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Summary

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

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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






“Ravished by My Wife’s Bull”

This is how I was turned into a sissy slut by the man my wife was cheating on me with. I discovered my wife having a passionate affair behind my back with a hulking black man named Ryan Dreist. I know she gave her body up to him. I know she’s been letting him fuck her for months--I can’t believe how reticent she was about it all. She hardly let me touch her in our own bedroom. She made me lick and suck on her pussy and ass until she came, and then she laughed at me and made me masturbate in front of her, on my knees. And it was because Ryan’s cock had been buried inside of her. Everyday. Stretching her sweet cunt. Stretching her anus. Gaping her open. I saw. I have pictures. We were in a goddamn relationship. Four years. We married in our sophomore year of college. We’re both twenty four now. I loved her. I thought she loved me. I thought we were going to build a life together. Now I need to confess my fall. I need to confess the degradation and humiliation I’ve submitted myself to.

I’ll start at the beginning: I started following my wife, Aidra, four months ago. She kept skipping meetings, dinners, dates--she kept going out late at night and going missing on weekends with cardboard excuses. Did she expect me to not see? She stopped being able to cum on my cock and started masturbating with my mouth instead of fucking me. I know every time her and Ryan met-up after that first time I followed her--I have a whole dossier: photos, videos, time logs, and journal entries. I consulted a private investigator on how to do it but I took up the work myself. I could destroy her in court. I could’ve destroyed her, at least.

I finally lost my job last week because of my obsession with following her and her affair. I’d already started taking from my savings a month ago. I used up vacation time, sick time, and every absent day following Aidra. My boss had been ripping into me for a month. You wouldn’t believe what I’ve had to do to not get fired before I did, but I love my wife. I loved her most of anyone in the world. And she led me to destruction.

I started following Ryan, too. I wanted to find him with other women then Aidra--I wanted to show her pictures and videos of him cheating on her. I wanted to make her hurt. And then I saw her first threesome. I saw him plundering her anus; his dark, massive shaft all the way in up to the base of his cock; her pale white butt stretching taut and straining; her moaning and sobbing in ecstasy. And him kissing and spanking another woman as he fucked Aidra. And him throwing Aidra, a sloppy mess, onto the floor and fucking that other woman on top of her--ignoring her except to slap her back and forth--and her masturbating under the other woman’s wet body until she exploded again. They didn’t even close the hotel blinds. I treated her like a rare treasure and he treated her like whorish garbage and she wanted him.

I guess, really, I had no actual reason to follow him. I guess I just wanted to see what kind of guy was so much better than me that my wife would ruin our marriage over it. But seeing him do such powerful, lewd things to soft, feminine bodies made some strange feeling blossom and stir deep inside of me. I could feel a twinge and warmth in my cock, and deep inside my anus, and I didn’t understand why. I wasn’t planning on doing anything more than watch him. But then he caught me. “Caught” isn’t the right word. But damn it, yes it is. Not a confrontation. Not a face-off. Caught. Like I was his prey. Like I was a girl out jogging at night, alone, in the woods, in tight little red shorts, and he stepped out of the darkness to take me.

It happened when I was following him one time when I knew he wasn’t even with Aidra. I’d rented a car because I didn’t want her to see that ours was missing--that I was anywhere but at my job. I was an accountant and Aidra was a waitress. We only made enough money for one car. Dreist, on the other hand, from the look of his house and car, had millions of dollars to spend, easily. I had no idea how wealthy he was, only that he did something complicated with stocks and large companies.

He drove out of the city, went to the California coast, and then drove north through the warm sun for several hours. I was hanging back. I was practiced at following a car at this point--specifically his car--but maybe he realized I was following him from the beginning. I hadn’t seen a single other car for an hour. It was mid-afternoon, still, and the sun was really hot overhead. I rounded a curve, his car was blocking the the road, and I was forced to jam my brakes.

He was standing outside his car, dressed in deep brown dress pants, black leather brogues, and a white button-up with the sleeves rolled up to reveal his dark, massive forearms. We were right next to an overlook. It was dusty. The ocean stretched out forever. I could’ve shifted into reverse. I could’ve just pulled around his car. I could’ve pretend I wasn’t following him and just driven away. I could’ve cursed at him from the car and sped off. But I was too angry. And the nerve of this prick--he fucked my wife, my beautiful, precious wife--and then he confronted me about it, as if he wasn’t even ashamed. As if he thought I was the piece shit, and I, and our relationship, wasn’t worth anything. And then there was that other thing driving me--that deep, strange feeling that had blossomed inside of me.

I got out of the car. I was wearing tight, blue, washed-out skinny jeans, a white v-neck, and high-top canvas sneakers, and the warm ocean wind washed over my skin pleasantly. I didn’t even think that I could’ve rammed his car with mine. I don’t know what that would’ve accomplished anyway. He had a girl with him--a brunette like Aidra. It was the girl I’d seen in the first threesome. The girl he fucked on top of Aidra’s sweaty body. She stepped out too. Her body was gorgeous--she had a large, fat, perfect bubble butt; ample breasts; a slim waist; and thick thighs. She was alternately slim and curvaceous in all the right places, and her skin was tanned from days on the beach. She had tight denim short-shorts wrapped around her thick ass, high-top skater-boi sneakers, and a tight black tank top.

