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

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

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

He could sense I was about to explode...
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1. A Desperate Escape

This is about how I sold myself to a very powerful man and then fell in love with him. Through a series of strange circumstances I found myself knocking on a stranger's door on a dark, warm October night with nothing in my possession but a small bag and an overcoat to cover my naked, nubile, curvaceous body. My heart was thundering in my chest. I had been desperate for a way out of my terrible life. You see, my parents had been missing for three weeks. They were gambling addicts and drug addicts, too--graduating, finally, to meth. I never touched any of it.

We all knew it was dangerous, but they hadn't been able to resist the urge to follow that sparkling thread into the shadows, and at the end of it there had been something that fed on them. Well-off people don't realize: if you stumble outside of the law, there are monsters waiting for you. I'd had the horrific realization that I would never find out what, exactly, happened to them. I was simply terrified that something like it would happen to me, too. I was just eighteen and three weeks ago I’d been thinking about going back to my senior year of high school.

This may sound like the start of a detective noir novel--young hero has to track his missing parents down while learning the ways of the criminal underworld--but as soon as things went bad I found myself acting nothing like a tough detective. If anything, I fit more with the distressed femme fatale. I didn’t even know where a detective would start in my situation--they always somehow knew where to go and what doors to knock on or break down. You know: someone in the detective’s life goes missing, bad men show up, and then the detective is out--prowling the streets, smashing people’s hands in grimy bars in order to get information, kicking-in doors to follow leads. But I didn’t know any grimy bars to go to, and if I had I certainly wouldn’t have known whose hands to smash.

I would’ve struggled kicking in doors, too. I had a slim, delicate body; dark brown, longish, messy, unkempt hair; small hands and feet; slim ankles; a slim waist and shoulders; and a thick, plump bottom and set of thighs that jiggled pleasingly when I ran. When I worked out it just seemed to make things worse--my body only got curvier and more feminine. To add to that, I didn’t even look tough: had a small button nose; big, wide, brown eyes; and plump, full lips. And I wasn’t able to grow any facial hair--I was completely smooth, and even the hair on my body was very light. I was often made fun of in the locker room for how “girly” I looked. And it was true. I was at the very best androgynous and certainly not strong or manly. It had been a long and constant source of shame for me.

Plus it turned out that--even though I wanted to be--I was no detective.

When my parents went out that night and weren’t back the next morning I wasn’t even sure if they were missing--maybe they were just at a cheap hotel or a stranger’s house on a bender. All I did was sit in a damp sweat all day, nervously wondering what to do or if I should do anything at all. That night I called the few acquaintances of theirs who I knew, but no one had seen them. I made an Ask Reddit thread on what to do if your gambling, drug addict parents go missing and received a whole galaxy of answers. Most people just said to file a report with the cops. It seemed like good advice. 

The next morning I Googled the non-emergency number for the police and called them, then rode a bus down to the station and filed a missing person report. I ventured that maybe my parents had had some contact with gambling and drugs in the past. The detective I spoke with seemed mostly uninterested. 

A few days after that nothing had changed and two stony men in dark suits arrived on my own doorstep. After pushing their way in, they made it clear to me that I would be responsible for my parents’ gambling debts. They also beat my right hand with a billy club but were generous enough to not break it. They were mafia, I assumed, though I didn’t know if they were even called that anymore or if that was just used in the movies.

Two tweaker-dealers showed up a few days later and made it clear that they also expected money for some missing meth on my parents' behalf. I asked, stupidly, why they had been dumb enough to give meth to my parents without full payment, and they left me with a bloody lip and a bruised eye. The day after that our landlord arrived to yell at me for the door the tweakers kicked in and to tell me that I had a week to get the hell out.

I had no money, no useful skills, no job, no friends, and no extended family. I felt absolutely trapped. I had been depressed for most of my teenage years. Deeply. I’d thought about killing myself often but had never tried. I hadn’t exactly built a stable life for myself. I’d clung to life, stumbling along with the support of my parents, and they’d never been exactly supportive. And now their support was entirely ripped away. I felt that I had absolutely nothing.

I wanted to run away, but I literally had $73 to my name. If I got on a Greyhound for another city then I’d have no money and be in a place I knew nothing about. How do people survive? Would I be able to get a job--you need a home address to get a job, don’t you? Could I beg on the street? Where do you sleep? How do you eat? Would those two men in suits find me and kill me in some terrible way if I ran? And through all of this there was the crippling depression telling me nothing was worth even moving a muscle.

So how did I end up on a stranger’s doorstep? My parents had sold most of our possessions to pay for their vices, but they had left me a cheap old shotgun they were unable to pawn, and one shell to go with it. Both the mafia and the tweakers had given me a week to see if I could magically produce some of their money. I resolved to kill myself by the end of that week before they returned and killed me in some far more horrible way. It would be a relief to be done with all this dreck of life anyway, I told myself. I sat up in my room, the shell loaded, the gun placed under my chin. I had felt such relief all that day. It would finally be over. But at the last moment I hesitated. I sat there moment after moment and eventually I put the gun down. I cried for a long time.

When I could finally see through my tears again I opened my computer. That was when I found a strange website. Thankfully I had access to the neighbor’s wifi, so I could still browse the internet. I began searching for ways to make thousands of dollars with no skills or time. I asked on Reddit and 4chan and every message board I could think of. I looked up how to go on the dark web--something I’d never tried before--and begin wandering around places I had never seen or conceived. I searched for hours and found nothing of use until dawn when, at the very end of some rabbit hole, I clicked on a link that said merely “servant.net.” A login prompt appeared on the screen, I hesitated, and then my screen went black and would not respond to any commands. I figured something I’d done along the way had let a virus into my computer, and after a few minutes I went back over to the shotgun. Things felt quite hopeless again. I set it back underneath my chin. I began to cry like before.

White text blinked into existence on my black screen. “Remove clothes. Turn around.” I frowned and studied it. I could see no way to type back. “This is a location for consumers and suppliers. Are you consumer, supplier, or product?” the text said. I could barely breath. It was probably some nerd fucking with me. I adjusted my webcam nervously to try to not show my face, even though the light for it wasn’t even on. How are they watching me? Did they hack into my computer? Since I couldn’t see how to respond, I began to write a message on paper to hold up to the camera. “You can just speak, dumbfuck,” the text said.

“I think I’m a product,” I said. It felt awkward saying such a strange thing and speaking to an empty room.

“Remove clothes. Turn around.” I had literally nothing left to lose. I stood up, set the gun aside, and pulled off my shirt, then tugged off my pants and underwear and stood naked before the webcam. I lifted my arms and slowly turned around in a circle, exposing my bottom to this stranger’s view. The text offered me a price and my heart raced when I realized it would be enough to clear me with the mafia and the tweakers. I asked what would happen to me. “Whatever the buyer wants.”

It explained that they would take control of my social security number and all my other personal information--they would seize control of my identity. It would no longer belong to me. They would erase me from society as far as possible and no one would know where I was taken. Then I would live as an indentured servant to another person. It seemed like an alternative to the shotgun; a type of death--a destruction of agency and identity. It didn’t seem like a terrible idea to me; I was so dissatisfied with my life that I longed to change it however I could. Plus, I needed to escape this situation. Should I kill myself, run away and become homeless, or sell myself into servitude? It was a dire choice to make and I chose the most shameful option--honestly, I was still terrified this was just a joke.

“I’ll do it,” I said. I spoke slowly as I tried to figure out my plan. I realized I was covered in a damp sweat. “There are people who will be selling me. You’ll pay them the money.” The text said that was acceptable, left me with a phone number to set up a meeting, and told me to bring all my personal documents with me.

When the two stony men in suits showed up two days later I begged them for a few minutes of their time and nervously explained my offer. Then I handed over the phone number I’d been given. “You pay me the amount I need to reimburse my parents’ meth dealers--so they’re not looking for me or causing any trouble--then I come with you, you sell me to these people, and you keep all the rest.” They called the number and had a brief conversation. One shook his head in disbelief.

“Damn kid, you got really, really lucky. We’ve dealt with them before. Well, lucky for now at least. Maybe really unlucky depending on what happens to you, huh?”

The wouldn’t give me the money for the tweakers, but they agreed to pay them. They told me to send the tweakers to them if they wanted their money and gave me another phone number. They told me they’d be back for me in three days. I couldn’t believe the number and the site were real. I couldn’t believe I wasn’t dead. I was drenched in nervous sweat by the time they left. Once the door closed I started trembling--shaking almost violently--and I couldn’t stop for nearly an hour.

With difficulty I moved the fridge against the door so the tweakers couldn’t kick it in again. When they came the next day they weren’t too happy with the plan but I gave them the mafia phone number by slipping it underneath the door and eventually they left. I went out later and spent the last of my money on food. I sat around snacking for the last two days. I rummaged through the house and found my legal documents. I was strangely calm now that my fate was so far out of my hands--like sitting on a crashing airplane. 

The men came in the evening. I was still kind of terrified that they were simply taking me somewhere to kill me. It also dawned on me that I was leaving my home for the last time. I’d packed a small bag--mostly just to carry my personal documents, and was wearing sweatpants, a sweatshirt, and sneakers. I had been told not to bring anything else with me, including my phone and laptop, so I was leaving the few personal possessions I had left.

We drove for about an hour. They didn’t talk and I didn’t talk either. My heart was hammering and I was sure they were going to kill me. What does it matter? I thought. But I was still afraid. We went from a highway, to small roads, to a large lot with trucks and shipping containers in it. I felt nauseated but after several minutes a black town car pulled up. They’re not going to kill me. It made sense--they wouldn’t have driven me this far to kill me. The town car parked about twenty feet from us. It’s windows were tinted black and I couldn’t see in.

“Get out,” one of the men said. I stepped out. They followed me. The passenger door of the town car opened and a young Asian woman stepped out. She was wearing a white skirt and jacket and black high heels. Her hair was done up in braids. Her makeup was subtle and perfect, and her body was voluptuous and luscious--so much so that I noticed even through my fear. Her breasts and bottom and thighs showed through her outfit and were fat, jiggly, and perfect on her lithe body. She walked elegantly and seemed relaxed and sure of exactly what was going on. We met in the middle between the cars and she looked me up and down, unimpressed.

“Does he have his documents?”

“Give it to her,” one of the men said. I fumbled with my bag and handed over a folder with my passport, license, birth certificate, and social security card. She flipped through them and nodded, “So organized,” she said derisively about the folder. “Let me see the bag.” I handed it to her and she dug through it carefully. “Do you have anything in your pockets?”

“Uh, no.”

“Take off your clothes please. And shoes.”

“Uh…” I hesitated.

“This needs to happen quickly, please,” she snapped very sternly. It made me jump. I tugged off my shoes and clothes and stood in front of her and the men completely naked, only covering my penis with my hands.

“Damn, he really does have a nice, thick ass for a boy. Look at that fat, plump thing,” one murmured to the other.

“And those fucking thighs and legs,” the other murmured back.

“I’d bang the shit out of that, I don’t care.”

“He’d probably fucking like it, too.”

I blushed deeply from embarrassment. She smiled. “Good. Thank you. Arms up to the side.” She walked around me and I flinched as her delicate but firm fingers grabbed a huge handful of my bottom and tugged one fat butt cheek to the side. She moved to the front, bent at her waist, and took my soft cock into her commanding hands. She lifted, turned, and examined it. She took a long pause, considering it, but she seemed to decide that she was satisfied. “It’s very obvious that he could never satisfy a woman with a very pathetic cock like this,” she said offhandedly. “It’s good we sold him to the client we did.”  She took a step back, took out her phone, and made a few swipes.

“It’s deposited. You want to check that?” she told them. One stepped back to the car and made a murmured call.

He turned back. “Yeah.”

“Nice doing business with you, gentlemen,” she said.

His partner turned and walked back to the car and they both got in and pulled out.

She handed me a bag to put my shoes and clothes in then tossed it in the trunk. She handed me a small, elegant, black women's rain coat. “You can wear that for now.” It just fit me and I tied it with the belt. “Step in,” she said, holding the door for me, and I got into the back seat. We pulled out immediately. The car was very elegant. The seats were rich, dark brown leather and the detailing was deep mahogany. There was a small minibar between the seats in the back. The windows were two-inch thick glass. The car pulled out with a deep, powerful purr. It was incredibly smooth to ride even, even over the gravely lot. Every inch of the vehicle spoke to the fact that it was incredibly, incredibly expensive--so expensive that I hadn’t even heard of it or seen one before. It was a car for billionaires.

