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______________________________________________________________________

“Oh no…” I muttered, digging through my bag. I forgot my pajamas…

Greyson had taken me out camping after a rough break-up. A few nights in the forest was exactly what I needed. Though, I seem to have come unprepared.

Greyson raised an eyebrow. “What’s wrong?”

He slammed a rock down on the tent peg, holding the tiny tent up.

“I forgot all my clothes…”

The man pursed his lips, stroking his burly beard. “That sucks. I’d offer some of my clothes, but they surely wouldn’t fit.”

Greyson was right. He was 6’6 and a hulk of a man. I was a foot smaller than him, and we had completely different hobbies. He liked camping and wilderness, while I liked reading and video games. Despite that, he was my best friend.

“Actually…” Greyson began, standing and walking towards his truck nestled away behind a few trees.

I watched him dig in the truck bed. His overalls were dirty but snug to his body. He was so big that everything he wore looked tight when hugging his bearish muscles.

“My wife was staying at her sister’s place last week and left her bag in the car. I’m sure she won’t mind you wearing some of her clothes — I think they need to be washed anyway.” Greyson said, pulling out a small pink duffle bag.

I pursed my lips, not exactly keen on wearing a woman’s clothes. Though, his wife was close to my size.

It wouldn’t hurt to look…

I walked forward, kneeling by his feet and unzipping the bag.

Greyson’s wife was a girlie girl, and her clothes reflected that. Her pajamas were fluffy and pink, the top was cropped to tease her midriff and the rest of the clothes were skirts and tube tops…

Greyson laughed as I begrudgingly dug through the bag. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.”

I winced.

“Besides… I think her clothes will look flattering on you.” He said, smirking.

Soft blush filled my cheeks.

Unlike him, my body was small and feminine. Hell, from the back most people mistook me for a girl anyway.

The sun dipped down past the treeline causing a shiver to shoot up my spine, and truthfully, the fluffy pink pajamas looked comfy as hell…

“F-fine…” I muttered, pulling the pajamas out of the duffle bag. “Turn around.”

Greyson smirked, crossing his arms over his burly chest. Reluctantly, he turned around. I stole a glance at his back muscles, about to tear right out of his shirt before turning my attention back to the pink, fluffy pajamas.

I quickly stripped off my clothes, feeling exposed in the cool forest air. My slim body shivered as I stood there.

With a single jerk, I pulled my underwear down as well, my semi-hard cock bouncing as I whimpered.

I couldn't help but glance at Greyson's broad back, his muscles straining against his shirt. He was so masculine compared to me. I looked down at my smooth, hairless chest and slender frame. No wonder people mistook me for a girl.

With a sigh, I picked up the pink pajamas. The fabric was incredibly soft against my skin as I slipped on the bottoms. They hugged my hips and thighs snugly. The top was cropped, barely covering my chest and leaving my midriff exposed. As I pulled it on, I caught a whiff of sweet, floral perfume lingering on the fabric. It smelled feminine and delicate.

The pajamas were so warm and cozy. The fluffy material felt like being wrapped in a cloud. Despite my initial hesitation, I had to admit they were incredibly comfortable. The soft fabric caressed my skin as I moved — my cock pressing against the crotch of the pink pajamas.

“O-okay~” I muttered, my voice barely louder than a whisper — but the wilderness air carried it towards Greyson.

The man turned, his smirk growing. “Fuck. It really does fit you perfectly, doesn’t it?”

The soft blush on my cheeks seared.

“Wh-whatever…”

The blood coursed through me as I noticed his hungry stare. Even as darkness filled the air — the glimmer in his eye was undeniable as he glanced at my exposed midriff before falling to the tenting bulge in the pajama bottoms.

I gulped. “L-let’s get to bed. I’m kinda tired.”

Greyson nodded. “Good idea. We have a long hike tomorrow to reach the lake.”

I grabbed the pink bag, tossing it into the back of the truck — and throwing my clothes in there as well.

Greyson huffed up next to me, reaching into the truck and grabbing his sleeping bag. “I’ll set up my sleeping bag, do you need a hand with yours.”

I stared blankly into the air.

Silence.

“You did bring it… Didn’t you?” He asked — already knowing the answer.

I sighed deeply — fighting away a mental breakdown.

Instead of yelling at my aloofness — Greyson just tossed his head back, laughing. “HAHAHA! Typical.” The man chuckled. His voice deep and burly. “How you managed to make it this far in life, I’ll never know.”

With a grunt, he heaved the sleeping bag over his shoulder. “Come on, this thing is big enough for the both of us.”

I gasped. Was he being serious?

“I-it’s okay… I can just sleep in the car. I’m sure it’ll—”

“Nonsense.” He cut in, walking past me towards the tent. “It’s freezing tonight, and those pajamas don’t even cover your stomach.”
He smirked.

I pursed my lips. “F-fine… Thanks, Greyson.”

He winked, causing my heart to skip a beat as he walked towards the tent. I scurried in behind him — his oaky cologne leaving a trail as I nipped at his heels.

I followed Greyson into the small tent. It was cozy inside, the air already warming up from our body heat. The canvas walls fluttered gently in the breeze. Greyson's massive form took up most of the space as he unrolled the sleeping bag.