Standing there, the anger within me suddenly crumbled--eroded by some deep, needy desire for submission to this man. I knew I wanted him to smack me around and fuck me right there. I wanted him to take me. And somehow, I realize now, he saw that I wanted it, too. This meeting on the highway was the beginning of our complicated game--everything before was prologue. 

We just stared across at each other for a moment, then Ryan said: “Ah, Mr. Ludlow, right? I know you’re wife. I think I’m going to call you Jillian.” My mouth was dry and I couldn’t get any words out to respond. I felt myself blushing. He continued, “Tell you what, Jillian: in ten seconds everyone standing on this road will belong to me. If you don’t want to belong to me, you better get back in your car and drive off.” And I believed him, but I didn’t move. I stood there, trying to think of words, trembling a little. “Ten, nine, eight...” he began to count, slowly and surely. 

“Fuck you!” was all I could come up with, and my voice broke a little as I said it. I felt the strangest excitement and arousal running through me as he counted down--he cares enough to try to own me, I thought. Images of that primal, erotic orgy filled my mind and I felt almost dizzy. Aidra’s pale white skin undulating and jiggling as his muscular black form pressed against her and violated her sweet holes.

“...five, four--I hear you talking, but I don’t see you moving off the road--” He said it as if I’d done something wrong and deserved it. “...Three, two, one,” he finished counting. “Looks like little Jillian didn’t get back in her car,” he said, and began walking towards me. I flinched and looked down, then glanced at the girl he was with, as if I wanted her to protest or protect me or stop him--but she smirked back at me, like I was pathetic. Fear flooded through me--like suddenly realizing you're deep in the woods way past dark and you’re far from the scariest thing out there in the night. Like realizing that you’re prey, not predator--not the wolf but Little Red Riding Hood.

My mouth fell open and I didn’t have anything to say and all I could feel was my heart beating in my chest. I glanced back towards the car and tried to make it there, and he was on me in a breath. He pinned me against the door and put his large arms on either side of me. His warm breath washed over my face and neck. It smelled of mint and whiskey. I couldn’t even be angry, I was so physically afraid all of a sudden. I’ve never been in any really, really bad fights. I’d had some scuffles at bars when people were drunk and macking on Aidra--not in the middle of nowhere with a man that could break me on his leg. I wasn’t very tall, either--Aidra and I were actually the same height--and he loomed over me, easily standing over six feet tall.

“I can see you want this,” he said, sure and firm. “Do you want to give up your body to me, or do you want to try to pretend to resist this?” he asked.

I blushed deeply at that and glanced away, humiliated but unbearably excited, too. He can tell. I can’t believe this is happening. But I was too ashamed of my own urges. I couldn’t admit them to him. Instead I said, “Fuck you!” and I tried to shove him away from me with all my might.

We fought for maybe three minutes. It felt like an eternity to me. I thought it would never end. It was the longest three minutes of my life. Longer than any test or pain I’ve ever felt. I rained blows on him and he let me, only smacking me back occasionally, and mostly with open palms and backhands. I could feel the raw strength in his body even then--if he had wanted to he could’ve ended the fight even sooner. I was drenched in sweat by the end, bruised and roughed up all over. He backhanded me a final time and I fell into the hot tarmac and dust. He kicked my stomach to turn me over and I gasped. I was sobbing and sucking in air desperately.

He pulled me up and leaned me over my car hood. He forced my head down and wrapped a hand around my waist so my butt was hanging up in the air. I felt something enormous pressed against the tender warmth of my asshole. He ground against me, digging his cock against my anus, into my anus, through the layers of fabric between us. The skinny jeans hugged around my ass, revealing every curve and stretching against his cock. His dick squashed the fat of my bottom around through my pants. He’s aroused because of my butt, I thought, strangely elated. He thrust his hips against me, hard, bouncing my booty. I didn’t know what was happening. I could hardly think. I could only gasp as my breathing slowly calmed. And he said “Do you want this to stop? If you do, just say ‘no.’”

I understood perfectly. I bit my lip and let out a little, involuntary moan as he ground my tender, sensitive butt, but I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted him to beat me more. My cock was already half erect, straining against my tight denim. And then he hit my anus just right, a spasm shot up my rectum,  and pee squirted out and soaked my pants and my stomach.  He laughed, kept grinding me, then threw me down into the dust again. I could feel the warm liquid staining me and trickling down to trail around my anus.

“Just say ‘no,’ if you want to stop, you little slut,” he said.

“Fuck you,” I spat back at him passionately, but I didn’t say “no.” Every fiber of my body said, “Yes!” He stripped me of my clothes, peeling my tight jeans off my fat, pale ass. I was too afraid and excited to struggle. They were off of me in a second. The pants dragged me with them a moment then they were gone. I’d rushed out so fast that morning that I didn’t even have underwear on. I was naked under them. My little penis flopped out into the breeze. He walked to the overlook and threw them off. I didn’t have any clothes now--I was left lying on the tarmac entirely naked. He had my wallet and phone in his hand. He took the money out of the wallet and tossed the wallet over the edge--my ID, credit cards, everything. He pocketed my phone. I was so bruised and beaten. I’ve never been smacked around that thoroughly, and for some reason I was incredibly turned on. I could hardly move. He lifted me up and lay me on my back on my own rental car’s hood. My chest was heaving with fear and excitement. “You know how to say ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ don’t you, you little slut?” he asked, and he placed two firm fingers against the outside of my taut anus. “So: ‘yes’ or ‘no?’”