There was a thick glass divider between the front and back, but the woman lowered it down. An enormous black man drove the car. He looked like he could crush both of the gangsters who had dropped me off with his bare hands. I could see the outline of a gun beneath his coat, too. She handed me a blindfold and said, “Put this on, you’re not allowed to see the drive there.” I did and everything was dark. “You can call me Krissy. We talked before,” she said.

“You were on the computer?”

“Yes.” I blushed even more. “What--didn’t think that’d be me?”

“I suppose not.”

“You have been bought you and are now owned by one of our customers. Do you know what that means?”

“Um, I think. I’m not sure. You should probably tell me.”

“It means you do whatever he says, whatever he wants, no questions asked. If you go to the police or any other authority we will find you. We already have contingencies in place to discredit anything you might say. You will accomplish nothing and end up right back in our hands. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Excuse me?”

My mouth hung open and I didn’t understand for a moment. I tried, “Yes, Krissy.”

“Good. If you try to escape your owner and run away we will find you. We are very good at finding people. You will be punished very, very severely and end up right back where you were. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Krissy.”

“If you fail to obey your new owner, he will send you back to us and you will be punished, disciplined, and trained. Understand?”

“Yes, Krissy.”

“This isn’t a joke. Your body will belong to him. You must do anything he commands. You are not allowed to protest or question. You’re sure you understand?”

“Yes, yes I understand, Krissy.”

“Now, I’m going to explain some things to you, because I don’t want your master to have to deal with your confusion. Normally we work in women. You’re a rare exception. No one wants to own something slovenly and ugly. You’re lucky: your figure is extremely feminine and you hold yourself with a very delicate poise--I don’t think you even realize. That’s what first drew me to you when you popped up on our site. You still fetch way less than a woman, but we had a buyer with a standing request for a voluptuous, submissive trap. I was actually looking for something to fill it when I found you, and he agreed based off of just the webcam pictures and video you gave up. Now, usually our product could go through weeks or months of discipline and training from us. But part of this order was that the owner wanted to train and discipline the product himself, so we’re sending you unpolished.”

I was blushing still and didn’t know what to say, so I just said, “I see. I understand, Krissy.” I felt sick at what I had possibly got myself into. I felt so ashamed. I didn’t think...I didn’t know it would be sexual.

“Good girl.” We drove for hours. They talked and joked about random things, not giving any information. At one point Krissy said, “Man she has a fat booty. I mean did you see that thing when she got in the car? Who do you think has a thicker butt, me or her?”

“You’re definitely bigger,” the man laughed, “but she has a nice, plump bubble booty.”

“Do you try to do slutty workouts?” she asked. I realized she was talking to me.

“Um, no. I don’t really workout at all,” I admitted.

“She has a nice, plump set of thighs, too,” Krissy added. “Her whole body is so girly and fuckable. Did anybody ever try to fuck you in the locker room?”

I could feel myself blushing again. “No. They just made fun of me.”

She laughed. “If you’d gone to an all boys college you would’ve had your brains fucked out.”

At one point we stopped at an empty rest stop and Krissy spent fifteen minutes with an elegant pair of silver scissors and a comb cutting my messy hair into a cute, very girly pixie cut. “You cutting hair now?” her driver joked.

“A personal favor to the customer. He just didn’t want to have to deal with getting a haircut.”

I was re-blindfolded and we drove for a few more hours, maybe. I lost track of time and was afraid to ask. And then suddenly I could hear a gate opening, and a few minutes later we were pulling to a stop. “Take the blindfold off,” Krissy said. My heart was hammering in my chest. I had been too nervous to ask any serious questions on the car ride so I had no more answers than at the start. What the fuck is going to happen to me? We were parked in front of a large, perfect house. The colors were rich and subdued. The architecture was modern but graceful. I knew too little to properly evaluate it but even my inexperienced eye could tell that it was made of the most expensive materials and design. I could see trees and lawn stretching away to fences in the distance and other wealthy looking houses beyond. I was in a very expensive neighborhood located I had no idea where. They left me with the coat, my bag, and nothing else. Krissy instructed me to go to the front door and then the car pulled out and they were gone.

I considered running away across the lawn and hopping the fence, but I had a feeling Krissy would know. Plus, I would be back in the situation I was in before--worse, actually: penniless and now in a strange place. I stepped slowly up the walk in my bare feet until I was standing on this stranger’s doorstep, about to be totally at his mercy. My heart was hammering and I was drenched in sweat. This was the end of the thread I had followed. I expected something vile and ugly to meet me. But it turns out not all monsters are ugly--some are beautiful--but they’ll still consume you.

2. A Passionate Introduction

The door was a deep red mahogany. I rang the bell. There was no response. I rang the bell twice more and there was still no response. I decided it would be best to wait. A half minute passed and the door finally opened, making me jump. I man was standing there. He was enormous. I was only five foot five, and he was well over six foot and nearly twice as wide as me. He was dressed in a dark button-up and slacks, with dark leather shoes. His shoulders were incredibly broad and his body was rippled with muscle. I thought he was maybe in his mid-thirties. He had blond hair and blue eyes to my brown ones, and he looked like a football player...or a Greek god.

“Yes?” he said, looking at me quizzically.

My mouth hung a little open. “I’m...uh...Hi--hello, Sir...I’m...uh...I’m your...I’m from the...I was with Krissy?”

“Who?” he stared at me without comprehension.

“Maybe I have the wrong house…” I offered, turning and looking back down the driveway, about to walk off. I was sure, for a moment, there’d been a mistake. Maybe the whole thing was a mistake! Maybe my life is fine! “Wait, no.” I turned back. “I’m pretty sure this is the right place. I’m from the organization...I’m your new...uh…servant” 

“Servant?” I peered at him looking for any comprehension. I had already been blushing walking up the path and it only deepened.

“I’m...um...I’m your new indentured servant...your sex toy.”

“What did you say?” he said--anger flashed across face and as he spoke his hand snapped out and yanked me up by the collar of the coat.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry--may I ask, is this your house?”

He smiled and set me down. “Yes, I’m just fucking with you. Good. You’ve been patient, respectful, and obedient so far. Now, you’ll only refer to me as ‘Master’ or ‘Sir’, understand? I find submissions comes easier if you start with language.”

“Yes, Master”

“I know your name and a lot about you from what *Krissy* has gathered and told me the last few days. You’re not allowed speak your name again, do you understand.”

“Yes, Master.” I was blushing so deeply from having to call another man “Master.”

“Your name is ‘Dani’ now. What do you think of that?”

I was embarrassed that it was a girl’s name. I had expected horrible, physically gruesome things to happen to me but hadn’t expected these hints at feminization and humiliation--the same humiliation I’d struggled against all through school. “I like it, Sir--Master. Or, I mean, I’ll take anything--whatever you pick, Master. But I think it’s a good pick, whatever that’s worth, which...my opinion isn’t worth anything, I know.” You simpering idiot, I thought to myself. I couldn’t believe how easily I was going along with this now that it was happening, but the fear overruled everything else. What does it matter anyway? I tried to tell myself.

“Come in,” he said. I stepped through the door and he followed. He took my bag and tossed it into a hall closet. We stepped into a larger living room. Everything was incredibly modern--white and grey and clean and futuristic looking. The floor was dark granite tiling. There were sculptures, art, and large windows of one way glass looking out on the lawns. Moonlight streamed in.

“Your house is incredible,” I blurted out. It must’ve cost, easily, millions and millions of dollars.

He shrugged. “Just a weekend place I threw together to keep you and some of my other interests. Are you hungry?”

“No, Master--they fed me in the car.” Krissy had come into the backseat and fed me food and drinks several times while I was blindfolded. I was still a bit hungry, but I was afraid to ask him.

“Do you have anything on under that coat?”

There was a surge of feeling in my cock, which I felt strange about. I shouldn’t feel anything there! “No, Master,” I said. And here was where things became undeniably sexual: this whole ordeal I had thought something terrible would happen to me--I thought someone was going to kill me, or steal my organs, or torture me. I had wanted to kill myself. But I hadn’t considered anything dark, perverse, and erotic. I hadn’t considered deep shame and humiliation. I hadn’t thought that all those years of ridicule over my girly, feminine form would actually result in a final end of me being feminized and fucked. And then my reality finally shifted; he said:

“Take it off and hang it in that closet, then walk back to the center of the room,” I did it with a blush and a moment’s hesitation as I dropped the coat off my shoulders, but I didn’t protest. I was too intimidated by him yet, also, somewhere deep in my stomach, there was a strange, powerful arousal and attraction to him that seemed to grow with each moment that he commanded me. I really like this, I thought in a moment of shocked clarity.  I took off the coat before I walked to the closet, careful to follow his exact instructions, because I knew he wanted to look at my naked butt as I walked away from him to the door.

I tried to walk normally but I found myself swaying my hips slightly more than usual. I loathed this, but I was so afraid and there was such a power difference between us that I was totally compliant. And beneath the loathing, still, was that strange attraction. Could I actually feel aroused because of a man? I thought I was straight. I turned and walked back, meeting his eyes then glancing away. I realized my cock was swelling up a little bit from being naked and watched. I don’t think I could’ve blushed any deeper. He said nothing but I was sure he saw. He examined me calmly, walking around me like a predator stalking prey. “Did Krissy explain what it means for me to own you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Did you understand what she explained?”

“Yes, Master.” Each time I was forced to obediently answer him my cock swelled a little more with sensitive arousal. My body felt incredible and alive--I could feel every goosebump.

“You’ll be obedient?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Does answering my dirty questions so obediently make your little cock swell?” My heart pounded in my chest. I was already plushing deeply.

“Y--yes, Master.”

“Good girl for answering truthfully. Now, I want everyone working for me to be clean and proper. You have very little hair--I almost thought you’d shaved already. But technically you still have a dirty little asshole. Go into the bathroom and shave everything. I’ll be watching to make sure you do it right. Everything is laid out for you.”

I followed him to the bathroom. It was all granite and marble and mahogany with warm mood lighting. There was an enormous circular tub with a huge rainforest shower and a cornucopia of bathing and lotioning products. He told me to wash first and I got in under the shower and scrubbed myself thoroughly. I’d never been in a shower so nice. I used the soaps he told me to and I’d never used soaps so nice. Then he drew a bath for me and filled it with some bubble mixture. I stepped into the tub and begin to shave, starting at my ankles. “You have a very big butt for a boy. I’m going to refer to you as a girl from now on because you have a very womanly figure, and you’re very submissive to agree to all this.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, blushing all over my naked body.

“Do you like shaving your lascivious, nubile body in front of me?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

You might be thinking: you would never do this. And, in the face of this humiliation, part of me wished I could take all my decisions back--but that was the thing: I didn’t decide it all at once. I just sort of fell into this situation by making one choice at a time. I was just confused and I got lost. And by the time I got to Master, I was in too deep to say “No.” It’s like saying “no” to your boss--you usually don’t do it, right? Or saying “no” when a neighbor asks you for something--you usually just reluctantly do it. Or when a parent or police officer tells you to do something--you just do it. Well it felt the same way, here. He had all the authority; all the power.

Not only that, but I had agreed to be here. There was a societal contract. People aren’t good at breaking contracts if the person they made it with is right in front of them. It was a strange mix of fear, timidness, uncertainty, and a desire to be compliant that kept me in place. I kept thinking but what will happen if I say “no” as if it would be something horrible. But honestly I just didn’t know.  I can’t quite explain it. I wanted to resist but I couldn’t quite make myself do it; I followed him, compliant. Even in this terrible situation I had that human desire to please--to do a good job--that people exploit. And besides, he was being so nice. And he was so...hot. Can I be attracted to another man? To how a man treats me? I was so confused.

I shaved my legs out of the water, my feet perched on the side of the tub and my legs glistening and exposed in the air so he could see them. Why am I trying to please him? What the fuck is wrong with me? I liked girls and the thought of being feminized and fucked by a man was revolting to me--at least, it had been--it still at least partially was. He went to a cabinet and took out a large packet of milky fluid. “This is probiotic enema fluid. It cleans out your anus and it’s actually good for your butt. We’re going to put this inside of you once you’ve shaved your anus. Do you want it cold, or warm?”