I watched him, my eyes tracing the muscles on his hairy arms. The sleeping bag looked tiny compared to his hulking frame. How were we both supposed to fit?

Greyson turned to me with a grin. "Alright, hop in."

I hesitated, eyeing the narrow sleeping bag dubiously. "Um, are you sure we'll both fit?"

He chuckled. "We'll make it work. C'mon, it'll be warmer this way."

I nodded, slipping into the sleeping bag. It was rather comfy.

The man grunted, zipping up the tent as the wind howled outside. I tried not to stare as he took off his overalls, slipping them off his body. Underneath he wore a tight grey shirt and boxer shorts that barely covered his bulge.

I looked away, my breath shaking as the image of his bulge pressing against his boxers seared into my mind.

“Alright… Scoot over.” He groaned, pulling up the flap of the sleeping bag and climbing it.

I squirmed, feeling his body press into my back. Even through the cloud-soft pajamas I could feel his rough and hairy body press into mine.

He groaned, his hot breath landing on the back of my neck — making my heart skip a beat.

“You alright?” He asked.

I nodded, “Y-yeah. You?”

“Very…”

The man shifted, spooning me as our bodies connected in the tent, which was heating up like a furnace.

I bit my lip, his bulge pressed up against my ass. God… It felt… Amazing.

This was so wrong — but I couldn’t deny my feelings.

Greyson was a man. Not only that — but he was an alpha. A dominant, burly man who made me feel safe and protected.

Ever since college, he protected me. I was the scrawny kid — ripe for bullying. But with him by my side — nobody dared pick on me.

A yelp escaped my lips as his hand curled around my body, resting on my bare stomach.

“I hope you don’t mind me getting comfy.” He said, his breath making my ear tingle.

“N-no… It’s fine.”

As Greyson's breathing slowed, I felt his hips shift slightly. His bulge pressed firmly against my ass through the thin fabric of our clothes. I let out a soft whimper, feeling strangely aroused. My own cock began to stiffen in response.

Greyson's large hand rested on my bare stomach, his calloused fingers warm against my skin. As he dozed off, his hand started to move, stroking my midriff lazily. I shivered at the touch. His fingers trailed upwards, grazing my chest under the cropped pajama top.

Unable to help myself, I pushed my hips back slightly, grinding my ass against his bulge. It felt so big and hard. I could feel the outline of his thick shaft through our clothes. My own cock grew fully erect, straining against the soft fabric of the pajama bottoms.

Fuck… This was so wrong. He was my best friend.

But then… why did it feel so good?

His manly demeanor made me feel safe… but it did something else. It made me feel like a girl. Not just any girl — but his girl.

Greyson let out a low groan in his sleep. His arm tightened around me, pulling me flush against his broad chest. I could feel the coarse hair on his arms tickling my skin. His musky, masculine scent enveloped me.

The racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke. I couldn’t help it… I needed him.

I reached down, palming my own erection through the silky pajamas. Pre-cum had already leaked through, leaving a small damp spot. I stroked myself gently, timing my movements with the lazy thrusts of Greyson's hips.

My heart raced as I felt his hips grinding, rubbing his bulge against my ass in slow, sleepy motions. I bit my lip to stifle a moan. This was so wrong, but it felt incredible. My small body fit perfectly against his large frame.

"Mmm..." Greyson mumbled in his sleep. His hand slid further up my chest, fingers brushing over my sensitive nipple. I gasped softly at the jolt of pleasure.

“Oh~” I whimpered, biting my lip. The wind howled outside — but it seemed like the world no longer existed — all that mattered was inside this tiny tent.

I arched my back slightly, pushing my ass more firmly against his groin. His thick shaft nestled between my cheeks. Even through our clothes, I could feel how big he was. So much larger than me in every way.

“Mmmh… Baby…” Greyson groaned, his rough fingers tweaking my nipple.

I tossed my head back into his chest, unable to hold back my moans. He pulled at my nipple, his cock threatening to tear right through his boxers as my ass wiggled against it.

I looked over my shoulder — his eyes were fluttering. Was he asleep? His wife’s scent still lingered on the clothes, did he think I was her?

Though as his hand reached down from my nipple towards my cock — it was clear that he knew what he was doing.

I gasped, feeling his rough hand engulfing my bulge as he groped me over the pajamas.

The corners of his lips curled into a smile. “Fuck… Getting turned on?”

I panted, my lungs refusing to fill with air. I couldn’t deny it. “Y-yes…”

“Good. You look so fucking pretty in those slutty pajamas. They were made for you.”

Each twitch of his cock sent tremors through my spine. My own bulge was engulfed in his hand as he groped me — my mind spiraling.

I didn’t care how wrong it was. I wanted to please him… No. I needed to.

I couldn't take it anymore. The feeling of his hard cock pressing against me, his rough hands on my body - it was too much. With shaky hands, I reached back and slowly pulled down the soft pink pajama bottoms, exposing my bare ass to him.

Greyson let out a low chuckle. His large hands gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them apart. I gasped as the cool night air hit my exposed hole.

"Fuck," he growled, his voice husky with lust. "Look at that tight little boy pussy."

I whimpered as his thick finger pressed against my puckered entrance, circling it teasingly.

"Goddamn, you're so fucking tight," Greyson groaned. "Such a pretty little hole. Bet you've never had a real man inside you before, have you?"