For a moment we paused there, my chest heaving, body smeared with dirt and drenched in sweat, my cock throbbingly erect and hanging in the air. I spread my legs wide and let them hang back and up around my head. I looked at him with uncertain eyes, afraid it would all be a joke. “Yes,” I let out in a little moan, and his firm fingers squished into my tight sphincter.

It was ecstasy. I love losing to you, I thought. He did things to my body--made me feel things--that I never dreamed it was possible to feel. I don’t feel like a man anymore admitting that. I feel like his property. His woman. He stuck his thick, black fingers in my pale bottom. I was so confused but I wanted it. And he did it. The girl sat on his car and masturbated to it. She didn’t take her eyes of of his two fingers working methodically in and out of my butt. He slicked his fingers in his own mouth before he stuck them in. My butt felt so soft, and warm, and stretchy, and tight at the same time. I gasped and sobbed and begged him with my eyes to continue over, and over, and over again. He masturbated me with his other hand as he finger blasted my anus. The most he could fit in my butt were two fingers--his pointer and middle were so big and long. I’m pretty sure his fingers are longer and thicker than my own cock. He tried to fit more and I squealed and sobbed and he strained but couldn’t. That’s how tight I was.

“I’m going to cum like this. It’s going to make me cum! I’m getting really close!” I moaned in humiliated alarm. I don’t know why I was being so earnest with him. By the end he was finally able to pop a third finger into me. And then I shivered. And he popped his fingers out--my butt sucking them as they left--and kept pistoning my little cock--the whole thing encompassed by his hand. My butt was gaping open, and then he punched his fingers back into me and I exploded with cum from being anally and cock stimulated by another man. I made a mess. Cum sprayed all across my stomach--it hit my nipples, it hit me in my mouth and face--it’d been so long since Aidra had allowed me to masturbate--she insisted on deciding when I did it ever since we got married--or fucked me that I had an immense amount backed up.

My body was writhing and trembling from him thoroughly masturbating it. “You’re a masochistic little slut, aren’t you?” he said, and threw me into the dirt. I let out a little pleading whine, but bit off my words in shame. “You don’t have to say it. I know you want more. But butt sluts don’t always get what they want, do they? You know what happens if you follow me, now, though.”  The girl stepped into my car--the key was still there--and he into his, and they started to leave--I was suddenly about to be alone, hundreds of miles from any city, and completely naked. As my mind slowly came back to me I cried out in alarm.

I lay  on the pavement, begging not to be abandoned. He got back out, then she cut my car engine off and did too. “You want to help him?” he asked her. She smirked at me again, then said, like it was the ultimate condensation to do it, “Yeah, I’ll help him.” He looked down at me in the dirt and said, “This is Clarissa and you better know how to ask if you want to not get left here.” I was so beaten, afraid, and aroused that I’d left my pride far behind. I felt completely defeated and humiliated, like I couldn’t win this--then I remembered that, deep inside, I didn’t want to. “Please can I ride with Clarissa?” It’s the most pathetically I’ve ever begged.

“Good girl,” he said. “Tell you what: you can have your car back and go home, but you’re never allowed to contact me again if you do. And if you do contact me I’ll be filing a restraining order against you. I know you’ve been following me, by the way. I have extensive, extensive documentation of it, thanks to some help from Clarissa. She’s been following you, sometimes, though I don’t think you noticed. What would the cops and my lawyer think about you following a stranger, even when he’s doing nothing even near your wife?” He let that sink in a moment and I looked away, blushing. “However, if you want to try to face me again, Clarissa is going to keep your car and do with you what she wants.”

I wanted him to just take me again, right there. But instead I said in an almost pouty voice, “Well I can’t let you...carry on with my wife, so I guess I’ll have to deal with you again…” Just fucking fuck me! I whined in my head. “...So,  I guess I have to go with Clarissa, then.”

He grinned, “We all know what you really want, slut,” he said.  He nodded to Clarissa and she walked over and took me by the hair and throat--her delicate, feminine fingers still stronger than me--and led me stumbling to the trunk of my own car, and then she popped it  open and stuffed me in. Ryan peeled off in his car to whatever business he had been on that day. Clarissa drove me for a while, then turned onto what felt like downhill on a bumpy track. The stopped and the trunk popped and we were at the ocean. She dragged me out, kicked off her shoes, and dragged me to the water, getting us both wet.

“You're disgusting,” she said. “Wash.” It was ice cold. When I came out she flicked a nipple, then cupped my cock and said, “That’s pathetic,” shaking it a little. I didn’t even fight back against her. It felt so good being humiliated by this gorgeous girl, for some reason. She twisted my arms behind my back and frog marched me back to the car, then shoved me back into the trunk. Hours passed in that trunk, shame began to push out the arousal, and I sobbed--from anger or pain, I don’t know. It probably frustration and fear. Clarissa kicked me out of the car about two hours north of L.A. and my house. We were at a bus stop just outside a quaint little town that looked like it was from the 1950s. I begged her not to leave me without clothes and she told me she couldn’t help me and I felt myself starting to cry again. People were looking at us but no one wanted to do anything about it. I was cleaned off from the ocean but still really bruised up. She reached out and brushed a tear off of my cheek.

“I have money, and I could give that to you to buy something quickly, but I’m not going to do that.” She considered me for a moment, biting her luscious lip. “Let me kick your cock and balls as hard as I can, and you can have clothes.”