I glanced away, embarrassed. “Um...warm, I guess.” He dropped it into the warm tub to heat up. When I had moved all the way up my legs, I stood up in the tub. I felt shockingly turned on from shaving my legs--the razor felt good and my smooth skin felt incredible as my thighs slid together. I had half an erection from it, and I was ashamed to stand, but I sensed he’d like it, so I forced myself up, bent over, and shaved my naked, soapy bottom and delicate anus completely smooth. The razor felt good tugging at the hair and leaving only smooth skin on my most delicate place.

“Good girl,” he said. “Showing off your cute anus and bottom like that.”

“Thank you, Master.” I was mortified at acting so promiscuous and slutty for him, and I blushed even more profusely. But I also swelled with just the faintest pride that he had complimented my slutty behavior.

He fetched the enema from the tub, took the nozzle, and slowly forced it into my tight sphincter as I spread my butt and presented it for him. He hung the bag next to the tub and flipped a switch next to the tubing, and I felt the warm fluid begin to flow into me. I let out a little gasp--it was a something totally unlike anything I’d felt before. I could feel the fluid trickling into me, pressing against my colon, filling me up.  I slipped back into the tub to shave between my legs and around the base of my cock, then I stood again. I saw a pair of clippers and shaved a short, tight square of a landing strip above my cock. Then I slipped back into the water to shave my armpits.

“Damn you have a girly, fuckable body,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” I said. He squeezed the bag, milky fluid flowed into me, and I groaned, a little overwhelmed.

“Does that feel so full--like your stomach is swelling out?”

“Yes, Sir!” I moaned.

“It feels like I’m impregnating your stomach via your asshole, doesn’t it?”

“Yes...yes, Master.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Master, It feels like I’m being impregnated through my asshole! You’re impregnating my bottom with enema fluid!”

“Good slut. Your room is through there,” he pointed. “Finish getting cleaned up and expel into the toilet, then get dressed and return to the living room. Your clothes are laid out on the bed.” He left. I finished shaving then washed and stepped out of the tub. I tried to work quickly--I was afraid of what was waiting for me and wanted to delay but I was more afraid of keeping him waiting. I tugged the nozzle out of my butt. A little bit of enema juice squirted out down my fat thighs before I managed to strain and clench my sphincter shut against the intense pressure. It was awkward to walk with all the enema inside of me, and my stomach actually did bulge out, making me look and feel pregnant and just a little bit along. I waddled to the toilet and expelled. It felt really incredible coming out--like nothing I’d ever experienced. It almost made me want to do it again. I realized with shame that my cock had twitched and jumped up, getting even more erect.

Do I actually like this?

I pressed the nozzle back in and squeezed the bag, gently filling my butt again, and expelled once more. It felt really good coming out the second time, too; I shamefully got a nearly full erection from how aroused it made me. There was a tube of light pink lipstick and some mascara by the sink ; I assumed he wanted it on me and applied a very light layer to my lips, then brushed the mascara onto my lashes--I’d seen how to do it in commercials. I finished cleaning then dried off with a luxurious, fluffy towel and walked through to what was my room. It was huge, with closets and big windows and a large bed. Any room in this mansion was worth--I didn’t even know--ten, twenty, thirty times more than the entire house I had lived in and my and my parents’ net worth and lifetime earnings. I felt poor and completely worthless in comparison to him. I felt another surge of nerves and humiliation when I saw what was lying on the bed: intricate, delicate, sexual lingerie. He wants me to dress like a girl. I knew I was blushing and I wanted to cry with frustration and hot shame.

The lingerie was all cream colored with black borders. I worked the stockings up my legs--they were very tight and snug against my thighs. The garter belt followed and I stretched the stocking up to just below my bottom and clipped them on. I pulled on the little thong-panties. Those were very tight. I struggled to tug them up over my bottom and they clung around me very snuggly. I shivered from the soft fabric pressing and tugging right up against my anus. The bra was only the outline of a bra--a cut-out bralette, leaving my nipples framed and exposed. I had always thought they looked really hot on girls, but I’d never thought of wearing one myself. There was a tiny black maid’s dress, and I barely managed to squeeze into it and zip up the back. It barely reached the end of my bottom, and every inch of it wrapped tightly around me, revealing every curve. I tried to tug it down farther but it wouldn’t go. There were a pair of cream colored heels and I slipped into them and was actually able to walk--though somewhat uncertainly. These must be training heels.

Putting on the lingerie had made my cock absolutely rock-hard. I tried to wait for it to go down but it took too long. It eventually got half erect and soft enough that I was able to tuck it into my panties and pull the little dress over it. It was still visibly aroused, and incredibly humiliating, but I had no choice. I couldn’t keep him waiting any longer. I slowly made my way back to the main room with my heart hammering in my chest. I had never been this afraid and this humiliated for this long before. And it was just beginning. The heels clacked on the ground. Master was seated, and I walked into the center of the room. “Stand straight, chin raised, shoulders back, and keep your arms clasped behind your back.” I did it. I was newly bathed but I was already sweating again standing in front of Master; my panties and stockings were growing damp with perspiration.

“Do you realize what a slutty little girl you look like? You don’t look like a man at all. You’re one of the most feminine girls I’ve ever seen,” he said, examining me.

“No...I didn’t ever think of it,” I said. He nodded to a mirror against the wall and I looked over. I saw myself for the first time in it and my mouth dropped open. I didn’t recognize myself. In the mirror stood a perfect young woman. Maybe eighteen. Her mouth was dropped open and her slutty lips formed a perfect “O” in surprise. Her eyes were enormous brown doe eyes. Her lips were plump and full. She had a perfect pixie cut to frame her delicate face. I look so sexual, I thought, shocked. Everything about my body was alternately slender and curvy in all the right places. I had a nearly perfect, feminine figure. My fat bottom and thighs were nearly bursting out of my stockings and dress. Plump thigh-flesh squeezed over the edges my stockings. The heels and my posture--with the curve of my back--made my bubble butt pop out perfectly. My mouth gaped open and I could feel tears of shame welling up in my eyes. I tried to blink them away. I’d spent so long trying to avoid this ridicule--to be more manly and assertive, and I hadn’t ever realized until now how hopeless that was.

“Did you really not realize how sexual your figure was?”

It was hard to speak; my throat was tight and I was worried I was going to let out a sob, “No. I was always made fun of for being girly, but I never realized I might actually be attractive to anyone.”

I saw the moon outside. It was very late; the darkest part of night.

“I want you to clean while we talk. There’s a feather duster on the shelf over there: take it and start working around the room. Part of having an expensive house and expensive things is simply maintaining them; most of your work is going to be as a maid for me, but I’ll also fuck and objectify you. I’ll also might have you get fucked by some of my guests.”

“Yes, Sir.” I was furiously trying to fight back tears. There were just so many conflicting emotions coursing through my body. I went to the shelf and began carefully dusting. For a while--I’m not sure how long--he simply watched me. I could feel his eyes on my bottom, thighs, stomach, waist, and my whole body. It made my flesh prickle into goosebumps wherever his gaze touched. I could feel him enjoying the sway and jiggle of my bottom beneath the tight fabric as I moved and sometimes bent over.

“You don’t want a man to fuck your bottom, do you? Answer truthfully or you’ll be punished.”

I hesitated, nervous. “No, Master.”

“‘No’ what?”

“No, Master, I don’t want a man to fuck my bottom.”

He considered that. “So you don’t want me to press my cock into your booty?”

“No, Master.”

“‘No’ what?”

“No I don’t want you to press your cock into my booty.”

“And your mouth, too, with those plump, gorgeous, cock0sucking lips--and any part of you I want--you don’t want me to use those parts of your body?”

“No, Master,” I said, but my voice faltered a little. My protests weren’t quite true. There was a want and arousal in my body that revealed them as lies. Something deep inside of me wanted him to take me.

He watched me clean more. I was absolutely drenched in sweat and blushing deeply, and my heart was still hammering in my chest. It felt hard to catch my breath. Even though I told myself I didn’t want this there was still a compulsion to please--I tried to hold myself well as I cleaned--tried to keep a good posture and look desirable. I glanced over and he had taken his cock out. I only caught it out of the corner of my eye and quickly looked away, but it was enormous--easily nine inches long, maybe more, and very, very thick. He had large hands and it looked like his hand hardly fit around it’s girth. He was masturbatin  with his gaze fixed on my bottom. I tried to focus on my task but I could feel myself trembling. He put his cock away after a while and said, “Put the duster down and come back to the center.” I did and clasped my arms behind my back. “You’re drenched in sweat and trembling and blushing bright red. It’s disgusting.”

“Sorry, Master.” I thought I was about to cry.

“It’s alright. It’s also very cute and sexy.”

“Thank you, Sir.” I quickly wiped my eyes and put my hand back behind me.

“But I also think deep down you think you don’t deserve to be here. You think I only have an advantage over you because I have more money and because you had some bad luck.” I began to protest but he snapped, “No, don’t deny it. That may be true in other cases, but you in particular deserve to be owned. And you deserve to be a slut, by the way. I want to prove that to you to get it out of your system early. I’m going to give you a few chances to be free. If you win any one of them, you get to leave. And I’ll even keep your debts paid off and give you some money to leave with.”

My heart jumped. All my senses felt suddenly heightened. You’ll often have moments like this when bad things find you--moments where you think: Ah ha! I knew it! I knew bad things didn’t actually happen to me! It was just a close call! Everything will go back to normal now! But they always deceive you.

“How about a mental test first. How should we compete?--you can pick.” The strange calm of a mental competition seemed so strikingly out of place in my current situation. What are you, a Bond villain? I thought. The only thing I could think of was chess. We sat at the coffee table and played. He destroyed me. He was far quicker and more clever. “You just lost your first chance. Return to the center of the room.” I did. I was crying openly now and staining my mascara a little.

“I want you to try to physically attack me.”

“I don’t think I understand, I’m sorry, Master.”

“I think you do, and are just hesitating to obey, which I’ll spank you for later. But I’ll help you. I want you to fight me as if you life depended on it--try to kill me. You may do anything you want until the fight is over, then back to our rules. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I was shaking now in fear and anticipation. I thought Maybe I could take him--trip him up or something. I had never been in a fight before but I thought I was like some character in a movie who was able to learn to fight in an instant with no experience. It turned out real fights don’t go like movie fights.

“Kick off your shoes or you’ll trip.” I did. I didn’t even think to try to use them as a weapon. “Now I’m warning you, this is your last chance to be free before getting fucked in your bottom by me--before that cute, thick ass gets a dicking. Understand?”

The thought made me flinch but it made that arousal deep within me swell, too. “Yes, Sir.”

“Begin,” he said.

I’d never felt more adrenaline. I was so nervous at the thought of the fight that my cock wasn’t even erect anymore. I sprinted at him and tried to tackle him but he braced himself and didn’t move. I hit him several times in the stomach, then the face, then tried to kick out his knees. He absorbed all my blows. I tried to hit him again and he easily dodged this time. He backhanded my face and I saw spots and lights. A stream of drool dropped out of my mouth. He slapped me a few more times then kneed me in the stomach and I crumpled to the floor. I felt nauseated but I grabbed his leg and tugged. He reached down and twisted my arm. Pain shot through it and he yanked me up to my tiptoes. His other arm snaked around my waist and he pulled my bottom into his cock. He slammed his crotch and hard cock against my enormous butt a few times, humping me through our clothes and making my ass bounce and jiggle.

He spun me around, put his hand on my throat, and lifted me up. I hung in the air kicking my feet. I couldn’t breath and panicked and sobbed. I started to feel really dizzy, and then he dropped me to the floor. I landed and crumpled into a limp pile. As I sucked in breath he twisted both arms behind my back, bent one of my legs up behind my back too, and placed his foot over my throat. He managed to hold both arms and my leg in place with one hand. His other hand groped and massaged my bottom roughly and thoroughly. My skirt was rolled halfway up my butt and I could feel his rough hands on my skin, and his fingers even pressing against my tender anus with only the diaphanous fabric of my panties protecting my entrance. My cock was erect again and absolutely throbbing with arousal. Fuck, it feels so good being dominated and groped by him! I love being treated like this. Am I actually, truly a slut? I shouldn’t like this so much! No, try to fight back!

“You can give up whenever you want,” he said. I tried to struggle free and the hope went out of me.

“I give up,” I sobbed. He let me free. I lay slumped in the middle of the room, drenched in sweat, with tears running down my face. They made my mascara run down my cheeks and stain even more.

“You’re a loser, aren’t you? You lost.”

“Yes,” I mumbled through my tears.

“What are you?”

“I’m a loser.”

“What’s going to happen to you?”