His finger pushed slightly, the tip just barely breaching me. I clenched involuntarily around it, my virgin hole resisting the intrusion.

"N-no," I admitted breathlessly. "Never..."

"Don't worry baby," he purred. "I'll take good care of you. Gonna stretch this tight boy pussy out nice and slow. Are you ready to be fucked like a good girl?”

I gasped, just the tip of his finger inside my asshole was enough to make me wince. Could I really take his entire cock?

I knew one thing — I had to try.

Glancing over my shoulder, my eager gaze met his lustful one. 
“I can take it… fuck my boy pussy~”

The sleeping bag shook as he pulled down his boxers, just enough for his cock to spring out.

I gasped, feeling the throbbing shaft pressing against my hole. My lip quivered as I grabbed the sleeping bag, tossing it off our hot and sweaty bodies

Greyson laughed. “Fuck. So eager. I never took you for a dirty little slut.”

The words made my heart skip a beat. I was a slut. I dirty sissy that was begging to be bred. And it felt amazing.

The pink pajamas were around my thighs as I crawled onto my hands and knees — feeling the rough forest floor through the tent.

Shaking my ass towards the man, I arched my back and lowered my face down. “P-please… fuck my pussy~”

Greyson rose to his knees, his thick, hairy cock swinging like an elephant's trunk. Fuck… even in the dark I could see how veiny and monstrous the thing was.

My own pitiful cock twitched as he knelt behind me, his hands exploring up and down my back before holding my perky asscheeks spread.

I whimpered, pressing my face towards the floor as the warm air hit my exposed hole. This was so dirty… but fuck, why did it feel so good?

Greyson always took care of me — and now it was my turn to return the favor.

The man groaned as he pressed his tip against my hole.

“Ah~” I gasped. He was so big — and I was so tight.

Greyson groaned, pulling his cock away. “So fucking tight… I’m gonna need to get you nice and wet.”
Greyson gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. I felt his hot breath on my exposed hole as he leaned in close. Then his wet tongue lapped at my entrance, sending shivers through my body.

"Ohhh fuck," I moaned as he began to devour my ass.

His beard tickled my sensitive skin as he buried his face between my cheeks. That rough stubble contrasted deliciously with his soft, probing tongue. Greyson's expert mouth worked my virgin hole, getting me slick and ready.

The racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke as his tongue lashed at my virgin hole like a whip — saliva dripping down to my balls as I gasped for air. “Ohhh, f-fuck~!”

He swirled his tongue around my puckered rim before plunging inside. I cried out in pleasure, pushing my ass back against his face as he tongue-fucked me deeply.

“Ahhh y-yes! Fuck yes!”

Greyson ate my ass like a starving man, licking and sucking hungrily. His saliva dripped down my crack as he feasted. I pushed back against his face, desperate for more.

"Mmm, you taste so good baby," he growled between licks. "Such a sweet little pussy."

His praise made me whimper as I bit my lips, the combination of his wet tongue, rough beard, and the soft pajamas on my skin was intense.

The man groaned, pulling his face back. Strings of spit connected his face to my asscheeks as he panted for breath. “There we go… You’re nice and wet like a real slut.”

Greyson reached around to my face, holding his fingers up to my face. “Spit.” He commanded.

I nodded, puckering my face and spitting a hot glob of saliva right on his thick fingers.

The man groaned, taking his slick fingers and stroking his throbbing shaft. His cock was diamonds, aiming right at my cunt as his free hand held my ass nice and spread.

Greyson positioned himself behind me and rose onto one foot, his massive cock pressing against my slick entrance. I felt the blunt head pushing insistently at my tight ring of muscle. My heart raced as I braced myself.

"Here we go, baby," he growled. "Nice and slow."

With gentle but firm pressure, he began to ease his thick shaft inside me. The stretch was intense, a burning sensation radiating from my hole as it struggled to accommodate his girth. I gasped sharply, my fingers clawing at the tent floor.

"Fuck," I whimpered. "So big..."

Greyson's cock slowly breached my virgin ass, the swollen head popping past my tight rim. A jolt of pleasure mixed with the ache as he slid deeper. Inch by agonizing inch, he filled me up.

I panted heavily, overwhelmed by the new sensations. The initial pain gave way to a delicious fullness. My neglected cock twitched and dripped precum onto the tent floor.

"That's it," Greyson cooed. "Taking my cock like a good cockslut.”

I moaned, my face panting like a dog in heat as all the thoughts turned to smoke in my head. All I could focus on was his throbbing manhood penetrating my tight hole. My walls gripped his shaft like a glove. I could feel each curve and ridge of the monstrous cock as he stretched me out.

I moaned wantonly as he bottomed out inside me, his heavy balls resting against my taint. I felt so thoroughly stuffed and stretched around his massive member.

Arching my back, I pushed my ass further onto his shaft. "Oh god," I cried out. "F-fuck me! I need it!”

Greyson's rough hands gripped my hips as he began to slowly thrust. The drag of his cock against my inner walls sent sparks of pleasure through my body. Each push inward made me gasp and shudder.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned. "Such a perfect little pussy."

“Ah, ah ahhhh~” I moaned like a whore. The air in the tent was stuffy and hot — sweat stuck on our bodies as he held my hips up — slamming in and out of me like a jackhammer.