“Okay,” I mumbled, desperate. She slammed her knee between my legs, mashing my cock and balls. I crumbled into her. She supported me for a moment, breathing warmly against my neck, then shoved me off, reached into her bag, and tossed me a light blue leotard and a pair of short, short, short denim cut-offs. She watched as I struggled into them. The leotard packed my fat butt in then slipped over it, getting eaten by my asscheeks. The denim shorts took all the squirming and hopping I could muster and then they slipped past, too, and my lower bottom popped out of them, jiggling. Her clothes, a woman’s clothes, fit me perfectly.

I begged my way onto the bus because she wouldn’t give me any money. I rode four hours of bus routes to get back to our apartment. I was bruised, battered, and dressed like a slutty eighteen-year-old. I sobbed the whole time. People mostly left me alone. A man slapped my ass as I walked down the sidewalk in our own neighborhood--right on my bottom very hard, and it stung and jiggled. I got catcalled a dozen times. And some teenagers jeered at me when they realized I wasn’t a girl, and threw a soda can.

Aidra was home by the time I got back, so I stayed out all night and fell asleep in the woods by the park near our house. I woke up in the middle of the night to a shadowy figure roughly groping me--I squealed and it fled; just a lecherous homeless man. I snuck in with the extra key the next morning after Aidra had left again. I covered my bruises and scrapes with concealer and told her we’d had an emergency at the office and I’d had to stay overnight. She didn’t notice or care.

I didn’t cut my hair again after that. I started shaving my legs, my anus, my cock--my whole body. I went to try on lingerie in stores. It’s so humiliating--most of all because the women are usually very sweet, although sometimes they smirk, too. My favorite piece of lingerie is a pair of sheer black stockings that transform into a little tight g-string thong. They hug my thighs and end right before my butt to make it look even plumper. I have a little bra that cups my chest and wraps around me with strings to look alluring to him. I’m owned by him, now--I was owned psychologically since that day on the highway--maybe even before that.  My dirty blonde hair grew long and feminine. I kept my nails carefully filed. I started lotioning and oiling my skin--Aidra hadn’t even noticed. I started going to the gym ten times more than I had before. I only ever did squats and other butt, thigh, and waist exercises. Aidra used to always comment and tease me about how girly my body was--it always hurt a little--but I became more girly than I’d ever been. I’d always had an embarrassingly feminine body; I was really only putting the finishing touches on it. My butt and thighs were even plumper and my waist and upper body even slimmer than before, when he’d finger-blasted my bottom. Aidra hadn’t even noticed that I’ve pretty much only been eating vegetables and protein shakes.

Three months passed like this--me carefully feminizing my already girly form.

Finally, I could bare the need any longer.

I texted my old phone, hoping he still had it, and told him I needed it back. He responded. We met in a little coffee shop downtown. I lost control as soon as I walked in.

I started crying as I sat down across from him, overwhelmed with emotion. I was wearing light mascara and pale pink lipstick, and I had on very tight, feminine jeans, a woman's tank top, canvas sneakers, and a cute girl’s letter jacket. It was the first time I’d worn any of it. I wore it to show off to him. He set the phone on the table and said, “Well, there it is. You can go now.”

I looked at him, and my mouth hung open, my mind struggling for words. I took a few deep breaths, trying to collect myself.

“Unless you want something else,” he said. “Do you want something else, Jillian?”

I looked at him with big, doe eyes, tears making my mascara run. My heart was racing in my chest. I should just walk away, I thought. I’m debasing myself. It’s shameful. He must be trying to manipulate you in some way. He can’t possibly want you! But arousal and desire and fantasy pushed me forward. “Yes, Mr. Dreist. I need something else, too.”

“I think I have what you want,” he said reassuringly, as if he was selling me stocks. “But if you come with me, you consent to whatever I do to you, do you understand?”

I bit my lip nervously, then said, “Yes, Mr. Dreist, Sir, I consent.”

He took my wrist and dragged me to the bathroom. It had multiple stalls and urinals. Anyone could’ve walked in. “We’re going to compare cocks. If yours is bigger I’ll pay back your rental car from when Clarissa took it, and I’ll pay for two months of your work. And I’ll stop fucking your wife.” I nodded. “If mine’s bigger, than I strip you, drench you in my urine, take your clothes, wallet, and phone--again--and leave you in this bathroom. I’ll let you keep your shoes and anything under those pants--better hope you wore some panties, huh? I keep fucking your wife, and if you ever contact me again, I fuck you again. You better think carefully. You can leave with all your clothes and stuff right now--leave in dignity.”

It wasn’t the game I expected, but I took it. I said, “I’ll do it. And then you leave my wife to me forever.” He nodded. I nodded. He reached down to unzip my girly jeans’ tiny zipper and tugged my cock out over the top of my pants. I was wearing lacy pink panties.

“Those are very sexy,” he said, as if he was complimenting a young woman on her dress. I blushed. He pulled down on my jeans and let me shimmy my butt up to get out of them a little bit. My butt popped out. He started to jerk my cock and I bit my lip. I fumbled and fumbled with his zipper, trying to get his cock out. “I’m going to cum!” I warned, alarmed.