“I’m going to get buttfucked. Your cock is going to penetrate my bottom. You’re going to pound my fat ass.” I tried to wipe my eyes but I was still sniffling.

“Stand up,” he said. I did. “Take off your dress.” I peeled it off hesitantly, exposing myself to him. My nipple were erect in my bralette outline. My cock was semi-erect and straining against the panties. “Those panties and all the clothes are so tight on you. I knew your butt and thighs were fat, but I underestimated your figure. You’re really are a luscious fuck-pig. You’re nearly bursting out of those panties and stockings.” It was true--my booty was hanging over the edge of the stockings. My fat cheeks rose up around the edges of the garter straps. The panties sank into my fat skin as they strained to stretch around my ass.

And then he was on me. “Come here,” he said, and guided me to the kitchen counter on the other side of the room. “I’m about to enter you.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good pig.” He picked my leg up and placed my knee on the counter, leaving me standing on my other leg on tip-toe, which spread my butt wide open and exposed me to him. He tugged my panties roughly and surely to the side and then I was fully exposed--my anus was there, in the warm air, naked to his touch. “Have you ever anally masturbated or had anal sex?” he said as he began to rub my sphincter. I flinched and gasped.

“No, I was always too ashamed.”

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes.”

“You’ve never slept with a man or woman?”

“No, Sir. I’ve never had sex.”

“And you’re an anal virgin, too?”

“Yes, I’m an anal virgin, Master.  I never…probed my asshole. Or even rubbed it like you’re doing now--I was always ashamed of...such feelings and urges.” 

He ran his rough fingers over my naked, dry sphincter, pressing into it and kneading it teasingly. And then suddenly his hand was gone. He left me prone and naked before him, but untouched. “I want to make love to you very badly. You’re absolutely beautiful. But I won’t ravish you against your will. That’s intensely distasteful to me.” He reached out and cupped my fat bottom gently but firmly with one of his strong hands. Then he took it away, leaving me untouched again. “You know how to say ‘no,’ don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasped out, intensely aroused.

“If you don’t want to continue, I’ll let you go free--with the amount of money I payed for you, too. That’s pocket change for me. It’s nothing. You could go back to your old life, or start a new one. Do you understand?”

I felt so conflicted over what he was saying--what he was offering. I nodded, hesitantly. My aroused breathing slowly calmed.

After a very long time he squeezed my bottom firmly. “No?” he said. It was a question.

I shook my head back and forth, negating what he said. Yes.

He spread my buttocks wide apart and repeated the question, “No?”

I shook my head again to the second question. Yes.

He fingers rubbed up and down my naked anus, deeply. “No?”

I bit my lip and cutely shook my head a third time. Yes, yes, yes, fuck yes!

He dropped his hand and stepped back. “All you have to do to leave is say ‘no.’ Say it and you can stand up and walk out that door.” I was quiet for a long time. I bit my lip and considered his words. I told myself to just say “no.” But I couldn’t. I didn’t want to leave. He had been kind to me, and good, even though he had complete control of me. He could’ve been cruel but he wasn’t. And he had called me beautiful. He was powerful--physically, mentally, and materially--he was rich beyond my imagination, and yet he wanted me. It felt good to be wanted. I couldn’t think of a time in my life when I had been wanted by anyone before this. And then here he was, calling me beautiful. Handling me tenderly, even through the roughness of his tests. His thick cock was out, only inches from my naked, exposed asshole. My cock was throbbing with feeling. It already felt like it was about to explode. My whole anus was pulsating with need and a desperate desire or penetration. I wanted him, badly. I wanted to be held and cared for and loved by this powerful man. I wanted him to take me and pound me and consume me and destroy me with this animal, sexual passion radiating off of him.

I put myself out, vulnerable and completely exposed to him: “Yes,” I said. He was on me in a fraction of a second. His arms roved over my back, legs, bottom, and stomach. His warm mouth pressed to my mouth, sucking and kissing my skin and making me gasp. His thick, thick cock pressed up against my bottom, pummeling and squashing it.

“You want to be fucked?” he said.

“Yes,” my voice was passionate and insistent.

“You want to be spanked, pounded, ravished, destroyed by me?”

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck yes!” I moaned out, my voice trembling with passion and excitement.

“I’m about to ravish you and take your anal virginity,”  he said, and then a finger pressed inside of me, dry, and worked deeper and deeper, digit by digit. I had been breached--my most intimate place had been spread open.

Oh...oh I’ve been penetrated. I’m being fingered in my butt. I love this. I realized. I feel incredible.

My head sagged back and my mouth gaped open. My cock was rock hard and trapped in my panties. I was more flushed than I had ever been. His other hand held me firmly by the bottom of my thigh, helping me stay up. I lay forward over the counter, moaning, my naked nipples pressing into the cold stone. My butt hung up in the air like a prone slut. He withdrew his finger and tugged my panties farther aside, letting my cock bounce free. He went back to rubbing my anus--two callused fingers making circles over the soft flesh.

“I’ll pound your butt but lets still give you your final test,” he said. “Here’s your last chance to be free: I’m going to fuck your sexy bottom.” He wants me, he desires my body, I thought, almost feverish from having a man’s fingers on my most private place. “But I’m not even going to touch your cock--or let you touch it, even if you wanted. If you don’t cum before I do, you can go free. Plus: I’ll give you a million dollars on top of what I offered before. That’s all you have to do: just don’t cum from anal-only stimulation, and you’ll get a million dollars and a free pass back to your life. That should be easy for a real man. But if you do cum, against your will, from intense anal sex, then you live here as my servant and fucktoy.”

I could barely pay attention with him squeezing my thigh and rubbing my anus in that sexy little lingerie, I only managed to nod and say, with a string of drool coming out of my mouth onto the counter, “Yes, Master.” He spanked me hard--it produced a loud CLAP on each cheek, making them jiggle and leaving a red handprint on both of them. Then he bent down, tugged my fat ass open, and roughly tongued my sphincter. I let out a little series of gasps and moans--it was so unexpected. It felt incredible. His tongue was rough and warm. I was afraid I was going to explode right there. My cock felt as if it was straining but couldn’t get any more erect. Then he was back up and forcing his fingers down my throat; first two, then more.

“Come on, get them wet for your slut ass.” He teased them in and out, reaching all the way down the back of my throat--throat fucking me with his fingers. My cock had never been this hard. It wasn’t just the throat fucking and anal penetration--it was the way he was treating me. He took a single slimy finger and pressed it back against my tongue-moist anus. I was incredibly tight, but it slid in smoothly and with almost no resistance because of the saliva coating me--like pressing into warm butter.

“OoooOooo!” was my only response. It was his middle finger and he worked it in-and-out, in-and-out. It went so deep that his knuckles pressed into the wet skin around my anus--pressed into my spread butt cheeks. It felt exquisite and strange against my newly shaved skin. It was so smooth and his finger was so rough. He stuffed his pointer finger in and kept moving them. I was worried I couldn’t take two--they were really thick. Is this going to break my bottom somehow? I was breathing heavily, my sweaty stomach pressing and sticking against the counter with every gasp. I arched my back to pop my bottom up and give him better access--make the penetration easier for both of us.

“Good girl,” he said. He stuffed another finger in and I moaned in alarm. “Shut the fuck up,” he said fondly “--you can take it. It’s really big, isn’t it? You’re worried you can’t take it, but your ass belongs to me, now, and I know how to handle you.” He began to move three fingers in and out of my taut, stretched butt-ring. I felt my sphincter and something all up inside me convulse and I bucked a little. “Tell me if you’re about to cum,” he said sternly.

“Yes, Master,” he continued but my cock was so erect that it felt like it was about to explode. Even with the intense shame and humiliation--or perhaps because of it--I had never felt this aroused before. A pressure was building up inside of me, in some unknown part of my body and mind. “I--I think I’m going to cum!” I gasped, still drooling.

He could hear the urgency in my voice. He froze. He didn’t move for a while, maybe a minute, but still my cock pulsated, ready to explode. “Do you still feel like you’re going to cum?”

“Yeah…fuck…” I said tearfully. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. Good girl for telling me. I don’t want you to cum from anal until your butt is on my penis. I need to stretch you out first though, because I’m too big to fit in you--I didn’t think that would be a problem but you really got turned on. Would spanking or pinching help?”

I thought and tried to catch my breath. “No, I think those might make me cum, too.”

“Damn, you’re so cute,” he said. He waited a little longer than gently and very carefully withdrew his fingers. He flipped me around effortlessly with his hands on my hips, then lifted me up and set my naked bottom onto the cold rock of the counter. His hand impatiently spread my legs and exposed my shameful erection. He laid one hand on the soft curve of my hip, fingers trailing onto the swell of my bottom, and his other cupped my face, then he leaned in and kissed me. His lips were forceful and sure, smearing my lipstick a little. His tongue pressed into my mouth and explored me, going wherever it wanted. I squealed in surprise, then gave in, then squealed again and pulled away because of the pressure in my cock. “I’m sorry. I thought I was going to cum again,” I admitted hesitantly.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. He walked around to the fridge behind me and came back with handfuls of ice. He scooted me back on the counter a little, spread my legs very wide, and then placed the ice in a pile all around my cock. I gasped, whimpered, and bucked away for a moment, but then forced myself back into place. It was so unbearably cold. It felt like it burned. It was excruciating. Slowly I started to back away from the edge of orgasmic explosion, but my cock was still fully erect. After a minute, he pushed me over on my side and placed an ice cube against my anus. I gasped and struggled a moment, then bit my lip and forced myself to stay still.

“Keep that ice pressed against your cock,” he commanded, and I did. “This is for interrupting things.” He pressed the ice cube against my asshole, it sunk into me, and my anus closed around it. I gasped but didn’t move. He sat me back up and teased ice over my nipples, then down my spine, then across my stomach, thighs, calves, and feet--trailing their arches and between their toes. The stockings offered no protection. It felt excruciating but incredible. He moved it all across my body, trailing back and forth. I took deep, shuddering breaths and moans. This feels so good. I was pretty sure that he could see exactly what I was thinking. All the while I kept the ice clutched around my cock. Every once and awhile he took a piece and ran it up and down my cock shaft, making me gasp. Finally my erection went down. He pulled me to the edge of the counter and kissed me again, roughly and passionately.

“Now that your cock’s gone down, I think I’m going to spank you. I want to punish you for your hesitations earlier. And you were good to tell me but you still need to be punished for interrupting your anal play, and for almost cumming like a slut. And I think the pain from the spanking will help you not cum until I stretch you out. Now I’m going to spank different parts of your body, and you can tell me when you want to switch, but I’ll have a total number of spanks in mind to give you--and if you run out of body areas too soon, the last area is going to get a lot of the spanking. I want you to count them out loud and clear as I spank you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” He told me to lay back on the counter and put my feet up on it and together. He spread my knees down onto the counter--opening up my plump, full inner thighs. He began to spank my inner thighs and they bounced and jiggled. I gasped, moaned, and counted. My cock started to rise again even though I was still clutching ice over it. I made it to twenty spanks--ten per thigh--before I begged to switch. He slapped my stomach and I made ten, then twenty divided between my little titties and nipples. He pulled me up so I was sitting on the edge and started to slap my face. I made another ten--five per cheek.

“Flip over,” he commanded. I rolled over so my red, soft, tender stomach and nipples were pressing into the cold counter. My legs hung over the edge and I bent my knees, bringing my feet back up. He spanked the back of my thighs hard, they jiggled violently, and it made a loud slapping noise. I managed ten per thigh. Then he spanked the sole of each foot five times before I had to switch. I was crying from pain and frustration but my cock was almost fully erect again. Even though there was ice on me I was pouring off sweat. I was drenched in it. I felt both hot and chilled--almost feverish from the spanking combined with the recent anal probing. My lingerie and stockings were soaked in sweat and melted ice.

Then he moved to my butt. To spank me there he tugged me a little farther off the counter and positioned me as I had started: standing on one tiptoe with my other knee and leg hooked up on the counter, leaving my butt completely exposed. I struggled and managed to keep the ice clutched around my cock. Each spank made a loud, solid, satisfying CRACK against my fat, naked flesh. CRACK...CRACK...CRACK. Each time he spanked me he rubbed it in firmly after the slap, which made the pain feel really good. My smooth shaved bottom had goosebumps and was pouring off sweat at the same time.