The pleasure was so intense. Each thrust slammed his cock against my G-spot — sending waves of pleasure throughout my entire body.

My cock spilled ropes of precum all over the tent floor.

Greyson smirked. “You’re making such a mess, slut. Your little clit is leaking.”
I bit my lip, eyes rolling back as his hand rode up my hips to the back of my neck.

Suddenly, his hand gripped my hair, yanking my head back as he held his cock inside of me. My asshole pressed up against his hairy pelvis — my tight hole milking his throbbing cock.

“You like that?” He groaned, gripping my hair. “You like my hard cock inside of your boy pussy?”

I nodded, barely able to breathe let alone speak.

He yanked my head back more, causing me to yelp. “I said, do you like my hard cock?”

“Y-yes~” I wheezed, the euphoria surging through me like a storm. “I love your cock!”

“Good girl. Are you gonna take my cum like a good slut?”

“Yes! Please! Breed me!”
He chuckled deeply, letting go of my sweaty hair as his hands gripped my waist, fingers leaving bruises on my soft skin.

“Good…”

Greyson reeled back, gripping my hips as he slammed his massive cock into me with renewed vigor. I cried out in ecstasy, my tight hole clenching and unclenching around his throbbing shaft. My inner walls rippled along his length, milking him desperately as he pounded into me.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," he growled. "Gonna fill this tight little pussy."

I pushed back against him, taking every inch of his cock. "Yes! Please! Fill me up!"

“FUCK!!!” With a primal roar, Greyson buried himself to the hilt inside me. His cock pulsed and twitched as hot ropes of cum erupted deep in my ass. I gasped at the sensation of his seed flooding my insides.

Wave after wave of his thick cum painted my walls white. My own neglected cock spasmed, shooting untouched across the tent floor as Greyson bred me.

“AHH FUCK~” I moaned, feeling his hot, creamy cum fill me up. My own cum shot across the floor as my prostate erupted with pleasure.

“Dirty whore!” Greyson cried out, panting as his cock drained inside of me. My eyes rolled back, the creamy cum shot so deep — I was truly bred.

With a moan, he pulled his thick cock out of my ass. I panted, feeling my knees go weak as the pressure was relieved from my core.

Bred and exhausted, I collapsed onto the puddle of my own filth. Each labored breath I took caused my asshole to ooze and push out the globs of cum and spit.

Greyson smirked, slapping his dirty cock against my asscheek as she leaned over me. “Good slut. Your sissy pussy took me so well… How about we get out of these dirty clothes and get back into the sleeping bag. We have a long day tomorrow…”

I whimpered and nodded as I looked at him with pure lust.

He had bred me — made me his little boy-toy. And I loved it.

***************

I stepped out of the tent, the girlish pajamas still on my body. My asshole puckered as I stared at Greyson — already up and packing our bags for the long hike ahead.

I bit my lip, my cock tenting in the pajama bottoms as he stared at me.

“Morning sunshine.” He smirked.

Last night felt like a dream. He bred and used me, and afterwards I fell asleep in his arms. If not for the sticky mess left behind, I would have thought it was an actual dream — because it felt too good to be real.

“There are some clothes in the gym bag, my wife's leggings should fit you. Oh, and wear her swimming clothes underneath — we’ll have to take a dip in the lake after our hike.”

He said, nodding his head towards the pink duffle bag on the bed of the truck.

I gulped. The pajamas were already so girlish… and now he wanted me to try on a bikini and leggings?

It was wrong, but I could barely help myself as I skipped to the truck.

I reached into the bag, finding a pair of sleek black leggings and a matching black sports bra. The fabric was so thin, so delicate. I bit my lip, continuing my search until I found the fabled treasure.

Baby blue bikini bottoms and bikini top.

They were so soft and tiny, that the fabric was nearly transparent as I held them up to the sun.

Greyson smirked. “Those look good on my wife, but they will look even better on a dirty slut like you.”

The leggings, sports bra, and bikini all called to me — begging me to try them on… who was I to say no?

With trembling hands, I gathered up the clothes and scurried back to the tent. As I unzipped the flap, the musky scent of our activities from the night before hit me like a wave. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and sex.

I crawled inside, my heart racing as I began to peel off the soft pink pajamas. They clung to my skin, still damp with perspiration. As I pulled the top over my head, I caught another whiff of the floral perfume mixed with Greyson's masculine scent.

Naked now, I shivered slightly in the cool morning air. My skin was sticky, covered in a fine sheen of dried sweat. I could feel Greyson's cum leaking from my tender hole, trickling down my thighs. The evidence of our rough, wilderness fuck made my cock twitch.

I picked up the baby blue bikini bottoms, running the silky fabric through my fingers. They were so tiny, barely more than a scrap of material. With a deep breath, I stepped into them, pulling them up my smooth legs. The tight fabric cupped my package snugly, leaving little to the imagination.

My asscheek swallowed the bikini bottoms — the string barely covering my hole as more cum oozed out.

I whimpered, my cock straining the front.

Next came the matching top. I slipped my arms through the straps and tied it behind my back. The cups barely covered my chest. I felt so exposed, so feminine. A thrill ran through me as I imagined Greyson's reaction.