He slowed down the stroking and I fumbled his cock free. It was already bigger than mine--thick, dark, and heavy in my hands. I stroked it with both hands. As he became fully erect I was barely able to fit my hands around it using both together. Aidra always teased me that my hands were as small as hers. And his cock was huge. He was taller than me by nearly a foot, and it was hard to compare them directly. The end urinal was really tall. He dragged my jeans down further, then grabbed me and lifted me--a hand on my naked, pale, squishy butt and another on my lower back--and sat me in the urinal. I gasped. My fat booty wedged and squeezed into it. I could feel the urinal cake pressing against my anus. I gasped again.

He pushed my legs up near my head. My jeans were tangled up and in my way. He pressed his cock up against mine and squeezed them together with his hand. My cock tops out at under five inches. His was over two times longer than me, and incredibly girthy. It towered over mine by almost a whole other one of my cock lengths. It was nearly twice as thick, too. Mine was almost closer in size to just his channel along the bottom. “Feel the difference, Jillian.” I reached my hands down and delicately felt both of our cocks and where one began and the other ended. I thought for a moment he was going to butt-bang me right there and something deep in my anus spasmed and twinged in anticipation of it. He asked “Need help down?” and I said yes. He took my hands and pulled me up, then grabbed a handful of my butt to help me hop down awkwardly from being  squeezed into the urinal.

“You know what that means, right?” he said.

“Yes, Mr. Dreist. I lost to you,” I said simply. I undid my sneakers and slipped out of them to get my pants off, but Ryan stood me up and then ripped down the seam on each pant leg. I was left with my bare, smooth, lissome legs exposed. I slipped off the jacket--it had been seventy dollars at a thrift store. Then I slipped out of my tank top. I had a little pink bralette on underneath it and I unclipped it, slipped it off, and handed it over without him asking me.

“Let me see” he said. I lifted my arms up and turned a circle for him in just socks and pink panties. I loved my first time getting to show off to him more than anything else in the world. “You’re really cute, Jillian. You’ve gotten even curvier since the last time I saw you. I don’t know what else to call you but a ‘girl.’ You’re not a boy.” I looked at him with big eyes and didn’t say anything. “You let your hair get really long, too.” He examined me for a few long moments.

“Take those panties off. I didn’t say you get to wear them.” I did and handed them over. He took my throat and shoved them into my mouth until they were completely in. I gagged a few times but fit them pretty easily--they were very tiny panties. My cock hung loose. I was suddenly so nervous about someone coming in and seeing this. I didn’t know what was happening. But I just went along with it. I didn’t know why I’d agreed to come there. My mouth was filled with saliva. He thought a moment. “Come here” he said. He lifted me up again and set me back in another urinal--my naked, fat ass sunk into it and squished into each corner and crevice.

He pushed my legs up near my head. He held a clear plastic packet in front of my face: it had a bunch of slim vials in it. “For you,” he said. He stuck it in my mouth with the panties for a moment, then when it was gooey with saliva, he reached down and worked it around until it breached my anus. He shoved it in until my butt swallowed it. I gasped and moaned from the sudden, violent stretching inflicted on my sphincter. I looked at him confused and angry and he gave no answer. The urinal cake pressed against my anus as I shifted. He pulled off my socks and threw them on the floor. He took my panties out of my mouth and wound them around the base of my cock.

He started to jerk it, choking the base with the panties whenever he saw me tense. I think he jacked me intensely for nearly ten minutes. I was afraid someone was going to come in every second. I squirmed and sweated and sobbed and moaned because it felt like my cock was going to explode from pleasurable pressure. “That was really nice makeup, too, Jillian. Really subtle and pretty. It’s all smeared now though. You’re mascara is running from those tears.” He ripped the panties off, pinched my left nipple very hard, and jacked me incredibly intensely.

I exploded all over myself.

Semen hit my stomach, nipples, and face. It went into my mouth and I could taste the creamy saltiness. It was so revolting: my butt wedged in that dirty urinal and my cock cuming all over my body, but I was too aroused by the whole thing and in love with him to resist. I loved being his filthy, bathroom fuck-whore.  Fuck I want him to bang me on this filthy bathroom floor, I thought passionately.

I couldn’t believe I let another man do this to me. I went along with it. I don’t know what was happening inside of me. He took his cock and said “Open your mouth” and I did. He pissed on me. He peed into my mouth for a while. “Swallow” he said. And I looked up at him with pleading, aroused eyes and then I did it. Urine splattered across my pale face, nipples, stomach, thighs, and bottom. It filled up in a pool around me, lapping against my asshole then submerging it, and spilled out because my fat butt was clogging the drain. I was covered in urine and it felt incredible. I yearned to beg him to fuck me like this--plunge his monster cock deep into my butt and fill me with pee and cum. He finished, zipped up, and picked up all my clothes--carrying them in clear view for the other customers outside to see--except the panties and shoes. “Until next time, Jillian,” he said, and walked out.

I wiggled out of the urinal, fell onto the floor, then stepped up shakily and slipped the panties on. They were soaked with saliva and dirty from the floor. I felt humiliated and in love. I’d lost and been destroyed. Again. I slipped on my sneaks, laced them up, and stood in the bathroom a moment. When I thought I was ready I walked quickly out the door and past the customers in the coffee shop. There was a shocked silence. A really cute barista said “Hey, do you need help?” and I said “No!” Everyone could see I had a cock under those girl clothes now. I looked like a cute young woman with a cock between her legs. I made it out and ran up the sidewalk, down an alley and then all the way home by back roads and neighborhoods.

I made it home a half hour before Aidra did, and did squats while masturbating in the bathroom until she got back. Then I showered and took the package out of my anus. They were vials of liquid.