He spanked me until I begged to switch. “You used up all your switches,” he said, and kept spanking me, alternating one cheek with the other. I gasped and trembled. I couldn’t have stayed up but he was supporting me with an arm hooked under my raised thigh and my stomach. My butt felt so delicate and tender but I was also terrified that I was going to cum again. The only time I’d felt more aroused than this was a few minutes earlier when he had his fingers inside of me.

“Please!” I begged him desperately. “Please Master may I switch?”

“Okay, but I’m going to make you regret this. Get up on the table.” He lifted me up and I lay like a tripod on the counter, my knees, chest, and face pressed into the marble, my butt spread and swaying up in the air. “Pull your ass open with one hand, use the other to keep the ice on your cock,” he commanded. I did it. I pulled one buttock aside and he pulled the other with his free hand. Then he began to spank my sphincter. I writhed and bucked, involuntarily trying to get away, but I forced myself to stay in place. I tried to bite my lip and bare it--his rough spanks slapping my most delicate place. My butt still felt incredible from the spanking. My whole body felt different than it ever had before. And suddenly it built up and being not only butt spanked--but spanked directly on my naked, nubile sphincter--became too overwhelming. I didn’t want to tell him. But he’ll see if I cum and then I’ll have disappointed him!

“I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum!” I almost squealed. His hand pulled back and stopped. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” I gasped. I tried to not move at all and just keep the ice against my erect, throbbing cock.

“Just stay there, don’t move at all,” he said, taking a step back. “What do you feel?”

“I’m right on the edge. I was afraid to tell you! I’m sorry.”

“Was it the spanking overall or one specific place?”

“All over--even my face I think--but it was most intense when you spanked my bottom...and then I thought I was going to explode when you started hitting my...sphincter--my anal ring.” We waited in silence for at least a minute. “I think I’m back from the edge a little,” I said. I had never had to talk about something so intimate and embarrassing, but I wanted to with him, for some reason. He went to the fridge again and came back with more ice.

“Don’t move, just press that against your cock.” I did and we waited another minute or two, my jiggly ass swaying up in the air. My cock finally started to soften slightly. He took an ice cube and pressed it against my anus--exposed to him like a target. He had to work it in--I was really tight, and my sphincter puckered closed against the cold. He finally forced it in though and I gasped, then moaned in protest as it slid up inside my rectum. He forced a second one in, and finally a third. I moaned pathetically at the cold and tried to bite my lip. Shut up. You’re embarrassing yourself--he’ll think you’re pathetic.

He turned me around forcefully and pulled me to the edge of the table, sitting me up. I kept the ice obediently clutched around my cock. Our eyes met and I held his gaze then glanced away, embarrassed, then met it again. He looked into my eyes steadily then kissed me. We began to make out. He kissed me for several minutes, his hands caressing and holding my face and neck and running over my thighs and up and down my back. The ice stuffed up my anus and surrounding my cock finally forced the erection to go down but my heart was still hammering. Arousal coursed through me. I tried to think of disgusting things and resist the feeling, but it felt so hopeless and exhausting trying to fight it. I was too turned on by him. I couldn’t resist my body’s responses. 

He clasped a hand around my throat and gently squeezed, cutting off my air then letting me breath again. It felt strange and exquisite. He teased his other hand in and out of my mouth, finger fucking my throat again. He lay me back on the counter, spread my legs, and probed my tender anus with his rough tongue. He brought his head back up and his fingers pressed back into me. First one, then two, undulating in and out of my soft, taut bottom. Melted water from the ice cubes gushed out of my stretched anal triangle and soaked into my wet panties and stockings. His mouth came down and kissed me, then sucked, licked, and bit my nipples, then my belly button, then my neck. I bucked and writhed every once and awhile as the feeling grew too intense, then receded, then grew too intense again.

“Damn you're a sweaty, disgusting little fuck pig, aren’t you?” He whispered in my ear.

“Yes, Sir. I feel so sweaty and feverish--I’m your little fuck pig,” I mumbled. My back started to arch and I started to rhythmically rock back and forth. Every once and awhile I thought I was going to pass out from his hand around my throat but then it would recede. It felt incredible. I set my mind to biting my lip and trying to resist the build up.

“Tell me when you’re close again.”

“I’m already pretty close--I’m worried it’s going to happen without me catching it,” I gasped out, meeting his eyes. He did a few more undulations then took his hand away from my throat and tugged his fingers out. He hadn’t even worked three fingers into me again. Only two. I lay back on the counter, gasping for air.

“Well, fuck it,” he said. He stepped back and calmly removed his shoes, then shirt, then pants. His body rippled in muscle. His enormous cock flopped out, semi-erect and already double the size of mine. “Looks like I’m just going to have to squeeze into you.” The ice had all melted around my cock. I sat up on the counter, my squishy butt perched on the edge of it, one of my legs tucked under me, the other hanging down. I leaned back on my arms and stared at him, wide-eyed. I felt like a woman in myth or ancient history, out bathing in the forest, who had been discovered by some beast or monster or demi-god from the dark of the wilderness or another world. I knew control was completely out of my hands--that he could completely have his way with me, consume me. It made me terribly excited and very, very turned on.

3. Ravishment

He walked up to me, kissed me roughly, and wrapped an arm around my waist. He tugged my foot and leg out from under my butt and grasped my thigh, lifting me off the counter as we kissed. He pulled his mouth away and threw me easily and roughly over his shoulder--like a captured prize--a marauding invader carrying off a woman he was going to ravish. He rubbed my anus as he carried me.

We went down a hall deeper into the house and entered a large room lit only by moonlight. It was covered in luxuriant carpet, there was a large bed at one end, and open space in the middle. He moved me down so he was still holding me with my legs wrapped around his waist. His cock came up and followed the curve of my bottom; the top side of it pressed against my anus and all along between my cheeks. He held me firmly and kissed me again, then again. I wrapped my arms around his neck to help stay up. We began making out. I began to cry from frustration at how aroused I was--I wanted to resist it but I couldn’t.

“Do you want to stop?” he said tenderly, asking about my tears.

“No. I want to keep going so, so bad. I want to go so much farther,” I said, gyrating my butt on his cock shaft.

He pressed his lips back to mine and we made out for a while longer. “Have you ever kissed this much before?” he asked.

“No, never,” I said. “I only had one girlfriend and all we did was make out a little.” Eventually he carried me to the bed. It was tall and he put me in the same position I started at on the counter: stomach down, standing on one leg, the other leg up with my knee and thigh laid on the bed, and my butt popped out and up in the air. He walked to a dresser in the corner and fetched a bottle of clear oil then came back and began to drizzle it all over his cock and my anus, and cock, and thighs, and plump bottom, and my entire trembling body. He rubbed it in all over me and it felt really good. My cock was beginning to throb again. Resist it. Damn it. Resist it! I thought. He grabbed a few pillows and placed them under my lower stomach, putting my fat ass in the perfect position and angle.

“Do you want this? Answer truthfully and tell me how you feel.”

“Yes, Master. Yes, yes yes! I fucking consent. I consent to your cock in my bottom! I want you to ravish me!” I wanted to be as dirty as possible for him, but that was the best my sex addled mind could manage. 

“Are you very embarrassed and ashamed by all of this?”

“Yes, Sir. But you’ve made me so turned on. You’ve been hard on me, but you’ve been kind, too. You...you didn’t have to be kind. But you are.”

“Why are you crying?” my mascara had run all over my face.

“Because I’m confused by what I’m feeling, and I’m frustrated. There’s so much built up inside of me from what you’ve done to me--and I want to orgasm. I want to be taken by you and get release. I’m sorry. I keep trying to stop but I can’t.”

He kissed me gently and lightly on the tip of my nose and then on my plump lips. “Do you think you’ll be able to resist cumming?”

I shook my head cutely. “I’ll try if you want me to, Master, but I don’t think I can. I feel like I’m going to explode. Just laying here my body feels like it’s melting with pleasure. I’ve never felt like this before in my entire life.”

“You make such a cute, sweet girl, you know that? I want you to try to hold off cumming for as long as you can, okay? Then tell me when you can’t resist any more”

“Yes, Sir. I’ll try for you, Master.”

“Do you think you can resist cumming if I stretch you out more? Think about it honestly.”

I thought. My cock was erect--pressed against the bed. It just wasn’t going down--it was something about being dressed in the lingerie combined with how he was treating me and just the entire situation I was in, but I felt incredibly stimulated and aroused. My whole body felt like it was going to explode out from somewhere deep inside my anus, and I couldn’t get the feeling to dissipate. It was so humiliating to talk about but it also turned me on even more being questioned about it and having to answer. I would have blushed, but I was already blushing deeply the whole time. “I’m really worried I’ll cum if you finger my butt any more. I’m not sure if I can control it. I can’t quite tell, but I think I might lose control. It just feels all...built up. And it’s not going away.”

“Good girl,” he said. “Now, ask for what you want.”

I small little smile flashed across my face. “You’re cock, Sir.”

“You can do better than that,” he said with a smile of his own.

“Please press your big, thick, amazing cock into my delicate, fat, pale, jiggly bottom! Bury it in me! Pound the fuck out of me with that monster dick! Bully my little asshole with your mean penis! Stretch me out and gape me open like a shameful, dirty little slut! Take me. Make me yours--” he silenced me, finally, with a passionate kiss. And then he was pressing his enormous cock into me. The warm cock-head strained against my oiled doorway. I gasped and writhed and moaned. It hurt but I loved it. He forced against me and he’s dick was stronger than my ass--my anus gave way and his cock-head stretched into me.

“Oh fuck, it’s so tight!” I gasped. He pressed me bit by bit, feeding his cock into my anus a fraction at a time. My breaths and moans became deeper. My cock was limp from the strain on my sphincter. I drew in deep, ragged breaths. I was drenched in sweat again and my whole body was trembling. I felt chilled and feverish at the same time.

“Talk to me. What do you feel.”

I gasped for several moments, trying to collect my breath and my thoughts. I couldn’t but I struggled on, trying to form words, my eyes closed, head lolling from side to side. “I can’t describe it. I don’t know. It feels like the biggest, most overwhelming poop I’ve ever taken. But it’s firmer than that, and smoother too. It’s so overwhelming...but I don’t have to move it, it moves itself, so I don’t have to strain. But it’s still way too big for me! The size--OoooOoooh!--it’s overwhelming! I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be dirty or disgusting! I’ve...just...never had something so big in my bottom,” I gasped out. My pixie cut hair stuck to my face with sweat. I was drooling a little. He rubbed my back and my bottom, still tender from the spanking. It felt really good.

“You’re a little hesitant sometimes to use dirty words, aren’t you? That’s very cute. Call this your ‘ass’” he said, squeezing my bottom. “Say: ‘I have an incredible, fat, fuckable ass.’”

“I have an incredible, fat, fuckable ass, Master.” I gasped. My cock was quickly becoming erect again. I blushed and smiled with delight at the compliment even though I was embarrassed repeating it.

“Say: ‘my perfect bubble booty is gonna get pounded.” I said it. “Good girl,” he said. As he massaged my back and shoulders and fat, spanked ass his cock sank deeper into me. I felt a little sick as it went deeper. Can his cock go this deep without breaking my bottom? He seemed to sense my worry. “Things can go way deeper inside you than a cock can,” he assured me. I relaxed. It felt so deep and intimate and good. Another person is inside of me! I thought with delight. It just kept going and going. I tried to writhe and pull off, but then I’d buck back into place, opening myself. My whole body was trembling and he wrapped a hand around my waist and another around my raised thigh to keep me up. I suddenly realized that my cock was pulsating. My booty felt really, incredibly good and full. I never knew you could feel so full in that part of your body. My head dropped onto the bed in a puddle of sweat and I felt dizzy for a moment.

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

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

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

He could sense I was about to explode for the final time and he rolled me over--with his cock still buried in me--so I was on the floor, on my back. He spread my legs apart, lifted them up so my knees were by my head, and kept pistoning in and out of my stretching hole. He ran his fingers through my neatly trimmed pubic hair and tugged on it, gently teasing me, and I squealed and squirmed. He slapped my face, then bent over and licked my armpits, then my nipples, and then kissed me. Then he slapped my face again, then again, and again, then my stomach. Than he leaned back and spanked the exposed backs of my fat, jiggly thighs.

“Oh fuck!” I squealed out. He kissed and licked and sucked the backs of my knees and that felt absolutely amazing. “I didn’t even know it felt good there!” I moaned in innocent delight. My head was lolling from side to side again. I closed my eyes. I felt dizzy and barely conscious. I was exhausted from the long, long day and all the stress, fear, and uncertainty of the month before, yet fully awake, too. I realized I had reached the very edge and could resist no longer. I let go. My cock was unbearably full and hard, and the warmth and fullness in my butt suddenly reached a limit, exploded, and rushed through my whole body. “I’m cumming!” I moaned.