I shimmied into the black leggings next. They hugged every curve of my legs and ass. The material was so thin, I could clearly see the outline of the bikini underneath. Finally, I pulled on the sports bra over the bikini top. My midriff was once again exposed as the slutty outfit hugged my feminine figure like a second skin.

Dare I say it… I looked pretty.

Fully dressed, I took a deep breath. I felt like a completely different person - delicate, pretty, feminine. My cock strained against the tight confines of the bikini and leggings. I was Greyson's little sissy slut now, and I loved it.

I stepped out of the tent, taking a deep breath as Greyson chucked his backpack over his shoulders.

The man grinned from ear to ear, his lustful gaze eating me up as my knees rattled like a newborn deer.

“Amazing…” He groaned, his cock already growing under his shorts. “You look so breedable.”

I blushed, unable to tear my eyes off the tent in his pants.

“Come on,” he said, turning, “Let’s go for a walk…”

***************

I huffed, sweat covering my girly clothes as I followed Greyson. The man forged a path, whacking away branches and kicking dirt as his oaky cologne left a mesmerizing trail behind him.

His wife’s clothes still smelled like her. A soft vanilla and cinnamon perfume lingered on the thin fabric.

Every so often, the man would look back, scanning me up and down as he licked his lips. I blushed every time.

The leggings complimented my figure perfectly, holding my ass up and teasing my slender yet shapely thighs.

The top was snug against my chest — holding my pecks up as my fit stomach was open for the world to see.

“Eek!” I whimpered, falling into the dirt as my foot snagged on a root.

Greyson huffed, rushing back. “You good?”

I winched, my ankle throbbing. “Y-yeah… I think.”

“Here… Let me.”

Greyson's muscular arms scooped under my body effortlessly. He lifted me up, cradling me against his broad chest like I weighed nothing. One hand gripped my upper thigh, fingers digging into the soft flesh through the thin leggings. His other arm supported my back, pulling me tight against him.

I quivered in his strong embrace, my heart racing. His musky scent enveloped me as I pressed my face into the crook of his neck. My hands instinctively wrapped around his shoulders, feeling the hard muscles flexing beneath his shirt.

"There we go, I've got you," Greyson rumbled, his deep voice vibrating through his chest.

I whimpered softly as he adjusted his grip, his large hand sliding further up my thigh. His fingers brushed against the edge of my bikini bottoms under my leggings, sending tingles through my body. I could feel the heat radiating off his skin, warming me through the thin fabric of my girly outfit.

"You're so light," he chuckled. "Like a little doll in my arms."

I blushed deeply at his words, feeling small and delicate in his powerful grasp. My cock stirred in the confines of the tight bikini and leggings. Greyson's touch was intoxicating, making me feel helpless and aroused all at once.

He began walking, carrying me effortlessly through the forest. Each step jostled me slightly in his arms, pressing me tighter against his muscular body. I clung to him, relishing the feeling of being held so securely.

“It should be just up ahead…” The man said.

My eyes fixated on him. My grizzeled lumberjack as he forged through the forest. I whimpered, my hand on his chest as we approached a clearing.

The trees and path gave way to a gorgeous field, with a sapphire lake nestled in the middle.

“Woah…” I gasped.

The small lake was nestled into the heart of the forest — trees all around as he walked me up to the water.

Slowly the man put me down, and the pain in my ankle disappeared immediately as I lost my thoughts in the glimmering lake surface.

Behind me, Greyson slipped off his backpack, walking up to me as his arm wrapped around my waist — holding me close. “Ready for a dip, baby?”

I bit my lip looking up at him. “Good idea.”

With trembling hands, I reached for the hem of his shirt. He smirked down at me, raising his arms to allow me to pull it off as I lifted on my tippy-toes.

I gasped softly as I revealed his muscular torso. His broad chest was covered in a light dusting of dark hair that trailed down to his chiseled abs. Deep grooves defined his pecs and biceps. Scars and freckles dotted his tanned skin, telling stories of a life spent outdoors.

My fingers traced the hard planes of his body, feeling the warmth radiating from him. His muscles twitched and flexed under my touch. I bit my lip, drinking in the sight of his powerful physique.

With shaky breaths, I moved to his shorts next. I slowly undid the button and zipper, my knuckles brushing against the obvious bulge straining the fabric. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and tugged them down his thick, hairy thighs.

Greyson now stood before me in just a pair of tight grey boxer briefs. The thin material did little to conceal his massive erection. The outline of his shaft was clearly visible, the swollen head pushing against the waistband. A damp spot had formed where precum had leaked through.

The man groaned. “Your turn…”

I whimpered as his hands touched me — exploring my curves and petite figure. The leggings were so thin, that I could feel the callouses on his hands as he palmed my ass — playfully groping and massaging them.

“Ahh~” I purred, tossing my head back.

Greyson's large hands roamed over my body, exploring every curve and dip. He squeezed my ass through the thin leggings, kneading the soft flesh. His fingers dug into my cheeks, spreading them slightly. I gasped as the movement caused the string of the bikini bottoms to rub against my sensitive hole.

"Such a perfect little ass," he growled, giving it a firm slap. The sound echoed across the lake.

His hands moved to my hips, thumbs tracing slow circles on my exposed midriff. Goosebumps erupted across my skin at his teasing touch. He gripped the hem of the sports bra, slowly peeling it up my torso. His knuckles grazed my ribs as he lifted it over my head, tossing it aside.