I began injecting the vials into my fat bottom with needles from the drugstore everyday for three weeks. I lost what little visible muscles I had left. My bottom got even bigger. Little A-cup titties burst out of my chest. I was pretty sure he gave me feminine hormones or chemicals. I don’t know why I started taking them--I just wanted to do whatever I had to to make myself worth getting fucked by him. I spent all my time after that preparing to face him again.

Finally I went to Ryan’s house. I knew where it was from following Aidra there months ago. I wore my best black stockings and lingerie, red heels, a very little black dress, and a little beige raincoat over it that only came down to just below my bottom. I confronted him. He looked at me for a moment in the doorway, standing their, girlish and shy before him, even though I wasn’t trying to be. He only looked a little surprised at how long my hair was, at my entire transformation. “Any girl who steps into my house looking like that belongs to me from then on. Do you understand, slut?” I was so afraid I could hardly even nod.

“Yes, Sir,” I said in a trembling voice. There was no pretense at all anymore. We both knew why I was there. He led me into his house. I couldn’t have run if I wanted to--I was too weak and he was too strong. I could sense that he wanted me. He could see how slim my waist was--how svelte I was--how enormous and round my already cute bottom had become. My ass and hips swayed in those heels as I walked before him, trying to show off my body for his pleasure.

He led me to his living room and wrapped his hands calmly around my neck. “Are you going to show my bottom what it deserves or not?” I said. It came out poutily. “You’ve already taken everything from me--my wife, my job, the self-respect I spent a lifetime building--this is what you made me!” I said, shaking in my tight clothes, “Aren’t you ashamed? How could you do this to another person?”

He considered me, and said dead seriously:  “I’m going to take that ass, don’t worry about that, baby. You have to fight to keep guys off of you with a body like this. But not just yet.” He turned me around and took my little jacket off my shoulders. He walked out of view to hang it up in the closet. “Why don’t you make yourself comfortable,” he called back to me.

I could barely breath. I wanted to give myself to him completely. I was left in my little black dress and my heels. I walked to his enormous windows. He had a sprawling estate up in the hills of L.A., though I could still see his neighboring houses--people on their decks and in their yards. They might be able to see what’s happening to me, I thought. I reached down, lifted my dress, tugged it off over my head, and cast it aside.

He walked back out from the kitchen completely naked. Hard black abs ran up his abdomen. His whole body was rippled with large, hard muscles. His arms and legs were huge. His cock hung out on full display, enormous and still only half erect. He looked like some modern Adonis or ancient wrathful god reborn. I felt myself gasp at the entire sight and even more arousal pumped through my body. I couldn’t take my eyes off of his hulking dick, and my mouth had dropped open, my plump lips forming a cute, wet “O” shape. He saw me by the window. I was turned away to show him my bottom. I tried to look back at him disdainfully but all my face asked, entirely, was: Could you ever be drawn to this, use this, want this, even as your lowest slutty pet?

I looked with the innocence and yearning of an eighteen-year-old girl in love. I could see it register in his face. I flinched from shame but then looked back at him shyly. I knew how fat and full my butt looked, and that it was only further accentuated by the smooth stockings and thong. I was wearing the heels to plump it out maximally--the stilettos were longer than my own cock by a good inch. I’d practiced balancing on them. I arched my back out, shoving my butt towards him shyly. “What are you staring at?” I said with a pout.

He considered me silently for a long time. Then he said “Pop that fat bubble booty out even more for Daddy.”

“Fuck you!” I said almost playfully, and did it, straining to arch and pop and turn out. It all happened so easily after that. He walked over to me, relaxed and sure, slipped an arm around my waist; pulling my pale form against his hard, ebony body; and stole a kiss from my sweet, young lips.

“Can you get hot and get off without being treated like a dirty whore, sweety?”

“I feel like I’m ready to explode just from you looking at me,” I said, trying to be sultry. “But you can treat me however you want.”

He leaned in and kissed me again, gently and softly on my lips. “Good girl,” he said. He rubbed my nipples through my bralette then kissed me again. I opened my mouth and surrendered to him. His arms held me firmly, one around my waist, the other supporting my head so I could easily tilt it back and kiss him. We made out passionately in front of the window for a long time and my cock got hard almost immediately. I started to let out little moans as his confident tongue explored and probed me, and his lips sucked on my own.

“You like that, baby?”

“Yes, Sir,” he gave me a firm spank on my booty and it shook and jiggled. “Oh! Fuck yes!” I gasped out between kisses.

“Tell me what you want, baby.”

“I want that big, black dick buried in my fat white ass.”

“You think you can handle it?”

I looked at him earnestly. “I...I honestly don’t know. It’s so big….” I said, my fingers shyly trailing down and wrapping around his girthy cock. “Can I play with it while you kiss me?”

“Go right ahead, baby,” I masturbated his dick as we made out with each other until it was thick and almost fully erect. He groaned in pleasure and then his hands wrapped around my thick butt and he lifted me up. I wrapped my fat thighs around his waist, and he carried me to the couch and sat down. I slipped off of his lap, lay out on the couch on my stomach, and tentatively put my face down next to his enormous member.

“Maybe I should try with my mouth...to finish getting you hard?” I knew that if it took this much for him to get fully erect that he was going to be able to last a very, very long time, and I swallowed in nervous excitement at the thought. Will I be able to handle it?

“Go right ahead sweety, experiment all you want.”