My whole body writhed and bucked. My back arched and I twisted back and forth. Cum exploded from my cock, spurting all over my stomach and nipples. It kept spurting more and more--far more than I’d ever cum before. But as the waves from my cock finally subsided, more waves of warmth and ecstasy kept slamming into me from my anus. The shame and letdown which I had come to expect after masturbation were washed away by orgasmic waves from deep in my fat ass. “Oh fuck…” I gasped, shocked. I felt warm and euphoric. I continued to buck and writhe; I unthinkingly bounced my ass against his cock, trying to grind on it. “Oh fuck…” I moaned again. Oh fuck. I lost. I came from being ravished in my butt. He owns me now. That was my last chance. I’m his girl. I felt utterly ashamed and humiliated, yet I was smiling. The rest of my thoughts were washed away by euphoria.

He sunk his cock all the way into my ass until he bottomed out, then he lay down on top of me and we began to make out again. “You’re my girl now. My fucktoy slut,” he said between wet kisses.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned back. I was crying again, simply overwhelmed with emotion. “You beat me. Your cock beat my anus. I’m your slut-pig.” Our bodies rubbed together, smearing my cum over my smooth stomach and exposed titties and nipples. I felt very tender and vulnerable after being butt-fucked to orgasm. I wrapped my legs and arms around his body and it felt good having his weight on top of me and his arms holding me. I felt a strong need to be held, secured, and comforted.

“You just had a very strong anal orgasm. It looks like you’re very orgasmic from your ass. It felt pretty overwhelming, didn’t it?”

“Yes, Master. I...I really like it.” We made out for a long time. Maybe fifteen or twenty minutes. His mouth moved from my mouth, to my nipples, to my armpits, to my neck, all over my body, and then back to my mouth. His cock would start to get flaccid, then surge back and become hard again inside me, stretching my butt. He finally pulled away and rubbed his hand over my stomach and titties, collecting my cum and then bringing it to my mouth, feeding it to me. He wiped off bits that had gotten on his abdomen and fed them to me, too. I suckled at his fingers obediently. I was grossed out and humiliated at the thought of being force-fed my own semen, but I licked it all off his thick fingers and swallowed.

“How does it taste?”

I thought a moment. “It actually doesn’t taste bad. I...I think I actually like it,” I admitted, a little surprised. “I just feel so embarrassed.” He rolled over so I was on top of him--his cock straining against the sides of my rectum and anal ring as we moved, tugging in different directions. My plump thighs straddled his muscled pelvis and I sunk all the way onto his dick. He asked if my booty was tender. I said yes. He pulled me down on top of him, laying my delicate body on his chest, with his thick cock still buried in my ass, and we made out again. He pinned my arms behind me and had his way with my mouth. He was really good at it and it felt pleasurable through the shame.

“Do you want to see how much your hole is stretched?” he asked. I nodded. He pointed to a mirror against one wall. I twisted and looked back and was amazed how wide his cock was stretching my sphincter. It was something I had only seen before in extreme pornography. I had no idea that my anal ring could stretch that wide and for a moment I felt overwhelmed and out of breath. My cock started to get erect again.

“I had no idea my hole could go so big--I’ve only ever looked at it closed before,” I told him. He laughed and sucked on my neck. He moved his hands to my thick ass and spread it as far apart as it would go.

“Now reach back and pull that cock out, baby,” he told me. I did it, struggling. My delicate hands grasped around his cock and I wiggled my butt, tugging on it. It felt incredible coming out--like a long, overwhelmingly big poop but even better--but as soon as it was out I felt empty. I glanced back at the mirror as he sucked my neck, and my mouth gaped open. My formerly tight anus was a gaping cavern. It gaped open in a roughly triangular shape. I could see deep inside my ass. He had forced himself into me and totally destroyed my tight, virgin hole. Now his hands roughly kept me spread open, showing me my shame.

“Oh no!” I gasped in cute exaggeration. “I’m gaping wide open! That’s such a big gape!” He laughed and rolled me off of him onto the floor, letting my butt flop closed.

“Face on the ground, ass in the air, spread yourself open,” he commanded. I did it. “Time to finish spanking your cute hole.” My ass-pussy was so tender and fucked that the spanking was excruciating, but also exquisite. I trembled and flinched each time he slapped it, and shivered each time he rubbed it in, but I kept my butt pulled open the whole time. “You were meant to be a sex toy.”

“Yes, Master.” He gave me thirteen more spanks and I was drenched in sweat again and shaking by the time he was done.

“Get up, stand in the center of the room, and put your arms behind your back. Display for me.” I did it. I was still trembling but I managed to stand. My cock was rock hard again and on full, humiliating display to him. I was ashamed but had no way to hide it. All I could do was stand in front of him.

“I’m gonna need to put a chastity cage on you just to keep you in check while I’m fucking you and punishing you. You’re very orgasmic, aren’t you? Are you ashamed that you get stimulated so easily from anal penetration, stimulation, and punishment?”

“Yes, Master,” I said.

“You’re just eighteen.”

“Yes, Master.”

“So young and pliable. What do you feel right now? I want you to answer truthfully here. I’ll be able to tell if you don’t.”

I hesitated for a moment. He’ll know if you don’t. I blushed, “I feel like...I’m in love with you--which is stupid, I know, because I just met you. I feel so humiliated and ashamed but at the same exact time I love what you’re doing to me. You’re making my body do things and feel things that I didn’t even know were possible, and I’m trying to resist. But I can’t.”

He walked over to me and kissed me. He slapped my ass gently, almost lovingly, and it jiggled and jumped around. He pulled back and hooked his fingers through my bralette, then easily tore it off of me, shredding the fabric. “I want you naked,” he said. He lifted me back onto the bed, laid me down, and tore one of my stockings off, shredding it as it came off my leg. I peeled off the other, leaving my sweaty flesh naked and trembling. He climbed onto the bed and wrapped his hand around his cock and mine, squeezing them together. “How do you feel about our cocks being compared?”

“I’m so small compared to you!” I admitted, embarrassed. “I feel so pathetic when they’re pressed together.” He gave me another spank and pressed his dick back into my thick, waiting ass. My gape had already closed but he opened my anus up again, stretching it with his girthy dick. He tugged my panties further to the side and then easily tore them off my body. I was completely naked, wet with sweat, trembling, and being fucked by a man who owned my body--who I had given my body to entirely. I wrapped my naked thighs around him. He pinned my hands above me and licked all over my body again as he fucked me, sometimes twisting our bodies a little so he could slap my ass as he pounded me.

He fucked me hard, but smoothly and surely. His penis was like a piston sliding in and out of me. He brought his hand up and choked me as he kissed me and fucked me. “I control you. Completely,” he said. I nodded back in agreement, wide eyed and earnest. My cock was getting achingly, painfully hard again. It felt like his dick was consuming my ass, his mouth consuming my body. He turned me around and fucked me from behind, me lying prone on the bed, my booty popped up, pounded and jiggling. Then he flipped me around and fucked me from the front again.

“I’m going to cum again!” I whined, avoiding his eyes. I was biting my lip and trying to hold back my gasping breaths, but I just couldn’t resist the growing pressure deep in my tender hole. He lifted my butt up and titled my legs back over my head--a position I’d seen in porn called the “piledriver.” My cock pointed straight down at my mouth. He kept penetrating deep into me. He tugged on my pubic hair, teasing me, then pressed his hand into my stomach, feeling his cock buried in me.

“Open your mouth,” he said. “I want you to get all your cum between those gorgeous lips.” I opened it wide. My whole body was sweaty and wet and oily. I jiggled as he fucked me. He was pounding me hard now. I couldn’t resist any longer. I exploded. He held my cock firmly, keeping it pointed, and cum squirted across my face and mouth. Squirt after squirt of cum filled my mouth, spilling over my plump lips. Pleasure radiated out from my butt-ring and all up my rectum as far as his cock reached, which was deep, deep inside of me. My butt jerked back and forth on his dick. He kept spanking my legs as I came. I let out a pathetic, pleasured, moaning sound around the cum flooding my mouth and throat. I felt so warm and good again. My face was covered in stained mascara, tears, smeared lipstick, oil, sweat, and cum. He told me to show it to him and I opened my mouth as wide as I could and stuck out my tongue. “Swallow it,” he commanded, and I did, gulping it down and choking a little.

He lay both of us down, repositioning and twisting his cock in my ass. It felt so good how it tugged on my sphincter as he moved it.  He wiped up the strings of cum on my face; I sucked them off of his fingers with his cock still in my bottom. Then he tugged himself out of me and I was left gaping and empty again. I let out an involuntary little whiney gasp-moan. “Your cute bottom still hasn’t made me cum,” he said. “I’m starting to regret all that money I bought you with.” He gave me a few spanks as he spoke. My pale white body was covered in red hand prints. It felt tingly and really good. As after the last anal orgasm, I felt a need to be held firmly--a vulnerability and need for closeness. But he was only laying next to me now, and I was far too ashamed to ask for anything sexual.

“Sorry, Master,” I said, unsure of what to do.

“That’s okay, you’re so fucking nubile and sexy it really doesn’t matter.” He reached over to the bedside table and took out a silver chastity cage--it had a smooth ring that went around the base of a cock, and rings that went up and over the cock to keep the shaft contained. I was a little shocked to see one in real life--I’d only seen them briefly in porn before. My mouth dropped open into a cute “O.” He said, “Do you know where this goes?”

“You put it around my cock?”

“That’s right. It’s to keep you in check from all this cumming and orgasming--although maybe you will anyway. And it’s to remind you that you’re an anal slut, your main purpose and source of ecstasy is anal sex, and that your body belongs to me. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, smiling. He reached down and clipped it around my slimy, flaccid cock. I let out a sigh. It was firm but not uncomfortable. He rubbed his hand over my caged cock and I moaned. He asked me how it felt. “Tight, and firm, Sir. It’s so embarrassing.”

“No, how does it really feel? Be vulnerable with me. Remember, everything you have belongs to me.”

I hesitated and tears started to well up in my eyes. I spoke haltingly, but truthfully--he rubbed my anus gently as I spoke and it felt really good. “My cock is caged now. It completely belongs to you. I’m truly only for anal sex now. I’m not a man anymore. I’ve been completely transformed into being a woman. The only purpose I’m for is as a wet hole for your big cock.” 

He kissed me gently on the lips as he continued rubbing my anus. “Your purpose is to be loved,” he said ardently. “Good girl. Why don’t you suck my cock for a while?”

I hesitated a moment, alarmed. “I’ve never put a penis in my mouth before--I’m worried I’ll be bad at it.”

“Do you think you’ll have any urge to bite me?” he said, his hands trailing and teasing over my flesh.

I thought a moment. “No, Master. I have no desire to do that.”

“Then you’ll do just fine. We’ll just have to give you plenty of practice. I just want you to play around--experiment with it however you want.” He moved to the back of the bed and sat up, and I crawled after him and lay beside him. Shyly, I took his enormous, throbbing cock in one hand. My hand only covered less than a third of its length. It was dainty and his cock was enormous. I tried to wrap my fingers around his girth and that made me gasp. They couldn’t make it all the way around.

“I can’t believe this fit inside my butt!” I said earnestly. “I actually can’t reach my fingers all the way around it!” I began to awkwardly masturbate him up and down, sometimes tugging at the skin, sometimes letting my hand slide. He amused himself as I worshiped at his cock by further exploring my prone body with his rough hands. I very slowly brought my face close to his cock head. I hesitated a moment, trying to make the leap. I can’t believe I’m about to do this. I’m going to touch a man’s cock, that’s been inside my ass, with my lips and mouth and tongue. I’m not really doing this, am I? I’m about to taste dirty, enormous cock!

Then a bolt fear shot through me that I was taking to long and I took the plunge: I pressed my plump, warm, wet lips to the underside of his cock head. My tongue darted out and I licked up and down his shaft. I did it again and again and again, then I kissed his head again. I planted kisses and darted my tongue out for licks all over his cock. His skin was warm and smooth. It was wet. What does my butt taste like? I couldn’t really tell, but it didn’t taste bad.

