I was drenched in sweat from the rough fucking. My asshole was stretched taut, at its absolute limit, to accommodate her thick girl dick. I was trembling violently from the overwhelming passion and sensation. My heart felt full of warmth and love. I had found my place in the world: serving and being fucked by Riley Monroe, the love of my life, as her submissive little girlfriend.

“Oh fuck, I love having you inside of me, Riley!”

“I love being inside of you!” We weren’t playing now. Our voices were simple, passionate and earnest.

...

We pressed our mouths together in a desperately aroused, wet, warm kiss. We frenched and frenched and she increased her tempo even more, pounding me with long, full strokes of the girthy, girly, domineering cock. It was too much to handle. That familiar warmth and fullness from deep in my bottom began to spread through my whole body: it warmed my stomach and rolled down my arms and legs, to the very ends of my toes and fingers, and to each hair on my head.

“I’m gonna cum, Riley”...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B079DH5GP2


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


Feminized by an Alpha Male: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Ravishment, and Love

[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 feminized and 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


Feminized by My Bully: Sissy Domination, Submission, Spanking, Humiliation, BDSM, and Ravishment

[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 Bundles

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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