I’m going to put a cock in my mouth I thought in shock, and then I was doing it, my eyes squeezed shut. My lips wrapped around his head and I took it into my warm mouth. It was salty and delicious. I looked up and made eye contact as I sucked him. The texture and feel was firm, the flesh warm and wonderful. I stuck my tongue out and licked the underside of his head, then kissed and licked up and down his shaft, then sucked his balls into my warm, wet mouth, each one in turn. It was all so big. I could barely fit his cock head in my mouth. I tried to force myself to deep-throat him several times but I couldn’t make it past the top of my throat.

As I worked his dick he massaged and spanked my booty and thighs, then spread my buttocks, tugged my thong to the side, and slowly worked spit-slicked, meaty fingers against my hole until he penetrated me. He worked them in and out, stretching and tugging at my taut sphincter skin. I moaned and whimpered more and more as he went deeper and deeper and spread his two fingers wider and wider, stretching against the sides of my anus and rectum. His free hand roved over my whole body, exploring every inch of my nubile flesh. Eventually he worked a third finger into me and I gasped and pressed my head into his crotch for a moment, sucking in overwhelmed breaths. My cock was throbbingly, pulsatingly hard. His grew hard ever so slowly in my mouth.

“Beg me for what you want,” he said, thwacking my booty with a spank.

“I...I want this big, thick, black cock in my fat white ass; I want it to stretch my little pink anal ring wide open…” I said, blushing with embarrassment but incredibly aroused.

“Do you think you’re stretched out enough?”

“Yes, Sir, I feel so stretched out and ready for you.”

He spanked me several more times until I was kicking my legs and writhing under the cracking smacks. My pale ass-flesh was covered in red hand prints. He pulled me to him and I straddled his crotch on my knees, my fat thighs pressing against his hard muscle. I balanced myself with my hands on the back of the couch, but he took my arms and twisted them behind me, clasping them behind my back. I was breathing deep, rapid breaths and my heart was hammering in my chest. My new little titties and pert nipples pressed into his hard, enormous chest. I sunk towards his cock, and he ripped my little thong way to the side and lined his dick up with my naked, exposed asshole. I was already gaping open a little from him finger banging me but as soon as his cock head touched me I knew I was going to be overwhelmed.

My thighs started trembling trying to hold me up, which made my thighs and ass jiggle and shake pleasurably. I let myself go, gasping and moaning in sweet alarm. There was an almost unbearable straining as his cock battered at my back gate, but finally my taut sphincter spread and took the dick into it. “Oh fuck…” was the only thing I could stupidly moan. My mouth was hanging open in an orgasmic “O” and drool trailed out and ran down onto my little puffy titties and erect nipples.

He tore my bralette down so it was wrapped around my upper abdomen and my new, little breasts were completely visible. He sucked my nipples as I sank a little lower on his wet, hard dick. “Oh fuck that feels so good!” I moaned. His mouth roved over my body: nipples, neck, ears, stomach, armpits--which made me squeal in embarrassment but felt incredible--and finally my own mouth. It all felt so wonderful. We worked like that for a long time. I was drenched in sweat from how overwhelmed my body was from taking such a large object into my bottom.

It might’ve been a half hour or more, but I finally sunk down all the way. My whole body was trembling violently. I felt almost feverish and very dizzy. He was buried in my ass up to the hilt. My taut, stretched anal flesh was pressed to his cock base. His carefully maintained, short pubic hair tickled at my delicate flesh. His balls pressed against my butt. I slowly lifted up just a few centimeters, then let myself sink back down. I did it again and again until I was managing to fuck myself on his cock. It felt amazing. It was over nine inches of dark man meat buried up my colon--as wide around as my wrist--and it was easily reaching and punching into my prostate--my sweet anal g-spot. His thick shaft ran past it and kept constant pressure on the spot as I moved up and down its length. “I can believe I’m getting fucked by a man!” I gasped, blushing.

“You’re one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen. The only fucking thing I can’t believe is I got to you first,” he said, and gave me a loving smack that made my ass jiggle. He let me fuck myself on his cock like that, not moving himself, to make sure I was comfortable with his immense size.

“I can’t believe I fit it in!” I said, happily.

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 fit 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.

We kissed as he fucked me. It felt so good, having my warm, wet body pressed firmly against his own--ivory against ebony; having such strong, rough hands pleasure me so firmly and confidently; being humiliated in such hot, erotic ways. My cock was rock hard but I’d never cum from anal only stimulation before. And then, all of a sudden, it was happening. A warm wave started deep in my ass and rushed out through my whole body, overwhelming all other waves of pleasure. “Oh fuck, I’m about to cum! You’re making me cum from my ass!” I gasped in shock. I thought I could almost hold it back--I was trying to last longer and suddenly embarrassed at cuming from such humiliating, slutty treatment.

“Just let go,” he breathed into my ear. He pistoned in and out of me with deep, long, rapid strokes and I felt his cock shudder and engorge even more within me, and then his dick was filling me with warm, enormous loads of his semen. It was too much: I couldn’t resist anymore. I let the wave of pleasure crash through me and sweep me away. I writhed and bucked against his cock and his body and he held me firmly.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” I gasped over and over, and then went silent but for moans emanating from my slutty little O face. He pressed his mouth to mine and we passionately made out through our mutual climax. It felt like it went on for minutes. This anal only orgasm in the arms of the man who had defeated me was far more intense than anything I’d experienced before. He pounded me furiously through the end and then we both released and collapsed, gasping and lying in a puddle of euphoria on the couch.