I opened up wide, fit his head in my mouth, and began to suckle at it. I moved as far down his shaft as I could--until his enormous head hit my throat. Most of his cock was still out of his mouth. I moved up and down, suckling as I went. Eventually I took my mouth off him and went back to kissing and licking. My own cock was exhausted but I was already getting aroused again by being forced to do this disgusting, shameful thing, and it pressed against its cage, squeezing. It didn’t help that he kept playing with my thick bottom, my anus, and the rest of my body as I experimented with cock sucking. I took one of his balls into my mouth, licking and sucking, then the other. I licked up and down his shaft again and again. I slutted myself out on his cock for at least a half hour: kissing, licking, slurping, sucking, even gently pulling on the skin with my teeth. Finally I went up to the top and forced my throat onto his cock. I gagged again and again and again. Spit drooled out of my mouth, down my neck, and over my nipples. I gagged on it repeatedly, fitting his cock further and further down my throat each time.

Finally I took a deep breath and took the plunge; I buried my face in his pubic hair, bottoming out at the base of him. I tried to keep myself there. My oxygen started to run out. I felt nauseous and dizzy. I started to see black at the edge of my vision and finally I pulled off, gagging and retching. My own cock was pulsating and straining against its cage. My lipstick was smeared onto his cock. I was crying in frustration and went to put my mouth back on him, but he pulled me urgently into his  lap and kissed me instead. I was straddling his lap, facing him, then he turned me around so I was sitting in his lap, facing away. His throbbing cock came up between my legs. I ground my wet, fat ass against his pelvis urgently and he growled, “Good slut,” into my ear.

His arms hooked under my knees and lifted me up in a half-nelson hold, and then I was sinking onto his hard, throbbing cock again. It squeezed past my tight, oiled anus and plunged into me. “Oh fuck,” I gasped. He kissed and sucked at my neck, massaged one hand over my nipples, rubbed and pressed into my stomach, and pulled and teased my little patch of pubic hair roughly. All I could do was gasp, “Oh fuck,” over and over. I turned my head and we exchanged a series of sloppy kisses and began making out passionately. He gyrated his hips and pistoned his cock in and out of me, lifting me and dropping me in time with his thrusting.

My little caged cock bounced up and down uselessly and pathetically. It was straining with arousal and pleasure against the cage. Each time he thrust into me his own larger testicles slapped into my pathetic smaller ones, abusing them. I was stretched out perfectly after the previous two anal fuckings he had administered, and it felt overwhelmingly good all up and down my hole. My fat, jiggly, oily bottom slapped against his thighs and stomach with each drop. His cock traveled nearly its full length in and out of my hole each thrust and bottomed out in me each time. He was fucking me even more intensely than before and it felt incredible. I felt an intense pressure building in my caged cock, even though the cool metal kept it flaccid. A now familiar pressure and warmth grew in my fat ass as Master called it.

I let out a moaning whimper and broke the kissing for just a moment to ask, “I think I’m going to cum again, Master. Is that possible? Can I cum without an erection?”

“Yes--let it go. Let it happen,” he assured me.

“I’m going to cum from my butt again, Master,” I squealed, blushing. Our bodies gyrated and slapped together, I writhed on his dick, and suddenly I felt his massive pillar pulse and expand inside of me. He kissed me forcefully and pounded me with incredible intensity. Hot, slimy cum exploded out of his cock, spattering my insides. I squealed involuntarily as it flooded my colon.

It was too much. My whole body tensed and froze, and my back arched, opening my ass to him completely: orgasm exploded out of my ass, radiating through my body. I gasped and stayed tensed. Cum exploded out of my caged cock and trickled down it and my testicles. I was sucking in breaths but couldn’t speak, only moan. He kissed me and kissed me and I strained my sphincter around his cock, stretching it against one side of the shaft then the other, pulling on my own tight flesh, sending pleasure exploding through me. It shouldn’t last this long, should it? How am I orgasming so long? I was able to wonder. One of his hands had snaked up and was choking me as we fucked. The other was able to twist down and  slap my lifted ass as I came. The pleasure just kept coming, wave after wave. I kept expecting it to stop, but it didn’t. Finally it didn’t cut off but began to drift away bit by bit.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck…” I repeated over and over again as my body jerked and convulsed, trying to process the euphoria. His thrusting slowed and stopped. He kept his cock in me, letting it fill me. He hadn’t stopped kissing me and I continued making out with him. His hands massaged over my whole body, taking pleasure in my slimness and my curves; taking pleasure in my soft, warm, young flesh. He laid us over to the side, keeping his cock in me, and wrapped his arms around me, letting us spoon on the bed.

Ever so slowly our breathing returned to normal, mine taking longer than his. I would gyrate my butt a little and still feel tendrils of pleasure shoot up through me, then I would shudder with how good it felt. It was so strange being connected to another human being via a penis in your butt. I can’t believe I poop from there! I thought. I pressed myself against his muscled body and that felt good too. I was overwhelmed with revulsion and shame, too, but the pleasure, euphoria, and exhaustion kept washing them away as they surged up. We lay there for a while.

“Keep that cum in you,” he told me. “I want your butt to absorb it,” and he finally pulled his half hard cock out of my gaping, fat, fucked ass. I quickly darted my dainty hand down and firmly cupped it over my gaping, destroyed hole. I tried to squeeze my sphincter muscles closed but I had been so thoroughly fucked and gaped that I actually couldn’t get myself to close up. The palm of my hand kept any cum from escaping, though. He turned me around and rolled onto his back, pulling me with him. I lay on top of him and straddled him, and his arms and hands wrapped around my back and butt. We lay for a while longer.

I realized, I haven’t thought about being depressed since I walked up to this house. The depression, which was usually with me every minute of every day, as depression is, was gone at the moment. I looked into his eyes and told him this, struggling to explain. He didn’t say anything but looked into my eyes and kissed me on the neck, then the lips and we made out and laid there for a while longer. Finally he sat up, sliding me into his lap. He lay me over his lap and gave me a few gentle spanks, my hand still cupping my sphincter. He reached over to the side table and drew out a  pink-jeweled buttplug, but it was too small for my gape and he put it back and took out a much larger green-jeweled one. It wasn’t as large as his cock but he still took a while working it into me--it was a strain, even though I was still gaping. I moaned and wriggled a little bit and he pressed firmly, and I felt my butt muscles stretch and then slip around the biggest point and suck it into me.

“Good girl, that’ll keep the cum in you,” he said. Then he picked me up, like a knight or villain taking a princess, and carried me off the bed and into a gorgeous master bathroom. There was a tub that was, to my eye, nearly the size of a small pool in the center of the room. It had gorgeous shale stone tiling. He filled a bubble bath while holding me, and when it was high enough he stepped in and dipped me into the water. We took a long, luxurious bath, our bodies rubbing against each other. He washed every inch of me like some exotic animal he owned. He sat on a raised part of the bath and I sucked his cock for a while while we soaked, my butt sticking up in the air, wet and soapy and swaying back and forth out of the water, and he felt me up as he desired. Eventually we went back to just lying together in the luxurious warm water. I started to feel exhausted and he lifted me out and dried me. He told me to walk in front of him back to the room so he could watch my ass. He took a pair of tiny, very tight, frilly pink panties and a matching little bralette out of the dresser and I squeezed into both with some wriggling and shimmying and difficulty. The panties wrapped firmly around me and over the butt plug, keeping it in place.

“Do you want to sleep here or in your spot?” he said. I was still in an orgasmic, warm, exhausted haze. I was embarrassed to say anything and didn’t know which to choose. I just wanted to lay down in the bed with him but it was so shameful to admit after he had ravished my bottom. I had an uncomfortable, strange mix of feelings in my belly now that we were past the throes of passion.

Finally I said, “Whichever you prefer, Master.” I blushed as I said it and looked away.

“If you sleep here, I’m definitely going to give you a fucking in the morning.”

My eyes went wide and my mouth formed a little “O” and I hesitated again, then repeated, “Whichever Master prefers,” but my eyes fixed longingly on on his bed.

He tugged me to him and kissed me forcefully, grabbing and mauling my big butt with his hands. I felt my cock strain against my cage and my anus clench against the satisfying fullness of the plug. He pulled the top sheets off and lifted me into the bed, then wrapped himself around me and spooned me as he kissed my body. Without even thinking about it, I was compelled to grind my fat ass against his big cock, and we made out like that, wrapped together and intertwined, me freshly washed in my new, cute pink panties, until I finally passed out in a strange, passionate euphoria. I was visited by bizarre, wonderful, erotic dreams.

4. Epilogue

He didn’t actually fuck me the next morning--well, not immediately at least. I woke up sprawled out on his luxurious bed in my little lingerie set. Arousal flashed through me immediately from my little panties and bralette hugging my body, and from the large plug snuggly nestled in and stretching out my butt. The chastity cage felt snug and wonderful around my cock. I didn’t know where I was, then memories of the last weeks began to trickle in, all the way up through the last night. I touched my lips gently where he had kissed. I love him, I thought, and I was shocked at the thought as I thought it, but it was true. I pushed myself up and looked around. Sunlight trickled in through the enormous windows. The room was warm--the perfect temperature. What type of climate control system does a billionaire’s home have? I wondered. In the shitty houses my family had always lived in it was always either too hot and stuffy or freezing. But his house was the just right; like a warm, clear spring day. I rolled over and stretched out, luxuriating in warmth like a little cat sunning itself. Then suddenly panic flashed through me. I’m supposed to be serving him and I slept in! I was sure I was going to be in trouble and I didn’t want to be yelled at.

I leapt out of bed, peaked out into the hallway, and padded down it quietly, naked except for my little lingerie set. I tried a door that I thought might be a way into my own room but it was locked. The next door I found led into a large gymnasium and game room. The one after that was a wine closet. I was worried I’d have to walk through the living room and dining room where I thought he probably was, but the next door opened into my room. I slipped into it and dashed to the rain shower. I turned it on--it was warm immediately,  stripped off my panties and bralette and tossed them away, grabbed an enema packet from the bathroom cabinet, and stepped under the water.

I tried to tug the butt plug out but my sphincter had tightened around the slim base of it during the night and the large plug held very firmly in my butt. I tugged at it and gasped and whimpered. I squatted down in the enormous bath, sunk my fingers in around the base, pushed as hard as I could, trying to expel it, and tugged on the end. My sphincter strained and stretched. My cock swelled with arousal against its cage. I let out passionate, desperate gasps and moans, and finally my taut anus was breached by the thickest part of the plug and it slipped out of me.

I washed it in the shower and set it aside. My anus was loose and gaping open. I selected a soap that smelled of spring flowers and washed my gaping hole and the rest of my body. I realized that the chastity cage had no lock. I unfastened it, washed it and my cock, and then quickly fastened it back on before I could get too aroused for it to fit. After a few minutes my gaping ass was tight enough to clench around the enema plug and I squeezed the bag into myself as fast as I could. I blushed and gasped and moaned at the fluid filling my tender hole so intensely. It felt even better as I forced it gushing out of my anus, and my cock strained against its cage in arousal.

I took the shiny clean plug and tried to work it back in but my bottom was too tight compared to last night. I finally set the plug on the floor of the bath, squatted over it, lined it up with my nubile sphincter, and sunk down on it. Slowly, my weight spread my straining asshole over the plug. My o-ring reached the largest part then sucked down the other side to the base and took plug snugly inside of me. I let out more cute gasps and moans, finished washing myself, and jumped out of the shower. I toweled off, flossed, brushed my teeth with a new brush from the bathroom cabinet, and I combed my cute pixie cut.

I ran out into my room, the buttplug shaking in my ass and making me bite my lip and moan, and went through the closet and dressers. He had given me an enormous amount of clothes: a hundred sets of lingerie, cute tight shorts, crop tops, maid outfits, tight little dress, elegant gowns, sneakers, heels, and more things than I could count.

This is what ladies and princesses feel like, I thought breathlessly. I selected a new set of pink lingerie--the panties were lacy and let my entire bottom hang out, exposed, and the bralette was another cut-out one that left my nipples and titties framed and exposed. They wrapped around me snugly, the panties struggling to contain my butt. I pulled on a pair of white stockings that came up to just below my fat ass and clipped them onto a pink garter belt that wrapped tightly around my waist. I slipped into six inch black heels, rather ambitiously, and finished everything off with a very short, very tight black maid’s dress and white apron.

I went back to the bathroom and added mascara and a pale pink lipstick, then took a moment to breath and compose myself. I should dye my hair pink or blonde sometime; I wonder if he’d like that. I straightened my shoulders and stood upright, my back curving beautifully down to my full, ample bottom, then strode out into the kitchen and dining room.