I shivered as the cool air hit my newly exposed skin. Greyson's hungry gaze raked over my chest, lingering on the baby blue bikini top barely containing my small pecs. His rough palms cupped my chest, thumbs brushing over my hardening nipples through the thin fabric.

"Mmm," he hummed appreciatively. "So soft and perky."

I whimpered as he toyed with my sensitive buds, rolling and pinching them gently. Heat pooled in my groin as jolts of pleasure shot through me. My cock strained against the confines of the bikini bottoms and leggings.

Greyson's hands slid down to the waistband of my leggings. He hooked his fingers under the elastic, slowly peeling them down. The tight fabric clung to my skin as he inched them lower, revealing more and more of the skimpy bikini bottoms underneath.

He sank to his knees as he worked the leggings down my legs. His hot breath ghosted over my thighs, making me tremble. Finally, he pulled them off completely, leaving me in just the tiny blue bikini.

Greyson's hands gripped my thighs, massaging the soft flesh as he looked up at me with lust-filled eyes. "God, you look so fucking sexy," he growled. "Like a pretty little slut ready to be used."

I blushed deeply at his words, my cock twitching in response. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable standing there in the revealing bikini. But the way Greyson looked at me made me feel sexy and desirable.

I stepped out of the leggings, my cock about to burst through the bottoms as he played with my thighs.

“I need you~” I purred, unable to hold back any longer. “I need to be your little whore.”

“Yeah? You want to serve me, do you?” He chuckled.

I nodded, “P-please~ I’ll do anything.”

The man groaned up to his feet. His boxers about to rip as his hard cocked begged to be freed.

“In that case… Get on your knees, whore.”
I immediately dropped to my knees in front of Greyson, the soft grass tickling my bare legs. His massive bulge was mere inches from my face, straining against the thin fabric of his boxers. I could see the outline of his thick shaft and swollen head, a damp spot forming where precum had leaked through.

My hands trembled as I reached for his waistband, fingers grazing the trail of dark hair leading down from his navel. I toyed with the elastic, running my fingertips along the edge teasingly. Greyson's cock twitched in response, begging to be freed.

"Don't be a tease," Greyson growled, his voice husky with desire. "Get my cock out. Now."

I whimpered softly, aroused by his commanding tone. Slowly, I began to peel down his boxers, revealing more of his thick shaft. As I pulled the waistband lower, his massive cock sprang free, bobbing mere centimeters from my parted lips. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, making my mouth water.

God… It looked even better than I imagined. So thick… so burly… so hard.

A bead of precum ran down the shaft to his heavy, swinging balls as I gripped the throbbing shaft.

"That's it," Greyson purred. "Now worship my cock like the little slut you are."

My grip tightened on his shaft as I sat on my heels — the thin string of my bikini rode between my cheeks as I squirmed, running my hand up and down his length — feeling all of him.

I wanted to explore all of him.

I lifted Greyson's heavy cock, revealing his full, pendulous balls beneath. They hung low between his muscular thighs, covered in a light dusting of dark hair. I leaned in close, inhaling his musky scent before extending my tongue to taste him.

“Fuck… Yes. Good girl.” He groaned as I sucked his musty balls.

I lapped at his sack gently at first, tracing the wrinkled skin with the tip of my tongue. Greyson let out a low groan of approval, encouraging me to continue. Emboldened, I took one of his testicles into my mouth, suckling on it softly. The weight of it on my tongue was intoxicating.

As I worshipped his balls with my mouth, my hand continued to stroke his thick shaft. I could feel it pulsing in my grip, veins bulging along its impressive length. Precum oozed steadily from the tip, coating my fingers as I pumped him slowly.

“Mmmh~” I purred, his musty taste making my mind reel. The pleasure of being used like a dirty whore was incredible.

I was a boy — but I was born to be a sissy slut. I sucked deeply, my tongue rubbing his wrinkled balls as precum oozed onto my hand.

"That's it, baby," Greyson growled. "Suck those big balls. Show me what a good little slut you are."

His words sent a thrill through me. I redoubled my efforts, taking both of his nuts into my mouth at once. I rolled them gently with my tongue, savoring their weight and fullness. All the while, my hand never stopped stroking his rigid shaft.

I pulled back slightly, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening sack. Looking up at Greyson with lust-filled eyes, I planted wet, open-mouthed kisses along the underside of his cock.

“Y-you taste so fucking yummy~” I purred.

“Taste me all, then. Every inch.”

I didn’t need to be told twice as I traced the prominent vein with my tongue, working my way up to the sensitive head.

The precum coated my tongue as I sucked his tip.

Greyson groaned, tossing his head back as his hand gripped my tattered hair. “That’s it. Slut. Fuck, work that slutty tongue.”

I wrapped my lips around the swollen head of Greyson's cock, savoring the salty-sweet taste of his precum on my tongue. As I slowly took more of him into my mouth, my eyes widened at his sheer size. His thick shaft stretched my lips obscenely as I struggled to accommodate his girth.

God, it was a miracle that my tight asshole could take it all.

“That’s it… Open wide, sissy.”

Greyson's hand tightened in my hair, urging me to take more. I relaxed my throat, allowing him to slide deeper. Inch after impressive inch disappeared between my lips until I felt the tip nudge the back of my throat. And still, there was more.