We lay like that for a long, long time, kissing from time to time as the urge compelled us. “I’m such a fucking slut,” I finally said, ashamed; I was worried he was going to kick me out or mock me now that our deed was complete. Instead he just kissed me again, slowly tugged his still half-hard cock out of my bottom, and pulled me onto his lap. “You like that?” he said, referring to the butt fucking he had just given me.

“It was the best thing I’ve ever experienced,” I confessed. “Should...should I go soon?” I asked, looking around for where we had tossed my clothes, not able to quite meet his eyes.

“Do you remember what I said when you walked in here?”

“I...that, if I walked into your house looking like I did, I would belong to you.”

“Did you walk into my house?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“So why are you asking if you should leave? You’re my possession now. You’re not allowed to leave. I keep my possessions here at my house--unless you want me to put you in my storage facility.”

I smiled shyly, just a faint flash across my face, and he grinned back.

“Oh...well...I guess better stay then,” I said, delight flooding through me. I was still deeply ashamed of everything I had done in our strange game, but I hadn’t felt this good for a long time. It was a strange feeling but I recognized it: it was called happiness. He pressed his lips against mine and I opened my mouth to him, kissing him back, and let myself melt into his embrace.

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

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

As for the newsletter: Aura promises to write infrequently, briefly, and with only interesting things--free and on sale books, new stories published, and free flash fiction (around 1000 words per short) too lewd and intense to publish elsewhere.
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Feminized by Amber: Defeated, Humiliated, Sissified & Passionately Taken by My Crush
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What would you do if your secret crush wanted to defeat you, feminize you, transform you into her little girlfriend, and absolutely ravish your body and fat bottom?

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

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

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

Feminized by the Billionaire: A Novella of Sissy Domination, Submission & Ravishment
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“He owns me now. What will this dangerous, powerful man do to my curvy, womanly body?...”

When eighteen-year-old Dani gets trapped with debts to the mob and no money to pay, he has to sell the only valuable thing he has left: his nubile, extremely feminine, absolutely voluptuous body. What will he choose when he has to decide between extreme danger and extreme sexual humiliation, feminization, and passion? Byron Galt, a billionaire industrialist and the man who now owns Dani, is going to sissify, shave, spank, lotion, and absolutely ravish the bubble butt of his delicious new trap. Will Dani be able to push past his inhibitions and shame and take this chance at love, intense sexual ecstasy, and a life with Byron beyond his wildest dreams?

A 22,000 word novella absolutely bursting with first time feminization, crossdressing, BDSM, submission, and ardent, raw, forbidden, M/M sissy ravishment.

✦✦✦

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

...Deep in my bottom something felt like it was radiating warmth. My butt felt incredibly full. Like his cock was meant to be there and fill me up to this exact, overwhelming size. Sweat drenched my body yet my skin had goosebumps, too. I was trembling as I was fucked and gasping and tears from the overwhelming emotion ran down my cheeks. I loved every moment of it.

He could sense I was about to explode…

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

Please Ravish My Bottom: A Gorgeous Sissy Submits to an Alpha male
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"Do I let this muscled brute take me into the woods? Do I let him pound and ravish me? Is my body really as girly and beautiful as he says? Is my bottom really that fat and sexy? Why can't I stop my heart from racing?..."

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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

Feminized by Her, Ravished by Him: How My Two Best Friends Made Me Their Sissy Pet
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“My two best friends want to feminize my girly body and turn me into their sex pet. What do I do?...”

When the feminine, troubled, unknowingly beautiful Evan confesses his love to his best friend, Christie, he receives a startling response: Christie and her fiancé, Steven, want to draw him into a thrilling erotic game of domination and submission and make him their sexy, sissy pet. Evan’s body is slim yet curvaceous in all the right places and far too sexual and womanly for a man, especially with his plump, jiggly bottom and thighs. He’s loved Christie since they first met but has never felt like he was man enough for her. Christie wants him all the same, though, and is willing to wrestle Evan--with her words and her actual body--into confessing his true desires. Will Evan give in to Christie’s advances? If he does, will he be able to satisfactorily use his gorgeously transformed body to pleasure Steven and become their servant, possession, and paramour? Will he realize his deep, shameful, secret fantasies of feminization, submission, and passionate love?

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

✦✦✦

...You make a really gorgeous girl, Eva,” Steven said. “Your hair is perfect, and you have a really nice body, and that’s a really pretty circlet your have around your waist.” I blushed and kept sucking his cock and he stood up over me. “Come on, let’s get that big, gorgeous bottom up here,” he said, and he lifted me up effortlessly. I put my arms around his neck. His strong hands were on my enormous bottom, supporting me. My plump, soft thighs wrapped around his muscled abdomen and I interlocked my feet behind his back, right above his muscled butt. I felt Christie’s warm tongue and mouth on my anus again, and then, with her aiming his cock and pulling my butt apart, he slowly lowered me onto his himself….It felt like an eternity as my moist hole hung, poised and straining, over his rock hard, monstrous intruder. And then, slowly, my tender, taut butt-flesh began to give way, bit-by-bit. He was penetrating me…

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

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

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

✦✦✦

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

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



Story Collections

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

(3 Story Bundle)

[image: ]

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

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

(3 Story Bundle)

[image: ]

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