I was greeted by a gorgeous, elegant blonde woman and a precise, foreign looking man. She was wearing a vermillion dress that left both sides of her body naked except for thin strips, at about mid-abdomen, connecting the front and back. Diamonds glittered in her ears and around her neck. Her skin was beautifully tanned. She had brilliant large green eyes; platinum blonde hair that fell in tresses down to her breasts; and lovely, full lips. Her features were soft yet imperious; her figure was voluptuous and statuesque. Even her feet were gorgeous--they were bare, which conveyed a relaxation and confidence. I blushed and my mouth dropped open but I couldn’t get any words out. I suddenly felt embarrassed in my skimpy, slutty outfit, and totally inadequate compared to her in looks and bearing and every other way, but she greeted me warmly, stepping forward with outstretched hands.

“You must be Dani! What a pleasure to meet you,” she clasped my hands and then pulled me into her, laying one hand on my waist and the other on my neck and placing a kiss on both of my cheeks. She held me out a little to look at me. “You got ready so promptly, and you dressed in one of your uniforms like a good girl.” She held me out at arm’s length to look me over. “You are just lovely, sweety.” She ran her hand from my neck, down over my chest, across my abdomen and stomach, and then down over my bottom. She gave one of my fat buttcheeks a gentle squeeze. “Gosh, look at that bottom! You’re going to distract me from breakfast.”

I blushed at her attention and my cock filled and strained against my cage. My nipples were pert and erect and showing through my skimpy dress. She went back to the counter, where she was arranging the final touches on a breakfast tray. “I’m Selene. I help maintain Byron’s estates--that’s ‘Master’ to you--we’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other when he’s busy, which I’m very much...looking forward to,” she said with an almost roguish smile.

“This is Gascon, he’s one of Byron’s chefs,” she turned and spoke to him in what I presumed was French, and he turned and said something to me then gave a polite nod. “He only speaks French--he says it’s nice to meet you and that you’re very lovely.”

I smiled and blushed and nodded back to him. “Wow, you’re so beautiful and you speak French,” I said.

She smiled, “And you are sweet and polite and cute. Why don’t you take this out to Byron in the living room,” she said, indicating the tray.

“Do I need to carry it in any specific way?”

“No, just be your gorgeous, adorable self.” She handed it over and I headed around the corner to the living room.

“It was nice to meet you both,” I said sweetly, looking back over my shoulder. I was surprised to realize that I took rather naturally to heels. They made my butt and thighs feel gorgeous and full and I moved gracefully, without wobbling. The breakfast tray had the most perfect omelette I’d ever seen, toast, orange juice, a glass of water, and a vibrant plate of fruit. I turned the corner and caught my breath at seeing Master again. He was just so regal, so powerful. He was sitting on one of the white couches, a foot crossed over his knee, reading The Times of London. There was a pad on the coffee table with elegant, forceful notes running down half a page and one of those fancy, nib fountain pens lying next to it. He looked over and drank me in with his gaze as I walked up. I already felt myself swelling with arousal just being in his presence.

“Good morning, Dani,” he said.

“Good morning, Sir. Shall I set this on the table?”

“You can set it wherever you like but yes the table’s just fine.” I bent elegantly at the waist, keeping my legs straight and my bottom popped out and in the air.

“Should I leave you to--” I started to say as I stood back up, but I was cut off by him grabbing my thigh and tugging me towards him. I let out a delighted, surprised yelp and tumbled into his arms and lap. He sucked on my neck and I moaned and said “Oh yes…” and then he pressed his firm mouth over mine and we made out passionately. His hands roamed over me, reacquainting our bodies. He cupped my cock and then pressed and wiggled my buttplug.

“Did you take these off?”

“Yes, Sir; to wash and take my enema, then I put them right back on.”

“Good girl.” I draped my arms around his neck and gyrated my bottom on his crotch until I was in a comfortable position. His cock was already fully erect and I loved the feeling of it pressing against my fat butt. “Are you hungry?”

“Yes, Sir.” We shared his breakfast and he fed me my part. It was the most delicious food I’d ever tasted. I finished the last sip of water and then he pulled me in and kissed me again.

“Take off that dress,” he commanded. I unzipped the back and tugged it over my head urgently. I was left almost completely naked in his lap and arms, and I shifted and swung my fat thigh over so that I was straddling his crotch, facing him. I pressed myself to him--stomach against stomach, my back arched to pop my bottom out--and opened my mouth, and he kissed me roughly and passionately.

“Tell me what you want right now, at this moment,” he said.

I gazed into his eyes, “I want you to fuck my fat, slutty bottom.”

He insistently tugged my panties far to the side, and I fumbled with his pants and pulled his enormous cock out in my dainty hands. He worked the plug in my asshole-- twisting and pulling--and I gasped and moaned and buried my head in his shoulder. I quickly became slicked with sweat from him working the plug in my ass. “Fuck that feels so good,” I moaned. After a minute or two he tugged it out enough for the largest part to crest out of my sphincter. My taut skin stretched over it and he teased it back and forth, stretching me again and again. I whimpered and moaned but I loved it. He finally pressed it back in then pulled it all the way out. I lifted myself up on trembling thighs so I was squatting above his cock. He stuck his fingers in my mouth, I sucked and drooled on them, he rubbed my saliva into my gaping hole, and I lined up his cock and slowly sat down on it. His cock head was so big that my asshole still had to stretch to fit it in, even though I was already gaping. “Your cock’s the biggest fucking thing I’ve ever had in my bottom,” I said passionately.

“I’ll have to fist you sometime and fix that,” he said and we kissed sloppily. His dick head breached me fully and I gasped and gazed at him with wide, needy eyes.

“Oh fuck it’s so big!”

“Can you handle that big cock?”

“Oh yes, Master, just barely, but it feels so good!” I sucked on my own fingers and masturbated his exposed shaft with my dainty, feminine hand--lubing his dick and pleasuring him. I lowered myself down bit by bit. I was still so tight--it felt like I hadn’t been stretched out at all. I draped my arms back around his neck and buried my face in his shoulder, and he sucked at my neck, making me let out little moans and gasps. I finally reached the bottom of his enormous pole and my fat bottom squished and spread out against his hard thighs. His manly, thatchy patch of pubic hair teased and tickled my delicate assflesh, taint, and balls. I slowly worked myself up and down on his rock hard dick and his hands slipped under my fat, sweat slicked thighs, helping to raise and lower me on his cock.

Very slowly, my asshole started to stretch out and loosen up. I started to feel really good from his thick cock punching my throbbing anal g-spot and I moved faster and faster up and down his pole. I sucked on my fingers to relube his cock with and kept working. I was pouring off sweat, my heart was hammering in my chest, and I was gasping in breaths. That warmth was spreading through my bottom again from deep inside of me, then emanating through my entire body. My cock was straining with arousal against its cage. I absolutely flailed my bottom up and down on his cock.

He clasped his thick, callused, manly hands around my bottom and tugged my fat buttocks apart, then started hammering his cock in and out of me. I gasped in delight and shock and was quickly thrown over the edge of orgasm. The warmth in my butt exploded out, carrying me into ecstasy like a crashing wave. “Oh, fuck I’m orgasming--I’m going to cum on your nice clothes!” I squealed, euphoric and panicking at the same time.

“Dani, I don’t give a fuck,” he said, sucking on my neck, and cum gushed out of my cage-limp cock. It splattered over my stomach and thighs and his pants and shirt and then I felt his own warm semen flooding my throbbing butt and I giggled and sighed happily.

“My butt helped you cum again! Does that mean I’m a good little girl?”

He pulled me into a deep French kiss and we made out for a long, long time while our orgasms crashed through us and finally ebbed out. I collapsed against his chest with a contented sigh. For a long time I just lay against him as we both sucked in breaths.

“You’re a very, very good little girl,” he said, and I kissed him sweetly for saying it. I slipped off his cock and layed out on the couch on my back, and he spread my legs apart and fed me the cum out of my bottom as it leaked out of me. I licked it off his fingers obediently, then collected the cum on my legs and abdomen in my hands and licked it up, and then shifted onto my hands and knees and sucked the cum up from his shirt and pants. He patted my bottom approvingly and I lay back on the couch again, smiling at him. He pulled off one of my heels and a stocking and sucked and licked my toes and foot, which felt incredible, then kissed my sole one last time and stood up. He shrugged out of the soiled clothes and went back to his room to change. I lay euphorically on the couch, feeling my gaping asshole and daydreaming joyful dreams. He came back and said, “I have business to attend to. I’ll be gone for various periods of time, you’ll find, but Selene and a few other people you’ll meet will keep you busy, and I’ll always be back, okay?”

I ran to him and leapt into his arms and he swept me up and kissed me a final time for the day. “Promise you’ll come back to fuck me soon?” I begged cutely.

“I promise,” he said, and I smiled, and I was happy.

END
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Please Ravish My Bottom:

A Gorgeous Sissy Submits to an Alpha male

...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--I know I'm not good at it, yet..."

His answer was to push me gently onto my back and spread my legs up and wide apart. “If you kept doing that was I was going to fucking explode in your mouth; I need to fuck you, now. You’re so fucking hot and perfect.”

I gave him a shy smile. “Please do it! Please Fuck me!” I begged, eager and delighted. He moved between my legs and slowly, surely pressed his bulging cock head against my naked sphincter. I moaned and wriggled a little. His cock slid away and he repositioned it. I was still really tight, and the pressure felt nearly overwhelming. “You alright?”

“Yes! Keep going!” I urged. My heart was already racing and I sucked in rapid gasps, trying to breath through the pain. Bit by bit my anus stretched over him and pain turned to warm pleasure. Finally he popped into me and my butt slid over the ridge of his cock head. “OoooOooo!” I moaned. I was flushed with arousal and pouring off sweat...

✦✦✦

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

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

Feminized by Riley:

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

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

✦✦✦

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

Riley threatens to reveal all his dirty secrets if Mason doesn’t give in to her dark desire to emasculate, dominate, and ravish him. She wants to dress him up in some of her own, very revealing lingerie and make him her womanly, submissive lover. He’s intensely attracted to Riley--her sharp personality, pale and slim body, ample breasts, and thick bottom and thighs--but he never meant to bring his fantasies into the real world. He desperately struggles to resist her advances, first in words as she deeply manipulates and humiliates him over his insecurities and shameful desires, and then physically when they agree to fight each other for control.

Mason and Riley wrestle in a passionate contest that builds towards an erotic explosion of desire. Mason briefly gets the upper hand and does lewd, shameful things to Riley’s lovely body but she pushes back against him hard. Will Mason be able to defeat Riley and keep his self-respect and former life, or will he lose and be deeply feminized, humiliated, and ravished? What kind of erotic, depraved things will his beautiful young crush do to him in her dark, secluded home? How much intense sexual punishment can Mason take before he breaks and finally gives into Riley completely?

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

Ravished by My Wife’s Bull:

How Stalking Him Led to My Feminization, Humiliation & Passionate Submission

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

✦✦✦

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

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 feminizes 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?

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

Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him:

How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet

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

“Oh fuck,” Christie cooed.

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

✦✦✦

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

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

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

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

Ravished in the Wilderness:

Alpha Male, Gorgeous Trap, Intense Feminization & Submission

...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. I had never had this sensation before--the feeling of having an alien thing inside of my anus, spreading it open, stretching my sphincter, straining against my rectum.

“You like that? You like Daddy’s cock inside of you baby?” He said.

“Yes, Daddy, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned out, almost squealing as I desperately flailed my wet ass up and down on his cock, my entire body craving every ounce of pleasure and satisfaction--yearning to explode and throw myself over the edge. It was as if his cock was a key, and plugging it into my asshole had unlocked something in me...

✦✦✦

When the gorgeous, feminine Adrian is stranded in an unknown wilderness with his bully and rival, Brett--a hulking, muscular, alpha-male--Adrian must rely on him to survive the rigorous adventure. But when they reach a secluded cabin in the mountains Adrian’s struggle turns inward. Adrian must wrestle with his own inhibitions about his gay passions, and his desire for feminization, as he tries to resist Brett’s increasing attraction and advances on him.

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 beautiful, curvaceous, womanly body. Adrian tries to hold on to his pride while Brett tries to introduce sissification to him, eager to transform him into the gorgeous woman he could be. Will either of them discover or admit the passionate love growing between them? Will Adrian surrender to his deep, buried desire for submission?

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