I gagged slightly, tears pricking the corners of my eyes as I fought to suppress my gag reflex. Greyson's massive cock filled my mouth completely, the veiny shaft pulsing against my tongue. I could barely breathe around his girth.

"That's it, baby," Greyson groaned. "Take that big cock like a good little slut."

I whimpered around his length, my jaw already aching from the stretch. I began to bob my head, sliding up and down his shaft. My tongue swirled around the sensitive head each time I pulled back, tasting the steady flow of precum.

Greyson's hips started to thrust shallowly, fucking my eager mouth. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking him hungrily as he used me for his pleasure. Saliva dribbled down my chin as I worshipped his throbbing manhood.

I was in heaven, choking on his massive cock as he claimed my mouth. I was born for this –- to be his dirty little cocksucker.

Saliva dripped down my chin and throat — soaking the top of my bikini as he used my mouth like his own personal fucktoy.

My jaw ached and my mind raced as he thrusted his cock against the back of my throat.

His groans of pleasure fueled my resolve as I gripped his thigh.

“Ghghghhhh~” I gagged, his cock slipping into my throat with each thrust as saliva splattered out.

“So tight… So warm.” Greyson moaned between eager breaths. With a smirk, he yanked my head back.

“Ah!” I gasped, spitting up the saliva in my cheeks as he slapped my face with his hard — slick cock.

“You like that? You like my hard cock you slut?”
I nodded, sticking my tongue out and panting like a dog in heat as the spit lathered my face. “S-so much~ I love your cock!”

Greyson shifted his jaw — staring at me like a lion cornering its prey.

“Face down and ass up, baby girl.”
I immediately obeyed Greyson's command, turning around and dropping to my face to the soft grass. I arched my back deeply, pressing my chest to the ground and raising my ass high in the air. The tiny blue bikini bottoms rode up between my cheeks, exposing most of my smooth globes to Greyson's hungry gaze.

The cool blades of grass tickled my flushed skin as I pressed my cheek against the earth. My view was filled with the shimmering blue of the lake, its surface rippling gently in the breeze. Dragonflies darted over the water, their iridescent wings glinting in the sunlight. In the distance, I could see the forested shoreline reflected perfectly in the mirror-like surface.

I felt so exposed and vulnerable in this position, my ass on display as I waited for Greyson's touch. A shiver ran through me as I heard him kneel behind me, his large hands gripping my hips. His thumbs hooked under the thin straps of the bikini, tugging the fabric aside to reveal my quivering hole.

"Such a pretty little pussy," Greyson growled, his hot breath ghosting over my sensitive flesh.

“Mmh~” I moaned, my pink star puckering as he held the bikini to the side. “F-fuck me~”

Instead, the man reeled his hand back, slamming it down onto my asscheek.

“OH!” I cried out, my voice carried into the sky, causing birds to fly from the trees.

Greyson spanked me again on the other cheek. I yelped, biting my lip as I felt the red handprint branded on my two cheeks.

“Dirty slut.” He sneered, alternating between slapping my ass and massaging it.

I squirmed, my cock leaking and ruining the bikini bottoms as I pressed my flushed cheeks to the soft, dewy grass.

The pain and pleasure created a cocktail of euphoria in my head.

“This bubbly ass is begging to be bred by a real man’s cock, isn’t it?” He moaned, slowly pulling the bikini bottoms down to the middle of my thighs.

I panted, my cock springing free as the cool forested air hit my exposed ass. “Y-yes! Please breed me! Make me yours!”

My begging was shameless as I was on the verge of tears, but I didn’t care. I needed him — badly.

Greyson spread my cheeks wide, exposing my tight pink hole to the cool forest air. I shivered as I felt a glob of his warm saliva land directly on my sensitive entrance. He used his thick thumb to rub it in, massaging my quivering pucker.

"Ohhh god," I moaned wantonly, pushing my hips back against his hand.

He chuckled darkly. "Listen to you, moaning like a bitch in heat. You want this cock bad, don't you slut?"

"Y-yes! Please, I need it so badly!" I whimpered shamelessly.

Greyson gripped his massive shaft, slapping it against my ass cheeks. The heavy *thwack* echoed across the serene lake. He then nestled his thick cock between my cheeks, sliding it up and down my crack. The velvety head caught on my hole with each pass, making me gasp.

"Fuck, your ass is so soft," he groaned, continuing to hotdog my cheeks. "Like two perfect pillows for my cock."

“F-fuck me! Breed me like a dirty sissy!”

Greyson chuckled, grabbing the panties and dragging them down my foot. He balled the fabric in his hands, leaning over as he shoved the dirty bikini bottoms into my mouth. “Open wide, this will keep your moans down.”

I whimpered, sinking my teeth into the moist, dirty bikini bottoms. The taste of my sweat and precum coated my mouth as I moaned into the gag.

Greyson gripped his massive cock, positioning the swollen head against my quivering entrance. I felt the blunt tip pressing insistently at my tight ring of muscle. My heart raced in anticipation as I braced myself.

"Here we go, baby," he growled. "Nice and slow."

With gentle but firm pressure, he began to ease his thick shaft inside my tight, pink boy pussy. The stretch was intense, a burning sensation radiating from my hole as it struggled to accommodate his girth. I gasped sharply around the makeshift gag, my fingers clawing at the grass beneath me.

Inch by agonizing inch, Greyson's cock breached my tight channel. The initial pain gave way to a delicious fullness as he slowly filled me up. I could feel every ridge and vein of his massive member as it pushed deeper inside.

My eyes rolled back in my head as waves of pleasure washed over me. I bit down hard on the bikini bottoms stuffed in my mouth, muffling my wanton moans. Drool seeped from the corners of my lips, dampening the fabric.

Greyson's rough hands gripped my hips tightly as he bottomed out inside me. His heavy balls came to rest against my taint. I felt so thoroughly stuffed and stretched around his throbbing cock.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned. "Such a perfect little pussy.”

“Mmph~” I whimpered in response, overcome by the intense sensations. My neglected cock twitched and dripped precum onto the grass below. Every nerve ending in my body felt electrified.

Greyson began to move, drawing his thick shaft out until just the tip remained inside before slowly pushing back in. The drag of his cock against my inner walls sent sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine. Each thrust inward made me gasp and shudder.

"That's it," he purred. "Take that big cock like a good little slut."

His pace gradually increased as my tight hole relaxed around him. Soon he was fucking me with long, powerful strokes. The obscene sound of skin slapping against skin echoed across the serene lake.

I pushed my hips back to meet his thrusts, desperate to take him as deep as possible. My muffled cries of ecstasy were barely contained by the makeshift gag. Tears of pleasure streamed down my flushed cheeks.

Greyson's thick cock pounded against my prostate with each thrust, sending jolts of intense pleasure through my entire body. My own cock bounced and swayed beneath me, angry red and leaking copiously.

I could feel the bruises form on my ass as he slammed into me. Each thrust knocked the thoughts from my head as I gripped the grass beneath me.

I moaned wildly into the dirty panties, my eyes rolling back as he pushes his cock deeper and deeper.

“F-fuck, take it whore. You like that, don’t you?” He smirked.

My jaw opened, causing the dirty panties to spill out.

“Y-yes!” I screamed. “I love being fucked by your cock!”

“You want my cum? I think I want to paint that sexy face of yours.”

I whimpered, biting my lip as I stared back at the back, his cock buried into my ass as my walls milked the shaft.

“O-oh fuck yes! Cum all over my face!”

With a growl, Greyson suddenly pulled his thick cock out of my quivering hole. I whimpered at the loss, feeling empty and desperate. In one swift motion, he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around to face him.

I fell back onto my knees, panting heavily as I looked up at his towering form. His massive cock bobbed mere inches from my face, angry red and glistening with my juices. I could see it throbbing, so close to release.

Without hesitation, I wrapped both hands around his slick shaft. My fingers could barely encircle his girth. I began to stroke him frantically, twisting my grip as I pumped up and down his length.

"Please," I begged shamelessly, my voice hoarse and breathy. "Please cum all over me. I need it so bad. Cover my face with your hot load!"

I tilted my head back, parting my lips as I continued to jerk his cock furiously. My tongue darted out, lapping at his swollen head each time it came close to my mouth.

Greyson groaned deeply, his hips bucking into my eager hands. "Fuck, that's it. Milk my cock you dirty little slut," he growled.

I could feel his shaft pulsing, growing impossibly harder as he neared his peak. "Yes, yes! Cum for me daddy. Paint me with your seed. Make me yours!" I cried out desperately.

“FUCK!” With a primal roar, Greyson erupted. The first thick rope of cum shot across my face, splattering from my forehead to my chin. I gasped at the warmth, my hands never stopping their frantic stroking.

“AH! O-oh yes!” I moaned.

More creamy spurts followed in quick succession. Hot, pearly streams painted my cheeks and lips. I opened my mouth wider, desperate to catch some on my tongue. The musky, salty taste made me moan with desire.

Greyson's massive cock pulsed and twitched in my grip as he unloaded what felt like gallons of cum. It was so thick and viscous, clinging to my skin in heavy globs. Rivers of white ran down my neck, dripping onto my chest and soaking into the fabric of the bikini top.

I looked up at him through cum-coated lashes, my face absolutely drenched in his seed. His expression was one of pure ecstasy as the final spurts dribbled from his tip onto my waiting tongue.

I swallowed eagerly, savoring the taste of his essence. My own cock throbbed almost painfully, leaking a steady stream of precum. Being marked like this, claimed so thoroughly, was indescribably sexy.

"That's my good little cumslut," Greyson panted, admiring his handiwork. "You look so pretty covered in my load."

I giggled, the cum dripping off my chin. Fuck… The man glazed me like a donut. My tongue licked up the rolling globs as I whimpered.

My asshole, mouth, and face were ruined by his cock. The man had claimed me as his own.

Greyson leaned down, grabbing me under my arms as he picked me up.

“Oh~” I purred, my legs wrapping around his waist as he carried me to the water.

“You were so good for me… You dirty little slut.”

I giggled, still glazed in filth. “Th-thank you~ I love your cock… Daddy.”

“It’s yours.” He commented. “Now let's go for a swim and get cleaned off. I want at least three more times before sundown.”

I bit my lip, my asshole puckering. “Y-yes, please. I’m your little sissy cumslut.” I said, proudly.

“That you are.”
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